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DEDICATION. 


TO  MY  FATHER  AND  MY  MOTHER. 

My  dear  Parents, — 

^WuEN  you  shall  have  read  this  book,  and  considered 
the  view  of  human  relationships  which  is  set  forth  in  it, 
you  will  be  at  no  loss  to  discover  why  I  have  dedicated 
it  to  you,  as  one  paltry  witness  of  a  union  and  of  a  debt 
which,  though  they  may  seem  to  have  begun  with  birth, 
and  to  have  grown  with  your  most  loving  education, 
yet  cannot  die  with  death  :  but  are  spiritual,  indefeasi- 
ble, eternal  in  the  heavens  with  that  God  from  whom 

r\-*T/^-mnr    -fo  4-1-1  Of  ri  rv/^rl    in     n  ooTroti    ort/l    oon'+ri    i  tj    r*  o  »-»-» r» /-I 


A  PICTURE  of  life  in  the  fifth  century  must  needs  contain 
much  which  will  be  painful  to  any  reader,  and  which  the 
young  and  innocent  will  do  well  to  leave  altogether  unread. 
It  has  to  represent  a  very  hideous,  though  a  very  great  age ; 
one  of  those  critical  and  cardinal  eras  in  the  history  of  the 
human  race,  in  which  virtues  and  vices  manifest  themselves 
Bide  by  side  —  even,  at  times,  in  the  same  person  —  with  the 
most  startling  openness  and  power.  One  who  writes  of  such 
an  era  labors  under  a  troublesome  disadvantage.  He  dare 
not  tell  how  evil  people  were ;  he  will  not  be  believed  if 
he  tells  how  good  they  were.  In  the  present  case  that  dis- 
adrantage  is  doubled;  for,  while  the  sins  of  the  Church, 
however  heinous,  were  still  such  as  admit  of  being  expressed 
in  words,  the  sins  of  the  heathen  world  against  which  she 
foaght  were  utterly  indescribable;  and  the  Christian  apologist 
18  thus  compelled,  for  the  sake  of  decency,  to  state  the 
Church's  case  far  more  weakly  than  the  facts  deserve. 

Not,  be  it  ever  remembered,  that  the  slightest  suspicion 
of  immorality  attaches  either  to  the  heroine  of  this  book, 
or  to  the  leading  philosophers  of  her  school,  for  several  cen- 
tories.     Howsoever  base  and  profligate  their  disciples,  or  the 
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Manichees,  may  have  been,  the  great  Neo-Platonists  were, 
as  Manes  himself  was,  persons  of  the  most  rigid  and  ascetic 
virtue. 

For  a  time  had  arrived,  in  which  no  teacher  who  did  not 
put  forth  the  most  lofty  pretensions  to  righteousness  could 
expect  a  hearing.  That  Divine  Word,  who  is  "  the  Light 
who  lighteth  every  man  which  cometh  into  the  world,''  had 
awakened  in  the  heart  of  mankind  a  moral  craving  never 
before  felt  in  any  strength,  except  by  a  few  isolated  philoso- 
phers or  prophets.  The  Spirit  had  been  poured  out  on  all 
flesh;  and  from  one  end  of  the  empire  to  the  other,  from 
the  slave  in  the  mill  to  the  emperor  on  his  throne,  ail  hearts 
were  either  hungering  and  thirsting  afler  righteousness,  or 
learning  to  do  homage  to  those  who  did  so.  And  He  who 
excited  the  craving  was  also  furnishing  that  which  would 
batisfy  it ;  and  was  teaching  mankind,  by  a  long  and  painful 
education,  to  distinguish  the  truth  from  its  innumerable  coun- 
terfeits, and  to  find,  for  the  first  time  in  the  world's  life,  a 
good  news,  not  merely  for  the  select  few,  but  for  all  man- 
kind, without  respect  of  rank  or  race. 

For  somewhat  more  than  four  hundred  years,  the  Roman 
Empire  and  the  Qinstian  Church,  bom  into  the  world  almost 
at  the  same  moment,  had  been  developing  themselves  side  by 
side  as  two  great  rival  powers,  in  deadly  struggle  for  the 
possession  of  the  human  race.  The  weapons  of  the  Empire 
had  been,  not  merely  an  overwhelming  physical  force,  and 
a  ruthless  lust  of  aggressive  conquest,  but,  even  more  power- 
ful still,  an  unequalled  genius  for  organization,  and  an  uni- 
fimn  system  of  external  law  and  order.  This  was  generally 
a  real  boon  to  conquered  nations,  because  it  substituted  a 
fixed  and  regular  spoliation  for  the  fortuitous  and  arbitrary 


miBeries  of  savage  warfare :  but  it  arrayed,  meanwhile,  on 
ihe  ^de  of  the  Empire  the  wealthier  citizens  of  every  prov- 
bce,  by  aUowiog  them  their  share  in  the  plunder  of  the  la- 
boring masses  below  them.  These,  in  the  country  districts, 
were  utterly  enslaved,  while,  in  Ihe  cities,  their  nominal  free- 
dom was  of  little  use  to  masses  kept  from  starvation  by  the 
alms  of  the  government,  and  drugged  into  brutish  good  humor 
by  a  vast  system  of  public  spectacles,  in  which  the  realms 
of  nature  and  of  art  were  ransacked  to  glut  the  wonder,  lusl^ 
and  ferocity  of  a  degraded  populace. 

Against  this  vast  organization  the  Church  had  been  £ght^ 
ing  for  now  four  hundred  years,  armed  only  with  its  own 
mighty  and  all-embracing  message,  and  with  the  manifesta- 
tion of  a  spirit  of  purity  and  virtue,  of  love  and  self-sacrifice, 
which  had  proved  itself  mightier  to  melt  and  weld  together 
the  hearts  of  men,  than  all  the  force  and  terror,  all  the  me- 
chanical organization,  all  the  sensual  bcuts,  with  which  the 
Empire  had  been  contending  against  that  Gospel,  in  which 
it  had  rec(^;nized,  instinctively  and  at  first  sight,  its  inter- 
nedne  foe. 

And  now  the  Church  had  conquered.  The  weak  things 
of  this  world  had  confounded  the  strong.  In  spite  of  the 
devilish  cruelties  of  persecutors ;  in  spite  of  the  contaminate 
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parts  of  her,  and  alluring  men  to  themselves  hj  that  very  exclu- 
dveness  and  party  arrogance  which  disproved  their  claim ;  in 
spite  of  ally  she  had  oonqaered.  The  very  emperors  had 
arrayed  themselves  on  her  side.  Julian's  last  attempt  to 
restore  paganism  by  imperial  influence  had  only  proved 
that  the  old  faith  had  lost  all  hold  upon  the  hearts  of  the 
masses;  and  at  his  death  the  great  tide-wave  of  new  opin- 
ion rolled  on  unchecked,  and  the  rulers  of  earth  were  fain 
to  swim  with  the  stream;  to  accept,  in  words  at  least,  the 
Church's  laws  as  theirs ;  to  acknowledge  a  King  of  kings  to 
whom  even  they  owed  homage  and  obedience;  and  to  call 
their  own  slaves  their  ^  poorer  brethlren/'  and  oflen,  too,  their 
^spiritual  superiors." 

But  if  the  emperors  had  become  Christian,  the  Empire  had 
not  Here  and  there  an  abuse  was  lopped  off;  or  an  edict 
was  passed  for  the  visitation  of  prisons  and  for  the  wel£u*e  of 
prisoners ;  or  a  Theodosius  was  recalled  to  justice  and  human- 
ly for  a  while  by  the  stem  rebukes  of  an  Ambrose.  But  the 
Empire  was  stall  the  same ;  still  a  great  tyranny,  enslaving  the 
masses,  crushing  national  life,  £itttening  itself  and  its  officials  on 
a  system  of  world-wide  robbery ;  and  while  it  was  paramount, 
there  could  be  no  hope  for  the  human  race.  Nay,  there  were 
even  those  among  the  Christians  who  saw,  hke  Dante  after- 
wards, in  the  ^  &tal  gifl  of  Constantino,"  and  the  truce  between 
the  Church  and  the  Empire,  fresh  and  more  deadly  danger. 
Was  not  the  Empire  trying  to  extend  over  the  Church  itself 
that  upas  shadow  with  which  it  had  withered  up  every  other 
form  of  human  existence ;  to  make  her,  too,  its  stipendiary 
■lave-offidal,  to  be  pampered  when  obedient,  and  scourged 
whenever  she  dare  assert  a  free  will  of  her  own,  a  law  beyond 
diat  of  her  tyrants ;  to  throw  on  heri  by  a  refined  hypocrisy. 


the    care    and  support  of  the   masses   on   whose   lifcljlood  it 
was  feeding  ?     So  thought  mtuif  then,  and,  as  I  fancy,  not  un- 

But  if  the  social  condition  of  the  civilized  world  was  anoma- 
lous at  the  beginning  of  the  fifth  ccntuiy,  its  spiritual  state  was 
still  more  so.  The  universal  fusion  of  races,  languages,  and 
customs,  which  had  gone  od  for  four  centuries  under  the  Roman 
rule,  had  produced  a  corresponding  fusion  of  creeds,  an  univer- 
sal fermentation  of  human  thought  and  faith.  All  honest 
t>elief  in  the  old  local  superstitions  of  paganism  had  been  long 
dying  out  before  the  more  palpable  and  material  idolatry  of 
Emperor-worship ;  and  the  gods  of  the  nations,  unable  to  de- 
liver those  who  had  trusted  in  them,  became,  one  by  one,  the 
vassals  of  the  "  Divus  Cssar,"  neglected  by  the  philosophic 
rich,  and  only  worshipped  by  the  lower  classes,  where  the 
old  riles  still  pandered  to  their  grosser  appetites,  or  subserved 
the  wealth  and  importance  of  some  particubr  locality. 

In  the  mean  while,  the  minds  of  men,  cut  adi'ifl  from  their 
ancient  moorings,  wandered  wildly  over  pathless  seas  of  specu- 
lative doubt,  and,  especially  in  the  more  metaphysical  and  con- 
templative East,  attempted  to  solve  for  lliemselvea  the  questions 
of  man's  relation  to  the  unseen  by  those  thousand  sehistus,  here- 
sies, and  theosophies  (it  is  a  disgrace  to  the  word  philosophy 


llion,  tlK-y  would  liave  lowered  as  far  above  the  heads  of  this 
generation  as  they  did  ahove  tlie  lieads  ot*  their  own.  And 
thus  an  a,ir<*,  which,  to  the  slialhjw  in-ighl  ot'  a  snerrer  like 
Gibbon,  seems  only  a  rotting  and  aindess  chaos  of  sensuality 
and  anarchy,  fanaticism  and  hyj)ocrisy,  produced  an  Athana>e 
and  a  Jerome,  a  Chrvsostom  and  an  Auo^ustine  ;  absorbed  into 
the  sjiherc;  of  Cliristianity  all  which  was  most  valuable  in  the 
philosophies  of  Greece  and  Egypt,  and  in  the  social  organiza- 
tion of  Ivome,  as  an  heirloom  for  nations  vet  unborn  ;  and  laid 
in  foreign  lands,  by  unconscious  agents,  the  foundations  of  all 


which  it  professes,  not  even  on  the  wisilom  and  holiness  of 
ei  few  great  eeclesiastics,  but  on  the  faith  and  virtue  of  its 
individual  members.  The  mens  sana  must  have  a  corpus  sa- 
num  to  inhabit.  And  even  for  the  Western  Church,  the  lofty 
future  which  was  in  Blore  for  it  would  have  been  impossible, 
without  some  infusion  of  new  mid  healthier  blood  into  llie  veins 
of  a  world  drained  and  tainted  by  the  influence  of  Rome. 

And  llie  new  blood,  at  the  era  of  this  story,  was  at  hand. 
The  great  tide  of  those  Gothic  naiions,  of  whicli  the  Norwegian 
and  tJie  Gorman  are  the  purest  remaining  types,  though  every 
nation  of  Europe,  from  Gibraltar  to  St.  Petersburg,  owes  to 
them  the  most  precious  elements  of  strength,  was  sweeping  on- 
ward, wave  over  wave,  in  a  steady  southwestern  current,  across 
the  Roman  territory,  and  only  stopping  and  recoiling  when  it 
reached  the  shores  of  the  Jledilerranean.  Those  wild  tribes 
were  bringing  with  them  into  the  miigic  circle  of  the  Western 
Church's  influence  the  very  materials  which  she  required  for 
the  building  up  of  a  future  Christendom,  and  which  she  could 
find  as  little  in  the  Western  Empire  as  in  the  Eastern  ;  —  com- 
parative purity  of  morals  ;  "Jacred  rc-pcLt  for  woman,  for  family 
life,  for  law,  equal  justice,  individual  freedom,  and,  above  all, 
for  honesty  in  word  and  deed ,  bodies  untainted  by  hereditary 
effeminacy,  hearts   earnest   though  gennl,  and  blest  with  a 
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and  the  heart's  core  of  the  Roman  legions  was  composed  of 
Grothic  officers  and  soldiers.  But  now  the  main  body  had 
arrived.  Tribe  after  tribe  was  crowding  down  to  the  Alps,  and 
trampling  upon  each  other  on  the  frontiers  of  the  Empire.  The 
Huns,  singly  their  inferiors,  pressed  them  from  behind  with  the 
irresistible  weight  of  numbers ;  Italy,  with  her  rich  cities  and 
fertile  lowlands,  beckoned  them  on  to  plunder ;  as  auxiliaries, 
they  had  learnt  their  own  strength  and  Roman  weakness;  a 
eastis  belli  was  soon  found How  iniquitous  was  the  con- 
duct of  the  sons  of  Theodosius,  in  refusing  the  usual  bounty,  by 
which  the  Goths  were  bribed  not  to  attack  the  Empire !  The 
whole  pent-up  deluge  burst  over  the  -plains  of  Italy,  and  the 
Western  Empire  became  from  that  day  forth  a  dying  idiot, 
while  the  new  invaders  divided  Europe  among  themselves. 
The  fifteen  years  before  the  time  of  this  tale  had  decided  the 
&te  of  Greece  ;  the  last  four,  that  of  Rome  itself.  The  count- 
less treasures  which  five  centuries  of  rapine  had  accumulated 
round  the  Capitol  had  become  the  prey  of  men  clothf  d  in  sheep- 
skins and  horse-hide ;  and  the  sister  of  an  empenir  had  found 
her  beauty,  virtue,  and  pride  of  race  worthily  matched  by  those 
of  the  hard-handed  Northern  hero  who  led  her  away  from  Italy 
as  his  captive  and  his  bride,  to  found  new  kingdoms  in  South 
France  and  Spain,  and  to  drive  the  newly  arrived  Vandals 
across  the  Straits  of  Gibraltar  into  the  then  blooming  coast- 
land  of  Northern  Africa.  Everywhere  the  mangled  limbs  of 
the  Old  World  were  seething  in  the  Medea's  caldron,  to 
come  forth  whole,  and  young,  and  strong.  The  Longbeards, 
noblest  of  their  race,  had  found  a  temporary  resting-place  upon 
the  Austrian  frontier,  after  long  southward  wanderings  from  the 
Swedish  mountains,  soon  to  be  dispossessed  again  by  the  advan- 
cing Huns,  and,  crossing  the  Alps,  to  give  their  name  for  ever 


to  the  plains  of  Lombordy.  A  few  more  lumultuoua  yeors,  and 
the  Franks  would  find  tbcmselves  lords  of  the  Lower  Rliine- 
land ;  and  before  the  hairs  of  Ilypatia's  Ecliolars  had  grown 
gray,  the  mythic  Hengst  and  Horsa  would  have  hinded  on  the 
shores  of  Kent,  and  an  English  nation  have  begun  its  world- 
wide life. 

But  some  great  Providence  forbade  to  our  race,  triumphant 
in  every  other  quarter,  a  footing  beyond  the  Mediterranean,  or 
even  in  Constantinople,  which  to  this  day  preserves  in  Europe 
the  faith  and  manners  of  Asia.  The  Ea?tem  World  seemed 
barred,  by  Eome  stem  doom,  from  the  only  influence  which 
could  have  regenerated  it.  Every  attempt  of  the  Gothic  races 
to  estabhsh  themselves  beyond  the  sea, — whether  in  the  form 
of  an  organized  kingdom,  as  did  the  Vandals  in  Africa  ;  or  of  a 
mere  band  of  brigands,  as  did  the  Goths  in  Asia  Minor,  under 
Gninas ;  or  of  a  pretorian  guard,  as  did  the  Varangians  of  the 
Middle  Ages  or  as  religious  invaders,  as  did  the  Crusaders, — 
ended  only  in  the  corruption  and  disappearance  of  the  colonists. 
That  estraordinary  reform  in  morals,  which,  according  to  Sal- 
vian  and  his  contemporaries,  the  Vandal  conquerors  worked  in 
North  Africa,  availed  (hem  nothing ;  they  lost  more  than  they 
gave.  Climate,  bad  example,  and  the  luxury  of  power  degraded 
them  in  one  century  into  a  race  of  helpless  and  debauched 
slaveholders,  doomed  to  utter  extermination  before  the  semi- 
Gothic  armies  of  Belisarius ;  and  with  them  vanished  the  last 


severed  from  which  slie  is  certain  lo  wither  a  way  into  tliat  mo.-t 
godless  and  most  cruel  of  s])eclres,  a  religious  world  —  had  i)er- 
ished  in  the  East,  from  the  evil  influence  of  the  universal  prac- 
tice of  slaveholding,  as  well  as  from  the  degra<lation  of  that 
Jewish  nation  which  had  been  for  ages  the  great  witness  for 
those  ideas;  and  all  cla^sf-s,  like  their  I'orei'ather  Adam,  —  like, 
indeed,  *' the  old  Adam''  in  v\cry  man  and  in  every  age, — 
were  shifiincr  the  blame  of  sin  from  their  own  eonsciruees  to 
human  relationships  and  duties, — and  therein,  to  the  Ciod  who 
had  ap])ointed  them  ;  and  saying  as  of  oM,  '*  yV/e  iroinrui  irJtoin 
thou  tjaccst  to  he  2Ci(h  7)ie,  she  gave  me  of  the  tree,  and  I  did 
cat."  The  passionate  Eastern  character,  like  all  weak  ones, 
found  total  abstinence  easier  tlian  temperance,  religious  thought 
more  i)leasaiit  than  godly  action  ;  ami  a  monastic  world  grcAV  up 
all  over  the  East,  of  sucli  vastness  that  in  Egypt  it  was  said  to 
rival  in  numbers  the  lay  population,  producing,  with  an  enor- 
mous decrease  in  the  actual  amount  of  moral  evil,  an  equally 
great  enervation  and  decrease  of  the  population.  Such  a  peo- 
ple could  oiler  no  resistance  to  the  steadily  increasing  tyranny 
of  the  Eastern  Empire.  In  vain  did  such  men  as  Chrysostora 
and   Basil  oppose   their   personal  influence  to  the  hideous  in- 


ward  career  of  Eaat«m  Christiamty  weot  on  nnchecked  for  two 
more  miserable  ceDturiei,  eide  by  side  wilh  ihe  upward  develop- 
ment of  tbe  Western  Church ;  and  while  the  successors  of  the 
great  Saint  Gregory  were  converting  and  civiJizing  a  new-bom 
Europe,  the  churches  of  the  East  were  vanishing  before  Mo- 
hammedan invaders,  strong  by  living  trust  in  that  Uviug  God, 
whom  the  Christians,  while  they  haled  and  persecuted  each 
other  for  arguments  about  Him,  were  denying  and  blaspheming 
in  every  action  of  their  lives. 

But  at  the  period  whereof  this  story  treats,  the  Gneco-East- 
em  mind  was  still  in  the  middle  of  its  great  work.  That  won- 
derful metapbysic  subtlety,  which  in  plirases  and  definitions  too 
often  unmeaning  to  our  grosser  intellect  saw  the  symbols  of  the 
most  important  spiritual  realities,  and  felt  that  on  the  dislinciion 
between  homoousios  and  homoiousios  might  hang  the  solutioQ 
of  the  whole  problem  of  humanity,  was  set  to  battle  in  Alexan- 
dria, the  ancient  stronghold  of  Greek  philosophy,  wilh  ihe  cfltte 
remains  of  the  very  scientific  thought  to  which  it  owed  its  ex- 
traordinary culture.  Monastic  isolation  from  family  and  na- 
tional duties  especially  fitted  the  fathers  of  that  period  for  the 
task,  by  giving  them  leisure,  if  nothing  else,  to  face  questions 
with  a  life-long  earnestness  impossible  to  the  more  social  and 
practical  Northern  mind.  Our  duty  is,  instead  of  sneering  at 
them  as  pedantic  dreamers,  to  thank  Heaven  that  men  were 
found,  just  at  the  time  when  they  were  wanted,  to  do  for  us 
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graceful  and  gorgeous  phantoms,  whereof  somewhat  more  will 
be  said  in  the  coming  chapters. 

I  have,  in  my  sketch  of  Hjpatia  and  her  fate,  closely  followed 
authentic  history,  especially  Socrates'  account  of  the  closing 
scene,  as  given  in  Book  Vll.  §  15  of  his  ^  Ecclesiastical  His- 
tory." I  am  inclined,  however,  for  various  historical  reasons,  to 
date  her  death  two  years  earlier  than  he  does.  The  tradition 
that  she  was  the  wife  of  Isidore,  the  philosopher,  I  reject,  with 
Gibbon,  as  a  palpable  anachronism  of  at  least  fifty  years  (Isi- 
dore's master,  Produs,  not  having  been  bom  till  the  year  before 
Hypatia's  death),  contradicted,  moreover,  by  Photius,  who  says 
distinctly,  after  comparing  Hypatia  and  Isidore,  that  Isidore 
married  a  certain  ^  Domna."  No  hint,  moreover,  of  her  having 
been  married,  appears  in  any  contemporary  authors ;  and  the 
name  of  Isidore  nowhere  occurs  among  those  of  the  many  mu- 
tual friends  to  whom  Synesius  sends  messages  in  his  letters  to 
Hypatia,  in  which,  if  anywhere,  we  should  find  mention  of  a 
husband,  had  one  existed.  To  Synesius's  most  charming  letters, 
as  well  as  to  those  of  Isidore,  the  good  Abbot  of  Pelusium,  I 
beg  leave  to  refer  those  readers  who  wish  for  further  informa- 
tion about  the  private  life  of  the  fifth  century. 

I  cannot  hope  that  these  pages  will  be  altogether  free  from 
anachronisms  and  errors.  I  can  only  say  that  I  have  labored 
honestly  and  industriously  to  discover  the  truth,  even  in  its  mi- 
nutest details,  and  to  sketch  the  age,  its  manners,  and  its  litera- 
ture, as  I  found  them,  —  altogether  artificial,  slipshod,  effete, 
resembling  far  more  the  times  of  Louis  Quinze  than  those  of 
Sophocles  and  Plato.  And  so  I  send  forth  this  little  sketch, 
ready  to  give  my  hearty  thanks  to  any  reviewer  who,  by  ex- 
posing my  mistake,  shall  teach  me  and  the  pubUc  somewhat 
more  about  the  last  struggle  between  the  Young  Church  and 
the  Old  World. 
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CHAPTER    I. 

THE   LAURA. 


In  the  four  hundred  and  thirteenth  year  of  the  Christian 
era,  some  three  hundred  miles  above  Alexandria,  the  young 
monk  Philammon  was  sitting  on  the  edge  of  a  low  range  of 
inland  cliffs,  crested  with  drifting  sand.  Behind  him  the 
desert  sand-waste  stretched,  lifeless,  interminable,  reflecting 
its  lurid  glare  on  the  horizon  of  the  cloudless  vault  of  blue. 
At  his  feet  the  sand  dripped  and  trickled,  in  yellow  rivulet.s, 
from  crack  to  crack  and  ledge  to  ledge,  or  whirled  pjxst  him 
in  tiny  jets  of  yellow  smoke,  before  the  fitful  summer  airs. 
Here  and  there,  upon  the  face  of  the  cliffs  which  walled  in 
the  opposite  side  of  the  narrow  glen  below,  were  cavernous 
tombs,  huge  old  quarries,  with  obelisks  and  half-cut  pillars, 
standing  as  the  workmen  had  left  them  centuries  before ;  the 
sand  was  slipping  down  and  piling  up  around  them ;  their 
heads  were  frosted  with  the  arid  snow ;  everywhere  was 
silence,  desolation,  —  the  grave  of  a  dead  nation  in  a  dying 
land.  And  there  he  sat  musing  above  it  all,  full  of  life  and 
yoQth  and  health  and  beauty,  —  a  young  Apollo  of  the  desert. 
His  only  dothmg  was  a  ragged   sheep-skin,  bound   with   a 
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leathern  girdle.  His  long,  black  locks,  unshorn  from  childhood, 
waved  and  glistened  in  the  sun ;  a  rich  dark  down  on  cheek 
and  chin  showed  the  spring  of  healthful  manhood;  his  hard 
hands,  and  sinewy,  sun-burnt  Hmbs,  told  of  labor  and  endunmce ; 
his  flashing  eyes  and  beetling  brow,  of  daring,  fancy,  passion, 
thought,  which  had  no  sphere  of  action  in  such  a  place.  What 
did  his  glorious  young  humanity  alone  among  the  tombs  ? 

So  j)erhaps  he,  too,  thought,  as  he  passed  his  liand  across 
his  brow,  as  if  to  sweep  away  some  gathering  dream,  and, 
sighing,  rose  and  wandered  along  the  cliffs,  peering  downward 
at  every  point  and  cranny,  in  search  of  fuel  for  the  monastery 
from  whence  he  came. 

Simple  as  was  the  material  which  he  sought,  consisting 
eh  icily  of  the  low,  arid  desert  shrubs,  with  now  and  then  a 
fni;:5ment  of  wood  fi-om  some  deserted  quarry  or  ruin,  it  was 
becoming  scarcer  and  scarcer  round  Abbot  Pambo's  Laura  at 
Scetis,  and  long  before  Philammon  had  collected  his  daily 
quantity,  he  had  strayed  further  from  his  home  than  he  had 
ever  been  before. 

Suddenly,  at  a  turn  of  the  glen,  he  came  upon  a  sight  new  to 
him  ....  a  temple  car\'en  in  the  sandstone  cliff ;  and  in  front, 
a  smooth  platform,  strewn  with  beams  and  mouldering  tools, 
and  here  and  there  a  skull  bleaching  among  the  sand,  perhaps 
of  some  workman  slaughtered  at  his  labor  in  one  of  the 
thousand  wars  of  old.  The  abbot,  his  spiritual  father, — 
indeed,  the  only  father  whom  he  knew,  for  his  earliest  rec- 
ollections were  of  the  Laura  and  the  old  man's  cell,  —  had 
strictly  forbidden  him  to  enter,  even  to  approach,  any  of  those 
relics  of  ancient  idolatry :  but  a  broad  terrace-road  led  down  to 
the  platform  from  the  table-land  above ;  the  plentiful  supply  of 

fuel  was  too  tempting  to  be  passed  by He  would  go  down, 

gather  a  few  sticks,  and  then  return,  to  tell  the  abbot  of  tlie 
treasure  which  he  had  found,  and  consult  him  as  to  the 
propriety  of  revisiting  it. 

So  down  he  went,  hardly  daring  to  raise  his  eyes  to  the 
alluring  iniquities  of  the  painted   imagery  which,  gaudy  in 
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crimson  and  blue,  stUl  binzcd  out  uj)on  the  dcsolntr  solittidp, 
uninjureil  by  that  rainless  air.  But  he  wns  vounfr,  ami  voulli 
U  curious  ;  and  the  Devil,  at  le.T't  in  the  lifUi  eciitury,  busy 
Willi  _vomi<;  brains.  Now  Pliilammon  believed  mo,-l  ullrTiv  in 
the  Devil,  and  ni-rlit  and  day  devoutly  prayed  lo  bt?  dilivcri'd 
from  him ;  so  be  crossed  bimsclf,  and  ejaenlatcd,  honestly 
enough,  "  Lord,  turn  away  mine  eyes,  lest  tbty  behold  van- 
iiy  1"  . .  . .  and  looked  neverlheless 

And  who  could  have  helped  looking  at  those  four  colossal 
kings,  who  sat  there  grim  and  motionless,  their  liugo  JinndH 
laid  upon  their  knees  in  everlasting  self-assured  repose,  seeming 
lo  bear  up  the  mountain  on  their  stalely  head  ?  A  sense  of  awe, 
weakness,  all  but  fear,  came  over  him.  He  dare  not  sloop  to 
take  up  the  wood  at  his  feet,  their  great  slern  eyes  watched 
him  so  steadily. 

Round  their  knees  and  round  their  thrones  were  mystic 
characters  engraven,  symbol  after  symbol,  line  below  line,  — 
the  ancient  wisdom  of  the  Egyptians,  wherein  Jloses,  the 
man  of  God,  Wits  learned  of  olil,  —  why  r^lioulJ  not  be  know  it 
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the  iragrant  lotus-flower  in  every  hand,  while  slaves  brought 
wine  and  perfumes,  and  children  sat  upon  their  knees,  and  hus- 
bands by  their  side;  and  dancing-girls,  in  transparent  robes 
and  golden  girdles,  tossed  their  tawny  limbs  wildly  among  the 

throng What  was  the  meaning  of  it  all  ?     Why  had  it  all 

been  ?  Why  had  it  gone  on  thus,  the  great  world,  century  after 
century,  millennium  afler  millennium,  eating  and  drinking,  and 
marrying  and  giving  in  marriage,  and  knowing  nothing  better 
....  how  could  they  know  anything  better  ?    Their  forefathers 

had  lost  the  light  ages  and  ages  before  they  were  born 

And  Christ  had  not  come  for  ages  and  ages  afler  they  were 

dead How  could  they  know  ?  .  •  . .  And  yet  they  were  all 

in  hell ....  every  one  of  them.  Every  one  of  these  ladies  who 
sat  there,  with  her  bushy  locks,  and  garlands,  and  jewelled 
collars,  and  lotus-flowers,  and  gauzy  dress,  displaying  all  her 
Blender  limbs,  —  who,  perhaps,  when  she  was  alive,  smiled  so 
sweetly,  and  went  so  gayly,  and  had  children,  and  friends,  and 
never  once  thought  of  what  was  going  to  happen  to  her,  —  what 
must  happen  to  her. ....  She  was  in  hell.  ....  Burning  for 
ever,  and  ever,  and  ever,  there  below  his  feet  He  stared 
down  on  the  rocky  floors.  If  he  could  but  see  through  them 
....  and  the  eye  of  faith  could  see  through  it ....  he  should 
behold  her  writhing  and  twisting  among  the  flickering  flame, 
scorched,  glowing  ....  in  everlasting  agony,  such  as  the 
thought  of  enduring  for  a  moment  made  him  shudder.     He  had 

burnt  his  hands  once,  when  a  palm-leaf  hut  caught  fire 

He  recollected  what  that  was  like She  was  enduring  ten 

thousand  times  more  than  that,  for  ever. ....  He  should  hear 
her  shrieking  in  vain  for  a  drop  of  water  to  cool  her  tongue. 
....  He  had  never  heard  a  human  being  shriek  but  once  .... 
a  boy  bathing  on  the  opposite  Nile  bank,  whom  a  crocodile  had 
dragged  down  ....  and  that  scream,  faint  and  distant  as  it 
came  across  the  mighty  tide,  had  rung  intolerable  in  his  ears 
for  days ....  and  to  think  of  all  which  echoed  through 
those  vaults  of  fire  —  for  ever  I  Was  the  thought  bearable  ? 
—  was  it  possible  ?  Millions  upon  millions  burning  for  ever 
for  Adam's  fall Could  God  be  just  in  that  ?  . . . . 
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It  was  the  temptation  of  a  fiend!  He  had  entered  the  un- 
haUowed  precinol?.  where  devils  slili  lingered  about  their  an- 
ricnt  shrines ;  he  had  let  his  eyes  devour  the  abomiraiions  of 
the  heathen,  and  given  place  lo  the  Devil.  lie  would  Hee  home 
lu  confess  it  all  to  his  father.  He  would  punish  him  a^  hi:  dc- 
serveil,  pray  for  him,  forgive  him.  And  yet  could  he  lell  hint 
all?  Could  he,  dare  he,  confe.-s  to  him  the  whole  truth,  —  tjie 
insatiable  craving  to  know  the  mysteries  of  learning,  to  see  the 
great  roaring  world  of  men,  which  had  been  growing  up  in  him 
slowly,  month  after  month,  till  now  it  h:id  assumed  this  fearful 
fhape  ?  He  could  slay  no  longer  in  the  de=erl.  This  ivorld 
which  »ent  all  eouls  to  hell,  —  was  it  as  had  as  monks  declared 
it  was  ?  It  must  be,  else  how  could  such  be  the  fruit  of  it  ? 
But  it  was  too  awful  a  thought  to  be  taken  on  trust.     Xo ;  he 

Filled  with  such  fearful  questionings,  half-inartictila(e  and 
vague,  like  the  thoughts  of  a  child,  the  nntulored  youth  went 
wandering  on,  till  he  reached  the  edge  of  the  clilf  htlow  which 
lav  his  home. 
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For  the  common  good,  each  man  had  swept  the  ledges  dear  of 
sand,  and  sown  in  the  scanty  artificial  soil,  the  harvest  of  which 
all  were  to  share  alike.  To  huj  clothes,  hooks,  and  chapel- 
furniture  for  the  common  necessities,  education,  and  worship, 
each  man  sat,  day  after  day,  week  after  week,  his  mind  full  of 
high  and  heavenly  thoughts,  weaving  the  leaves  of  their  little 
palm-copse  into  haskets,  which  an  aged  monk  exchanged  for 
goods  with  the  more  prosperous  and  frequented  monasteries  of 
•  the  opposite  hank.  Thither  Philammon  rowed  the  old  man 
over,  week  hy  week,  in  a  light  canoe  of  papyrus,  and  fished,  as 
he  sat  waiting  for  him,  for  the  common  meal.  A  simple,  happy, 
gentle  life  was  that  of  the  Laura,  all  portioned  out  by  rules  and 
methods,  which  were  held  hardly  less  sacred  than  those  of  the 
Scriptures,  on  which  they  were  supposed  (and  not  so  wrongly 
either)  to  have  been  framed.  Each  man  had  food  and  raiment, 
shelter  on  earth,  friends  and  counsellors,  living  trust  in  the  con- 
tinual care  of  Almighty  God ;  and,  blazing  before  his  eyes,  by 
day  and  night,  the  hope  of  everlasting  glory  beyond  all  poets' 
dreams.  ....  And  what  more  would  man  have  had  in  those 
days  ?  Thither  they  had  fied  out  of  cities,  compared  with  which 
Paris  is  earnest  and  Gomorrha  chaste, — out  of  a  rotten,  infer- 
nal, dying  world  of  tyrants  and  slaves,  hypocrites  and  wantons, 
—  to  ponder  undisturbed  on  duty  and  on  judgment,  on  death 
and  eternity,  heaven  and  hell ;  to  find  a  common  creed,  a  com- 
mon interest,  a  common  hope,  common  duties,  pleasures,  and 

sorrows True,  they  had  many  of  them  fied  from  the 

post  where  God  had  placed  them,  when  they  fied  from  man  into 

the  Thebaid  waste What  sort  of  post  and  what  sort  of 

an  age  they  were,  from  which  those  old  monks  fied,  we  shall 
see,  perhaps,  before  this  tale  is  told  out. 

<*Thou  art  late,  son,''  said  the  abbot,  steadfastly  working 
away  at  his  palm-basket,  as  Philammon  approached. 

"  Fuel  is  scarce,  and  I  was  forced  to  go  far." 

'^  A  monk  should  not  answer  till  he  is  questioned.     I  did  not 
ask  the  reason.    Where  didst  thou  find  that  wood  ?  " 

"  Before  the  temple,  far  up  the  glen." 
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And  the  poor  boj,  who  considered  that  he  was  making  con- 
fession of  a  deadly  and  shameful  sin,  blushed  scarlet,  and  stam- 
mered, and  at  last  stopped. 

"  And  thou  tlioughtcst  them  beautiful  ?  O  utter  corruption 
of  the  flesh !  O  subtlety  of  Satan !  The  Lord  forgive  thee,  as 
I  do,  my  poor  child:  henceforth  thou  goest  not  beyond  the 
garden  walls." 

^Not  beyond  the  walls!  Impossible!  I  cannot!  J£  thou 
wert  not  my  father,  I  would  say,  I  will  not !  I  must  have  lib- 
erty !  I  must  see  for  myself,  I  must  judge  for  myself,  what  this 
world  is  of  which  you  all  talk  so  bitterly.  I  long  for  no  pomps 
and  vanities.  I  will  promise  you  this  moment,  if  you  will, 
never  to  re-enter  a  heathen  temple,  —  to  hide  my  face  in  the 
dust  whenever  I  approach  a  woman.  But  I  must,  I  must  see 
the  world ;  I  must  see  the  great  mother  church  in  Alexandria, 
and  the  patriarch,  and  his  clergy.  If  they  can  serve  God  in 
the  city,  why  not  I  ?  I  could  do  more  for  Grod  there  than  here. 
....  Not  that  I  despise  this  work,  not  that  I  am  ungrateful 
to  you,  —  O,  never,  never  that  I  —  but  I  pant  for  the  battle. 
Let  me  go !  I  am  not  discontented  with  you,  but  with  myself. 
I  know  that  obedience  is  noble ;  but  danger  is  nobler  still.  If 
you  have  seen  the  world,  why  should  not  I  ?  If  you  have  fled 
from  it  because  you  found  it  too  evil  to  Hve  in,  why  should 
not  I,  and  return  to  you  here  of  my  own  will,  never  to  leave 
you  ?  .  .  .  .  And  yet  Cyril  and  his  clergy  have  not  fled  from 
iL  " 

Am    .... 

Desperately  and  breathlessly  did  Fhilammon  drive  this  speech 
out  of  his  inmost  heart ;  and  then  waited,  expecting  the  good 
abbot  to  strike  him  on  the  spot  If  he  had,  the  young  man 
would  have  submitted  patiently ;  so  would  any  man,  however 

venerable,   in   that  monastery Why  not?    Duly,  after 

long  companionship,  thought,  and  prayer,  they  had  elected 
Parabo  for  their  abbots  abba,  father,  the  wisest,  eldest-hearted 
and  headed  of  them;  if  he  was  that,  it  was  time  that  lie  should 

be  obeyed And  obeyed  he  was,  with  a  loyal,  reasonable 

love,  and  yet  with  an  implicit,  soldier-like  obedience,  which  many 
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1  king  and  cmqueror  might  envy.  Were  they  cowards  and 
ilaves  ?    The  Roman  legionaries  should  be  pwd  jutlges  on  tliat 

point They  used  lo  say  that  no  armed  barbarian,  Goili 

or  Vandal,  Moor  or  Spaniard,  was  eo  terrible  as  the  uiiariued 
monk  of  the  Thebaid. 

Twice  the  old  man  lifted  Ids  staff  lo  slrikc;  twice  he  laid  it 
down  again ;  and  then,  slowly  rising,  left  Pliilammon  kneeling 
there,  and  moved  away  deliberately,  and  with  eyes  fixed  on  the 
ground,  to  the  house  of  the  brother  Aufugus. 

Every  one  in  the  Laura  honored  Aufiigus.  There  was  a 
mystery  about  hjra,  which  heightened  the  chitrm  of  his  surpass- 
ing sanctity,  hb  childlike  sweetness  and  humility.  It  was  whis- 
pered—  when  the  monks  selilom  and  caulioiisly  did  whisper 
together  in  iheir  lonely  walks  —  that  he  had  been  once  a  great 
man ;  that  he  had  come  from  a  great  city,  pcrliaps  from  Rome 
itself.  And  the  simple  monks  were  proud  to  lliink  that  tbey 
had  am<mg  them  a  man  who  had  seen  Rome.  At  least,  Abbot 
Pambo  respected  him.  He  was  never  licaten ;  never  even  re- 
proved,—  perhaps  he  never  required  it;  but  still  it  was  the 


10  HTPATIA. 

earnestly  and  low ;  and  then  a  solemn  sound  as  of  the  two  old 
men  praying  witli  sobs  and  tears ;  and  every  brother  bowed  his 
head,  and  whispered  a  hope  that  He  whom  they  served  might 
guide  them  for  the  good  of  the  Laura,  and  of  his  Church,  and 
of  the  great  heathen  world  beyond ;  and  still  Philammon  knelt 
motionless,  awaiting  his  sentence;  his  heart  filled,  —  who  can 
tell  how?  "  The  heart  knoweth  its  own  bitterness,  and  a  stran- 
ger intermeddleth  not  with  its  joy."  So  thought  he  as  he  knelt ; 
and  so  think  I,  too,  knowing  that  in  the  pettiest  character  there 
are  unfathomable  depths,  which  the  poet,  all-seeing  though  he 
may  pretend  to  be,  can  never  analyze,  but  must  only  dimly  guess 
at,  and  still  more  dimly  sketch  them  by  the  actions  which  they 
beget 

At  last  Pambo  returned,  deliberate,  still,  and  slow,  as  he  had 
gone,  and,  seating  himself  within  his  cell,  spoke :  — 

*'  And  the  youngest  said,  Father,  give  me  the  portion  of  goods 

that  falleth  to  my  share And  he  took  his  journey  into  a 

far  country,  and  there  wasted  his  substance  with  riotous  living. 
Thou  shalt  go,  my  son.  But  first  come  after  me,  and  speak 
with  Aufugus." 

Philammon,  like  every  one  else,  loved  Aufugus ;  and  when 
the  abbot  retired  and  left  the  two  alone  together,  he  felt  no 
dread  or  shame  about  unburdening  his  whole  heart  to  him. 
. .  .  Long  and  passionately  he  spoke,  in  answer  to  the  gentle 
questions  of  the  old  man,  who,  without  the  rigidity  or  pedantic 
solemnity  of  the  monk,  interrupted  the  youth,  and  let  himself  be 
interrupted  in  return,  gracefully,  genially,  almost  playfully. 
And  yet  there  was  a  melancholy  about  his  tone,  as  he  answered 
to  the  youth's  appeal :  — 

"  TertuUian,  Origen,  Clement,  Cyprian,  —  all  these  moved  in 
the  world ;  all  these,  and  many  more  beside,  whose  names  we 
honor,  whose  prayers  we  invoke,  were  learned  in  the  wisdom  of 
the  heathen,  and  fought  and  labored,  unspotted,  in  the  world ; 
and  why  not  I  ?  Cyril  the  patriarch,  himself,  was  he  not  called 
from  the  caves  of  Nitria  to  sit  on  the  throne  of  Alexandria  ?  " 

Slowly  the  old  man  lifted  his  hand,  and,  putting  back  the  thick 


locks  of  the  kneeling  jouili,  gazed,  with  soft,  jiiiyiug  oju;^,  lung 
nnd  earnestly  iuto  his  fikce. 

-  And  thou  woulilst  see  the  ivorlJ,  yioar  fool  ?  AnU  tliou 
wouldst  sec  the  world  ?  " 

"•  I  would  convert  the  world ! " 

"Thou  must  know  ii,  first.  And  shall  I  tell  ihee  what  ihiit 
world  is  like,  which  seems  to  thee  eo  easy  to  convert?  Here  I 
eit,  the  poor,  unknown  old  monk,  unlil  I  die,  fusting  and  pr:Lj- 


ing,  if  perhaps  God 
kiiowest  bow  I  li        se 
wouldst   be    well 
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(hou  wouldst  sec.     And 
se«.     Eunuchs  the    }       is     f    1  Di^hujis 

kissing  the  feet  of  p  <1         d  I     1  "^  i[ig  suints 

in  pieces  for  a  word      11  II  lu'  uniiiit- 

ural  fight.     Liars    1      k  d  f     ly         1  j  |  ng  in  their 

hypocrisy.  The  many  sold  and  butchered  fur  tlic  niiiUcc,  the 
caprice,  the  vanity,  of  the  few.  The  phinderei-s  of  llie  poor 
plundered  in  ilieir  turn  by  worse  dcvourers  than  tlieinsehes. 
Every  attempt  at  reform  the  parent  of  worse  seandnjs  ;  every 
mercy  begetting  fresh  cruelties ;  e\L-ry  persecutor  silenced, 
only  to  enable  others  to  persecute  him  in  their  turn ;  overy 
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conquer,  eyen  worse  and  worse,  until  the  end.  These  are  the 
last  days  spoken  of  by  the  prophets,  the  beginning  of  woes  such 
as  never  have  been  on  the  earth  before.  ^  On  earth  distress  of 
nations  with  perplexity,  men's  hearts  failing  them  for  fear,  and 
for  the  dread  of  Uiose  things  which  are  coming  on  the  earth/ 
I  have  seen  it  long.  Year  after  year  I  have  watched  them 
coming  nearer  and  ever  nearer  in  their  course,  like  the  whirling 
sand-storms  of  the  desert,  which  sweep  past  the  caravan,  and 
past  again,  and  yet  overwhelm  it  after  all,  —  that  black  flood  of 
the  Northern  barbarians.  I  foretold  it;  I  prayed  against  it; 
but,  like  Cassandra's  of  old,  my  prophecy  and  my  prayers  were 
alike  unheard.  My  pupils  spumed  my  warnings.  The  lusts  of  * 
youth,  the  intrigues  of  courtiers,  were  stronger  than  the  warn- 
ing voice  of  Grod ;  then  I  ceased  to  hope ;  I  ceased  to  pray  for 
the  glorious  city,  for  I  knew  that  her  sentence  was  gone  forth ; 
I  saw  her  in  the  spirit,  even  as  Saint  John  saw  her  in  the 
Revelation ;  her,  and  her  sins,  and  her  ruin.  And  I  fled 
secretly  at  night,  and  buried  myself  here  in  the  desert,  to 
await  the  end  of  the  world.  Night  and  day  I  pray  the  Lord 
to  accomplish  his  elect,  and  to  hasten  his  kingdom.  Morn- 
ing by  morning  I  look  up  trembling,  and  yet  in  hope,  for  the 
sign  of  the  Son  of  Man  in  heaven,  when  the  sun  shall  be 
turned  into  darkness,  and  the  moon  into  blood,  and  the  stars 
shall  &11  from  heaven,  and  the  skies  pass  away  like  a  scroll,  and 
the  fountains  of  the  nether  fire  burst  up  around  our  feet,  and 
the  end  of  all  shall  come.  And  thou  wouldst  go  into  the  world 
from  which  I  fled  ?  " 

^'  If  the  harvest  be  at  hand,  the  Lord  needs  laborers.  If  the 
times  be  awful,  I  should  be  doing  awful  things  in  them.  Send 
me,  and  let  that  day  find  me,  where  I  long  to  be,  in  the  fore- 
front of  the  battle  of  the  Lord.'' 

"  The  Lord's  voice  be  obeyed  I  Thou  shalt  go.  Here  are 
letters  to  Cyril  the  patriarch.  He  will  love  thee  for  my  sake : 
and  for  thine  own  sake,  too,  I  trust  Thou  goest  of  our  free 
will  as  well  as  thine  own.  The  abbot  and  I  have  watched  thee 
long,  knowing  that  the  Lord  had  need  of  such  as  thee  else- 


"  Nay,  come.  Why  shouldst  thou  break  thy  brelhreii's 
hearts  and  ours  by  many  leave-takings  ?  Bring  from  the 
storehouse  a  week's  provision  of  dried  dates  mid  millet.  The 
papyrus  boat  lies  at  the  ferry  ;  thou  shalt  descend  in  it.  The 
Lord  will  replace  it  for  us  when  we  need  it.  Speak  with  no 
man  on  the  river,  except  the  monks  of  God.  AVhen  thou  h;ist 
gone  five  days*  journey  downward,  ask  fcr  the  mouth  of  the  canid 
of  Alexandria-  Once  in  the  city  any  mcnk  will  guide  tliee  to  the 
archbishop.  Send  us  news  of  thy  welfare  by  some  holy  mouth. 
Come." 

Silently  they  paced  together  down  the  glen  to  the  lonely 
beach  of  the  great  stream.  Pambo  was  there  already,  his 
white  hair  glittering  in  the  rising  moon,  as  with  slow  and  feeble 
arms  he  launched  the  light  canoe.  Philammon  Hung  himself  at 
the  old  men's  feet,  and  besought,  with  many  tears,  their  forgive- 
ness and  their  blessing. 

"  We  have  nothing;  to  forgive.  Follow  thou  thine  inward 
call.  If  it  be  of  the  flesh,  it  will  avenge  itself:  if  it  be  of  the 
Spirit,  who  are  we  that  we  should  light  against  God?  Farewell ! " 

A  few  minutes  more,  and  the  youth  and  his  canoe  were 
lessening  down  the  rapid  stream  in  the  golden  summer  twilight. 
Again  a  minute,  and  the  swift  southern  night  had  fallen,  and  all 
was  dark,  but  the  cold  glare  of  the  moon  on  the  river,  and  on  the 
rock-faces,  and  on  the  two  old  men,  as  they  knelt  upon  the  beach, 
and  with  their  heads  upon  each  other's  shoulders,  like  two  chil- 
dren, sobbed  and  prayed  together  for  the  lost  darling  of  their  age. 


CHAPTER    II. 


THE   DYING  WORLD. 


In  the  upper  storj  of  a  house  in  the  Museum  street  of 
Alexandria,  built  and  fitted  up  on  the  old  AthcniEa  model, 
was  a  small  room.  It  had  been  chosen  bj  its  occupant,  not 
merely  on  account  of  its  quiet ;  for  though  it  was  tolerably  out 
of  hearing  of  the  female  slaves  who  worked,  and  chattered,  and 
quarrelled  under  the  cloisters  of  the  women's  court  on  the  south 
side,  yet  it  was  exposed  to  the  rattle  of  carriages  and  the  voices 
of  passengers  in  the  fashionable  street  below,  and  to  strange 
bursts  of  roaring,  squealing,  and  trumpeting  from  the  Menage- 
rie, a  short  way  off,  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  street  The 
attraction  of  the  situation  lay,  perhaps,  in  the  view  which  it 
commanded  over  the  wall  of  the  Museum  gardens,  of  flower- 
beds, shrubberies,  fountains,  statues,  walks,  and  alcoves,  which 
had  echoed  for  nearly  seven  hundred  years  to  the  wisdom  of 
the  Alexandrine  sages  and  poets.  School  after  school,  they  had 
aU  walked,  and  taught,  and  sung  there,  beneath  the  spreading 
planes  and  chestnuts,  figs  and  palm-trees.  The  place  seemed 
fragrant  with  all  the  riches  of  Greek  thought  and  song,  since 
the  days  when  Ptolemy  Philadelphus  walked  there  with  Euclid 
and  Theocritus,  Callimachus  and  Lycophron. 

On  the  lefl  of  the  garden  stretched  the  lofly  eastern  front  of 
the  Museum  itself,  with  its  picture-galleries,  halls  of  statuary, 
dining-halls,  and  lecture-rooms  ;  one  huge  wing  containing  that 
fiunous  library,  founded  by  the  father  of  Pliiladelphus,  which 
held  in  the  time  of  Seneca,  even  after  the  destruction  of  a 
great  part  of  it  in  Caesar's  siege,  four  hundred  thousand  man- 


uscripts.  There  it  lowcri-d  up,  ilie  ivondcr  of  ilie  worlJ, 
iu  ivhilo  roof  briglit  against  tlie  raiiiifss  blue  ;  and  beyond  it, 
anion;,'  lb;;  rid;jes  and  pcdiineiits  of  noble  building*,  a  broad 
glimpse  oflbe'briylilblausea. 

The  room  mas  fitted  up  in  (lie  purest  Greek  sljli;,  not  with- 
out an  afTecIation  of  arcliaism,  in  tlie  severe  forms  and  sub- 
dued lialf-linU  of  the  frescos  which  ornamented  the  walls  with 
scenes  from  the  old  mylba  of  Aihene.  Yet  the  general  cfi'ect, 
even  under  tlie  blazing  pun  wliieh  pouitd  in  through  the  mos- 
quito nets  of  the  court-yard  winilows,  was  one  of  exquisite  cool- 
ne,*!?,  and  cleanliness,  and  ri'iwjo.  The  room  had  neither  carpet 
nor  fireplace  ;  and  ihe  only  movuliles  in  it  were  a  aola-bed,  a 
table,  and  an  arm-chair,  all  of  sueh  delicate  and  graceful  forms, 
as  may  be  seen  on  ancient  vases  of  a  far  earlier  period  than 
that  whereof  we  write.  But,  most  probably,  liad  any  of  us 
entered  that  room  that  morning,  we  should  not  have  been  able 
to  spare  a  look  either  for  the  furniture,  or  the  general  eifect,  or 
the  Museum  garde  1  kl'       M  d'     ra  b        d 

but  n-e   sliould  h:  d  m  q 

enough  for  human 
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as  Athene  herself  might  have  envied  for  trnt,  and  mass,  and 
ripple.  Her  features,  arms,  and  hands  were  of  the  severest 
and  grandest  tjpe  of  old  Greek  beauty,  at  once  showing  every- 
where the  high  development  of  the  bones,  and  covering  them 
with  that  firm,  round,  ripe  outline,  and  waxy  morbidezza  of 
skin,  which  the  old  Greeks  owed  to  their  continual  use,  not 
only  of  the  bath  and  muscular  exercise,  but  also  of  daily 
unguents.  There  might  have  seemed  to  us  too  much  sadness 
in  that  clear  gray  eye;  too  much  self-conscious  restraint  in 
those  sharp  curved  lips ;  too  much  affectation  in  the  studied 
severity  of  her  posture  as  she  read,  copied,  as  it  seemed,  from 
some  old  vase  or  bass-relief.  But  the  glorious  grace  and  beauty 
of  every  line  of  face  and  figure  would  have  excused,  even  hid- 
den, those  defects,  and  we  should  have  only  recognized  the 
marked  resemblance  to  the  ideal  portraits  of  Athene,  which 
adorned  every  panel  of  the  waUs. 

She  has  lifted  her  eyes  off  her  manuscript ;  she  is  looking 
out  with  kindling  countenance  over  the  gardens  of  the  Museum ; 
her  ripe,  curling  Greek  lips,  such  as  we  never  see  now,  even 
among  our  own  wives  and  sisters,  open.  She  is  talking  to  her- 
self.    Listen ! 

"Yes.  The  statues  there  are  broken.  The  libraries  are 
plundered.  The  alcoves  are  silent.  The  oracles  are  dumb. 
And  yet,  who  says  that  the  old  faith  of  heroes  and  sages  is 
dead?  The  beautiful  can  never  die.  If  the  gods  have  de- 
serted their  oracles,  they  have  not  deserted  the  souls  who 
aspire  to  them.  If  they  have  ceased  to  guide  nations,  they 
have  not  ceased  to  speak  to  their  own  elect    If  they  have 

cast  off  the  vulgar  herd,  they  have  not  cast  off  Hypatia. 
•  •  .  •  • 

"  Ay.  To  believe  in  the  old  creeds,  while  every  one  else  is 
dropping  away  from  them To  believe  in  spite  of  disap- 
pointments  To   hope   against  hope To  show  one's 

self  superior  to  the  herd,  by  seeing  boundless  depths  of  living 

glory  in  myths  which  have  become  dark  and  dead  to  them 

To  struggle  to  the  last  against  the  new  and  vulgar  superstitions 


of  a  rotting  age,  for  iLo  fuitli  of  Jiiy  furefiillu'r.^,  for  tlic  old  gods, 
the  old  lieroc?,  llic  old  sages  ivlio  gauged  the  mysteries  of 
lieavcH  and  fiirlh,  —  mid  perhaps  to  conquer,  —  at  Ic-ast  lo 
fiiivt;  my  rt-ward  !  To  be  welcomed  into  the  cclesliid  ranks  of 
ibc  heroic,  —  lo  rise  to  tlic  imiiiorlal  gods,  lo  the  ineflablc 
powers,  onward,  iipivai-d  ever,  through  ages  and  through  eter- 
nities, till  I  find  my  home  at  last,  and  vanish  ia  the  glory  of  liic 
N'ameless  and  the  Absolute  One  !...." 

And  her  wliole  face  flashed  out  into  mid  glory,  and  thtn 
sank  i^ain  suddeidy  into  a  shudder  of  something  like  f<  \r  inii 
disgust,  as  she  saw,  watching  her  fiom  under  the  nail  ot  the 
gardens  opposite,  a  crooked,  flithtr<.d  Jcnish  cione,  drc^cd 
out    in    tlic   most    gorgeous   ami   fanti-tic   sljlc   of    barlnric 

"  Why  does  that  old  hag  haunt  me  ?  I  see  her  ever^'whore, 
—  till  the  last  month  at  least,  —  and  here  she  is  again!  I 
will  ask  the  prefect  to  find  out  who  she  is,  and  get  rid  of  her, 
before  she  fascinates  mc  wilU  that  evil  eye.  Thank  llie  gods, 
there  she  moics  away  !  Foolish  !  —  foolish  of  nic,  a  |jiiiloso- 
plier.  I,  to  believe,  against  the  authority  of  Porphyry  himself, 
too,  in  evil  eyes  and  magic  !  But  there  is  my  father,  pacing  up 
and  do  WD  in  the  hbrary." 

As  she  spoke,  the  old  man  entered  from  the  next  room.  He 
was  a.  Greek  also,  but  of  a  more  eomaion,  and  perhaps  Iowit 
type;  dark  and  fierj',  thin  and  graceful;  lits  delicate  figure 
and  checks,  wasted  by  meditation,  harmonized  well  with  the 
staid  and  simple  philosoj>]iic  clonk  which  he  wore  as  a  sign  of 
his  profession.  He  paced  impatiently  up  and  down  tiic  cham- 
ber, while  his  keen,  glittering  eyes  and  restless  gestures  be- 
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'^  Sit  dowD,  my  dear  father,  and  eat.  You  have  tasted  no 
food  yet  this  day." 

"  What  do  I  care  for  food !     The  inexpressible  must  be  ex- 
pressed.    The  work  must  be  done,  if  it  cost  me  the  squaring  o£. 
the  circle.     How  can  he,  whose  sphere  lies  above    the  stars, 
stoop  every  moment  to  earth  ?  " 

"  Ay,"  she  answered,  half  bitterly,  "  and  would  that  we  could 
live  without  food,  and  imitate  perfectly  the  immortal  gods  I  But 
while  we  are  in  this  prison-house  of  matter,  we  must  wear  our 
chain ;  even  wear  it  gracefully,  if  we  have  the  good  taste ;  and 
make  the  base  necessities  of  this  body  of  shame  symbolic  of  the 
diviner  food  of  the  reason.  There  is  fruit,  with  lentils  and  rice, 
waiting  for  you  in  the  next  room ;  and  bread,  unless  you  despise 
it  too  much." 

"  The  food  of  slaves  I "  he  answered.  "  Well,  I  will  eat,  and 
be  ashamed  of  eating.  Stay,  did  I  tell  you  ?  Six  new  pupils 
in  the  mathematical  school  this  morning.  It  grows  I  It 
spreads  I    We  shall  conquer  yet ! " 

She  sighed.  "  How  do  you  know  that  they  have  not 
come  to  you,  as  Critias  and  Alcibiades  did  to  Socrates,  to 
learn  a  merely  political  and  mundane  virtue  ?  Strange  !  that 
men  should  be  content  to  grovel,  and  be  men,  when  they 
might  rise  to  the  rank  of  gods  !  Ah,  my  father !  that  is  my  bit- 
terest grief;  to  see  those,  who  have  been  pretending  in  the  morn- 
ing lecture-room  to  worship  every  word  of  mine  as  an  oracle, 
lounging  in  the  aflemoon  round  Felagia's  litter ;  and  then  at 
night  —  for  I  know  they  do  it  —  the  dice,  and  the  wine,  and 
worse.  That  Pallas  herself  should  be  conquered  every  day  by 
Venus  Pandemos  I  That  Pelagia  should  have  more  power 
than  I !  Not  that  such  a  creature  as  that  disturbs  me :  no 
created  thing,  I  hope,  can  move  my  equanimity ;  but  if  I  could 
stoop  to  hate,  I  should  hate  her,  —  hate  her." 

And  her  voice  took  a  tone  which  made  it  somewhat  uncer- 
tain whether,  in  spite  of  all  the  lofty  impassibility  which  she 
felt  bound  to  possess,  she  did  not  hate  Pelagia  with  a  most 
human  and  mundane  hatred. 


But  at  that  moment  the  convcrsaibn  ivas  cut  sLort  by  tlie 
hasty  entrance  of  a  slave-girl,  who,  ivilh  fl:illcring  voice,  an- 
nuunccd,  — 

"  His  excellency,  mailam,  the  jiiefect !  His  clinriol  li;is  been 
at  (he  gate  for  these  five   minute?,  and  he  is  now  coming  up 

'■  Foohsli  child  !  "  answered  Hypalia,  with  some  aifectiilion 
of  indifference.     "  And  why  should  that  disturb  me  ?     Let  him 

The  door  opened,  and  in  came,  preceded  by  the  scent  of  half 
a  dozen  different  perfumes,  a  florid,  delicate-featured  man,  gor- 
geously dressed  out  in  senatorial  costume,  his  Angers  and  neck 
covered  with  jewels. 

"  The  representative  of  the  Cassars  lionors  himself  by  offer- 
ing at  the  shrine  of  Athene  Folias,  and  rejoices  to  sec  in  her 
priestess  as  lovely  a  likeness  as  ever  of  the  goddess  whom  she 

serves Don't  betray  nic,  but  I  really  cannot  help  talking 

sheer  paganism  whenever  I  And  myself  within  liiu  influence  of 
your  eyes." 

"  Truth  is  mighty,"  .';aid  Ilyiatia,  as  she  rose  to  greet  him 
with  a  smile  and  a  reverence. 

"  Ah,  so  they  say !  —  Your  excellent  falher  has  vanished. 
He  is  really  too  modest  —  honest,  though  —  about  his  inca- 
pacity for  stale  secrets.  After  all,  you  know  it  was  your  Mi- 
iiervaship  which  I  came  to  consult.  How  has  ihis  turbulent 
Alexandrian  rascaldom  been  behaving  itself  in  my  absence  ?  " 

"  The  herd  has  been  eating,  and  drinking,  and  marrying,  as 
usual,  I  believe,"  answered  Hyjialia  in  a  languid  tone. 

"And  multiplying,  I  don't  doubt.     Well,  there  will  be  less 
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"  Ah,  hojs  will  be  boys I  plead  guilty  myself.      Video 

meliora  proboque,  deteriora  sequor.     You  must  not  be  hard  on 

us Whether  we  obey  you  or  not  in  private  life,  we  do  in 

public  ;  and  if  we  enthrone  you  queen  of  Alexandria,  you  must 
allow  your  courtiers  and  body-guards  a  few  court  licenses. 
Now  don't  sigh,  or  I  shall  be  inconsolable.  At  all  events,  your 
worst  rival  has  betaken  herself  to  the  wilderness,  and  gone  to 
look  for  the  city  of  the  gods  above  the  cataracts." 

"  Whom  do  you  mean  ?  "  asked  Hypatia,  in  a  tone  most  un- 
philosophically  eager. 

"  Pelagia,  of  course.  I  met  that  prettiest  and  naughtiest  of 
humanities  half-way  between  here  and  Thebes,  transformed 
into  a  perfect  Andromache  of  chaste  affection." 

"  And  to  whom,  pray  ?  " 

'^  To  a  certain  Grothic  giant  What  men  those  barbarians  do 
breed !  I  was  afraid  of  being  crushed  under  the  elephant's  foot 
at  every  step  I  took  with  him  ! " 

"  What !  "  asked  Hypatia,  "  did  your  excellency  condescend 
to  converse  with  such  savages  ?  " 

"  To  tell  you  the  truth,  he  had  some  forty  stout  countrymen 
of  his  with  him,  who  might  have  been  troublesome  to  a  per- 
plexed prefect ;  not  to  mention  that  it  is  always  as  well  to  keep 
on  good  terms  with  these  Goths.  Really,  after  the  sack  of 
Rome,  and  Athens  cleaned  out  like  a  beehive  by  wasps,  things 
begin  to  look  serious.  And  as  for  the  great  brute  himself,  he 
has  rank  enough,  in  his  way,  —  boasts  of  his  descent  from  some 
cannibal  god  or  other,  —  really  hardly  deigned  to  speak  to  a 
paltry  Roman  governor,  till  his  faithful  and  adoring  bride  inter- 
ceded for  me.  Still,  the  fellow  understood  good  living,  and  we 
celebrated  our  new  treaty  of  friendship  with  noble  libations  ;  — 
but  I  must  not  talk  about  that  to  you.  However,  I  got  rid  of 
them ;  quoted  all  the  geographical  lies  I  had  ever  heard,  and 
a  great  many  more ;  quickened  their  appetite  for  their  fool's 
errand  notably,  and  started  them  off  again.  So  now  the  star  of 
Venus  is  set,  and  that  of  Pallas  in  the  ascendant.  Wherefore 
tell  me,  what  am  I  to  do  with  Saint  Firebrand?" 
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"CTlil?" 

"Cyril." 

«  Justice." 

"  Ah,  fairest  Wisdom,  don't  mention  that  horrid  word  out  of 
the  lecture-room.  In  theory  it  is  all  very  well;  but  in  poor, 
imperfect  earthly  practice,  a  governor  must  be  content  with 
doing  very  much  what  comes  to  hand.  In  abstract  justice, 
now,  I  ought  to  nail  up  Cyril,  deacons,  district  visitors,  and  all, 
in  a  row,  on  the  sand-hills  outside.  That  is  simple  enough; 
but,  like  a  great  many  simple  and  excellent  things,  impossible." 

"  You  fear  the  people  ?  " 

"  Well,  my  dear  lady,  and  has  not  the  villanous  demagogue 
got  the  whole  mob  on  his  side  ?  Am  I  to  have  the  Constanti- 
nople riots  re-enacted  here?  I  really  cannot  face  it ;  I  have  not 
nerve  for  it ;  perhaps  I  am  too  lazy.     Be  it  so." 

Ilypatia  sighed.  "Ah,  that  your  excellency  but  saw  the 
great  duel,  w^hich  depends  on  you  alone !  Do  not  fancy  that 
the  battle  is  merely  between  Paganism  and  Christianity " 

"  Wliy,  if  it  were,  you  know,  I,  as  a  Christian,  under  a  Chris- 
tian and  sainted  emperor,  not  to  mention  his  august  sister " 

"  We  understand, "  interrupted  she,  with  an  impatient  wave 
of  her  beautifql  hand.  "  Not  even  between  them ;  not  even  be- 
tween philosophy  and  barbarianism.  The  struggle  is  simply  one 
between  the  aristocracy  and  the  mob,  —  between  wealth,  refine- 
ment, art,  learning,  all  that  makes  a  nation  great,  and  the  savage 
herd  of  child-breeders  below,  the  many  ignoble,  who  were 
meant  to  labor  for  the  noble  few.  Shall  the  Roman  empire 
command  or  obey  her  own  slaves  ?  is  the  question  which  you 
and  Cyril  have  to  battle  out ;  and  the  fight  must  be  internecine." 

"  I  should  not  wonder  if  it  became  so,  really,"  answered  the 
prefect,  with  a  shrug  of  his  shoulders.  "  I  expect,  every  time 
I  ride,  to  have  my  brains  knocked  out  by  some  mad  monk." 

"Why  not,  in  an  age  when,  as  has  been  well  and  often 
said,  emperors  and  consulars  crawl  to  the  tombs  of  a  tent-maker 
and  a  fisherman,  and  kiss  the  mouldy  bones  of  the  vilest  slaves  ? 
Why  not,  among  a  people  whose  God  is  the  crucified  son  of  a 
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carpenter?  Why  should  learning,  authority,  antiquity,  birth, 
rank,  the  system  of  empire  which  has  been  growing  up,  fed  by 
the  accumulated  wisdom  of  ages,  —  why,  I  say,  should  any  of 
these  things  protect  your  life  a  moment  from  the  fury  of  any 
beggar  who  believes  that  the  Son  of  Grod  died  for  him  as  much 
as  for  you,  and  that  he  is  your  equal,  if  not  your  superior,  in 
the  sight  of  his  low-bom  and  illiterate  deity  ?  "  ♦ 

"My  most  eloquent  philosopher,  this  may  be — and  perhaps 
is  —  all  very  true.  I  quite  agree  that  there  are  very  great 
practical  inconveniences  of  this  kind  in  the  new  —  I  mean,  the 
catholic  faith;  but  the  world  is  full  of  inconveniences.  The 
wise  man  does  not  quarrel  with  his  creed  for  being  disagree- 
able, any  more  than  he  does  with  his  finger  for  aching :  he  can- 
not help  it,  and  must  make  the  best  of  a  bad  matter.  Only  tell 
me  how  to  keep  the  peace." 

"  And  let  philosophy  be  destroyed  ?  " 

"  That  it  never  will  be,  as  long  as  Hypatia  lives  to  illuminate 
the  earth ;  and,  as  ^Eir  as  I  am  concerned,  I  promise  you  a  clear 
stage  and  —  a  great  deal  of  favor ;  as  is  proved  by  my  visiting 
you  publicly  at  this  moment,  before  I  have  given  audience  to 
one  of  the  four  hundred  bores,  great  and  small,  who  are  waiting 
in  the  tribunal  to  torment  me.  Do  help  me  and  advise  me. 
What  am  I  to  do?" 

"  I  have  told  you." 

"  Ah,  yes,  as  to  general  principles.  But  out  of  the  lecture- 
room  I  prefer  a  practical  expedient :  for  instance,  Cyril  writes 
to  me  here  —  plague  on  him !  he  would  not  let  me  even  have 
a  week's  hunting  in  peace  —  that  there  is  a  plot  on  the  part  of 
the  Jews  to  murder  all  the  Christians.  Here  is  the  precious 
document,  —  do  look  at  it,  in  pity.  For  aught  I  know  or  care, 
the  plot  may  be  an  exactly  opposite  one,  and  the  Christians 
intend  to  murder  all  the  Jews.  But  I  must  take  some  notice 
of  the  letter." 


•  These  arc  the  arguments  and  the  langtingc  which  were  commonly 
employed  by  Porphyry,  Jalian,  and  the  other  opponent*  of  Christianity. 


"I  do  not  see  thai,  your  excellency." 
"  VThj,  if  anything  did  happen,  after  all,  c 
eivcs  which  would  be  sent  flyiug  off  to  Constant iziople  against 

"  Let  them  go.  If  you  are  secure  in  the  consciousness  of 
innocence,  what  matter?" 

•■  Consciousness  of  innocence  1     I  shall  lose  my  prefecture  ! " 

"  Your  danger  would  be  just  as  great  if  you  took  notice  of  it. 
Whatever  happened,  you  would  be  accused  of  favoring  the 
Jews." 

"  And  really  (here  might  be  some  truth  in  ihe  accusation. 
How  the  finances  of  (lie  province  ^vould  go  on  without  their 
kind  assistance,  I  dare  not  think.  If  iho^e  Christians  would 
but  lend  ine  their  money,  instead  of  buililiug  almshouses  and 
hospitals  with  it,  they  might  bum  the  Jews'  quarter  lo-morrow 
for  aught  I  care.     But  now  .  .  .  . " 

"  But  now,  you  must  absolutely  lake  no  ootice  of  this  loiter. 
The  very  tone  of  it  forbids  you,  for  your  own  honor,  and  the 
honor  of  the  empire.  Are  you  to  treat  with  a  man  who  talks 
of  the  masses  of  Alexandria  as  llic  '  floek  whom  the  Kinj;  of 
kings  has  committed  to  his  rule  and  care '  ?  Does  your  excel' 
lency,  or  this  proud  bishop,  govern  Alexandria?" 

"  Really,  my  dear  lady,  I  have  given  up  inquiring." 

"  But  he  has  not.  He  comes  lo  you  as  a  person  possessing 
an  absolute  authority  over  two  thirds  of  the  population,  whidi 
be  does  not  scruple  to  hint  to  j'ou  is  derived  from  a  higher 
source  than  your  own.  The  consequence  is  clear.  If  it  be 
from  a  higher  source  than  yours,  of  course  it  ought  to  control 
yours ;  and  you  will  confess  that  it  ought  to  control  it,  you 
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information  which  he  sends  you  comes  from  his  private  knowl- 
edge, and  concerns  not  him  as  bishop,  but  jou  as  magistrate, 
you  can  only  take  it  into  consideration  when  he  addresses  yoa 
as  a  private  person,  laying  a  regular  information  at  your 
tribunal." 

'^  Charming !  queen  of  diplomatists  as  well  as  philosophers  I 
I  go  to  obey  you.  Ah !  why  were  you  not  Pulcheria  ?  No, 
for  then  Alexandria  had  been  dark,  and  Orestes  missed  the 
supreme  happiness  of  kissing  a  hand  which  Pallas,  when  she 
made  you,  must  have  borrowed  from  the  workshop  of  Aphro- 
dite." 

^^  Recollect  that  you  are  a  Christian,"  answered  Hypatia, 
half  smiling. 

So  the  prefect  departed ;  and,  passing  through  the  outer  hall, 
which  was  already  crowded  with  Hypatia's  aristocratic  pupils 
and  visitors,  bowed  his  way  out  past  them,  and  regained  his 
chariot,  chuckling  over  the  rebuff  which  he  intended  to  admin- 
ister to  Cyril,  and  comforting  himself  with  the  only  text  of 
Scripture  of  the  inspiration  of  which  he  was  thoroughly  con- 
vinced, —  "  Sufficient  for  the  day  is  the  evil  thereof." 

At  the  door  was  a  crowd  of  chariots,  slaves  with  their  mas- 
ters' parasols,  and  the  rabble  of  on-looking  boys  and  market- 
folk,  as  usual  in  Alexandria  then,  as  in  all  great  cities  since, 
who  were  staring  at  the  prefect,  and  having  their  heads  rapped 
by  his  guards,  and  wondering  what  sort  of  glorious  personage 
Hypatia  might  be,  and  what  sort  of  glorious  house  she  must 
live  in,  to  be  fit  company  for  the  great  governor  of  Alexandria. 
Not  that  there  was  not  many  a  sulky  and  lowering  face  among 
the  mob,  for  the  great  majority  of  them  were  Christians,  and 
very  seditious  and  turbulent  politicians,  as  Alexandrians,  *<  men 
of  Iklacedonia,"  were  bound  to  be ;  and  there  was  many  a  grum- 
ble among  them,  all  but  audible,  at  the  prefect's  going  in  state 
to  the  heathen  woman's  house  —  heathen  sorceress,  some  pious 
old  women  called  her  —  before  he  heard  any  poor  soul's  petition 
in  the  tribunal,  or  even  said  his  prayers  in  church. 

Just  as  he  was  stepping  into  his  curricle,  a  tall  young  man, 


as  gorgeously  bpjizencil  as  liimsdi;  lovingpj  doivn  the  &\eiis 
after  him,  and  beckoned  hizilj  lo  ilie  black  boy  who  carried  liis 
parasol. 

•■Ah,  Raphael  A!icn-Ezra!  my  eicellent  friend,  what  pro- 
pitious deity  —  ahem!  martyr  —  bring*  you  to  Alexandria  just 
as  I  want  you  1  Get  up  by  my  side,  and  let  us  bare  a  chat  on 
our  way  to  the  tribunal." 

The  roan  addressed  came  slowly  forward  with  an  ostenta- 
tiously low  salutation,  ivhlcli  could  not  hide,  and  indeed  was  not 
intended  to  hidii,  the  contemptuous  and  Inzy  expression  of  Uia 
face ;  and  asked,  in  a  drawling  lone,  — 

'■  And  for  what  kind  purpose  docs  llio  represent  alive  of  tlift 
Ciesars  bestow  such  an  lionor  on  ihe  liuinblust  of  hi;^,  &e.,  ^-c. 
—  your  penetration  will  supply  the  rest." 

"  Don't  be  frightened ;  I  am  not  going  to  borrow  money  of 
you,"  answered  Orestes,  laughingly,  as  tlie  Jew  got  into  tbe 
curricle. 

"I  am  glad  to  hear  it.  Really,  one  usurer  in  a  family  is 
enough.  My  father  made  the  gold,  and  if  I  spend  it,  I  consider 
that  I  do  all  that  is  required  of  a  philosopher." 

"  A  charming  team  of  white  Nisaians,  is  not  this  ?  And  only 
one  gray  hoof  among  all  the  four." 

"Yes horses  are  a  bore,  1  begin  to  find,  like  everything 

eke-  Always  falling  sick,  or  running  away,  or  lin^aking  one's 
peace  of  mind  in  some  way  or  otlier.  Kesidcs,  I  have  been 
pestered  out  of  my  life  there  in  Cyrene,  by  commissions  for  dogs 
and  horses  and  bows  from  that  old  episcopal  Nimrod,  Synesius." 

"  What,  is  the  worthy  man  as  hvcly  as  ever  ?  " 

"  Lively  ?     He  nearly  drove  me  into  a  nervous  fever  in  three 


'J'Iht*'  jin-  .'I  jTi'oat  many  fair  daii^ijlitors  of  yon 
ill  Hiiit  me,  without  any  cai'jio  at  all." 
All,  tlicy  liavo.  liad  i^ood  practice,  the  little  foo 
(lays  of  .TrToljoaiii  tlic  son  of  Nc])at.  l>iit  I  in 
—  you  know.  She  lias  been  Icndinir  Syncsi 
:  flic  Mack  (Mlows  with  ;  and  rrally  it  was  hiirh 

^  * 

hnrnt   cvcrv   honiostcad   for   niih's   throu^rli   t 

the  daring'  old  irirl  must  do  a  little  husiness  U 
went  off,  in  the  teeth  of  the  harbarians,  ri^rht 
IS,  boiijrht  all   their  hidy  ])rison«'rs,  and  sr)me 

and  dau;_diters,  too,  of  them,  for  beads  and  o 
come  back  with  as  ])rettv  a  camo  of  Libyan  1 
ret  of^^jod  taste  could  wish  to  have  the  first  ch< 

thank  me  f)r  that  |)rivile;^e." 
After,  of  c(>ui"se,  you   had  suited  yourself,  my 
d  ?  " 
Xot  r.     AVoinen  are  bores,  as  Stdomon  found  < 

I  nevei-  t(ll  you?      I  bej^-an,  as  he  did,  with   tl 
•m   in  Alexandria.      l>ut  they  (juarrelled  so,  tl: 
t  out  and   sold   them  all  but  one,  who  was  a 
(;  wei'e  objections  on  the  part  of  the  Kabbis. 

as  S(ilomon  <li<l  ;  but  my  *  garden  shut  up'  an 
itain '  wanted  me  to  be  alwavs  in  love  with  her 
lawyers, allowed  her  a  comfortable  maintenance, 
•ee  as  a.  moidv,  and  shall  be  lia])py  to  ijive  your  ( 


b&s  written  to  me,  lo  saj'  i!iat  vou  .Jews  liave  plolted  to  murder 

all  llie  Cliri.-li;iii=." 

"Wi-ll,  — wliv  iioi?  I  mu^l  hc.inili- ivi-h  ii  wtr^-  Irur.  .-md 
think,  on  thi;  wliole,  thai  it  very  [.rubiibly  is  #o,"' 

"  By  the  inimorlal  —  f^iinl?,  niuu !  you  are  not  serlou?  ?  " 

'•  The  four  arehaugels  forbid  I  It  is  no  concern  of  mine.  AU 
I  say  is,  that  my  people  are  great  foob,  like  the  re^t  of  the 
world,  and  have,  for  aught  I  know  or  care,  some  such  iuieniion. 
They  wont  succeed,  of  course  ;  and  liiat  is  all  you  liave  to  care 
for.  But  if  you  think  it  worth  the  trouble,  —  whieii  I  do  not. 
—  I  shall  have  lo  go  to  the  synii^o^e  on  business  in  a  week  or 
so,  and  then  I  would  ask  some  of  the  Habbis." 

"  Laziest  of  men  !  —  and  I  must  answer  Cyril  ihii  very  duy." 

"  An  additional  reason  tor  asking  no  questions  of  our  people. 
Now  you  can  honestly  say  tliat  you  know  nothing  Libout  the 
matter." 

"  Well,  after  all,  ignorance  is  a  stronghold  for  poor  statesiQen. 
So  yoii  need  not  hurrj'  yourself." 

"  I  assure  your  excellency  I  will  not," 

"  Ten  days  bence,  or  so,  you  know." 

"  Exactly,  after  it  is  all  over." 

''And  can't  be  helped.  What  a  comlbrt  it  i^,  now  and  then, 
that  Can't  be  helped !  " 

"  It  is  the  root  and  marrow  of  all  philosophy.  Your  ]>racti- 
cal  man,  poor  wrelili,  will  try  to  belp  this  and  thai,  and  torment 
his  EOul  with  ways  and  means,  and  preventives  .nnd  forest. lilings : 
your  philosopher  quietly  says,  —  It  can't  be  helped.  If  it  ought 
lo  be,  it  will  be  :  if  it  is,  it  ought  to  be.  We  did  not  make  the 
world,  and  we  are  not  responsible  for  it.  —  There  is  (he  sum  and 


s  morning." 

iw  his  fbur-iii-han<l  standing  at  Ikm*  door,  as  I  c 

sLMim  street  hitlier,  lialfan  hour  aero." 

d  twenty  earriaires  liesiih's,  I  don't  doubt  ?  " 

e    street   was    blocked    np    with    them.     Thei 

:he  corner  now.  —  Cliariots,  litters,  shives,  an 

diall  we  see  such  a  concourse  lus  tliat  where  i 

.  made  no  answer;  and  Peter  went  on,- — '• 
0  be,  my  father,  —  in   front  of  your  door  at 

3  world,  the  fle-h,  and  the  Devil  know^  their  ov 
long  as  they  have  their  own  to  go  to,  we  cam 

come  to  us." 

:  what  if  their  own  were  taken  out  of  the  wny 
^y  miirht  come  to  us  for  want  of  better  amusei 
ind  all.  AVell,  if  I  could  get  a  fair  hold  o 
vould  take  the  third  into  the  liargain,  and  see  a 

Avith  him.  Ibit  never,  while  these  h'cture-r 
lL''Vi)tian  chambers  of  imnirery,  these  theatres 
he  Devil  transforms  himself  into  an  auL'^el  of 
iristian  virtue,  and  bedizens  his  ministers  like 
eousness,  —  as  loncif  as  that  lecture-room  stand 
id  tlic  [)owerful  Hock  to  it,  to  leai*n  excuses  for 
•s   and   atheisms,  so   V)W^  will   the   kinijdom   o 


It  was  now  Peter's  turn  to  bo  silent;  imd  as  (lie  Iwo,  with 
their  litllo  kiiol  of  Jisli-ict  vi:^ifors  Uliiml  tlii'm,  walk  imwKlily 
aU-  t\w  gr,-:U  l-<|.I:i..u.1c  Hliicl,  ovprliN.ku.l  llit;  \,:x,-h<,i:  und  llien 
viinUli  suiliK-iily  tip  soino  Jinjry  ailcy  iuio  tlic  i^mwilr.i  iiiisory 
of  the  sailors'  quarler,  we  idll  leave  lliem  lo  {to  uliout  llieir 
errtuiii  of  mercy,  and,  like  fiishioriiible  people,  keep  to  tlie  griind 
p.iradc,  aiid  lisien  again  to  our  two  fashionable  friends  in  tlie 
carred  and  gilded  eurriele  wilh  four  while  blooij-borses. 

"A  fine  sparkling  bree/e  outside  the  Pharos,  Rapliai'l,  —  fiiir 
for  the  wheat-ships,  loo." 

"  Are  lliev  gone  yet  ?  " 

"Yes,  — why?  I  sent  (be  first  flpet  off  three  (hiysago;  and 
the  re.'t  arc  clearing  outivards  lo-diiy." 

"Oh  —  ah  —  so!  —  Then  you  have  not  beard  from   Ili^ra- 

"Heraclian?  What  the  —  blessed  saints  has  the  Ck)unt  of 
Afriea  to  do  wilh  my  wheat-ship*  ? " 

«  0,  nothing.  It  's  no  Inisincss  of  mine.  Only  he  is  going  lo 
rebel But  here  we  are  nt  your  door." 

"  To  what  ?  "  a^ked  Orestes,  in  a  horrilicd  tone. 

"  To  rebel,  and  allack  Rome." 

"  Good  gods  —  Go<l  I  mean  !  A  fresh  bore !  Come  in,  and 
tell  a  poor  misfraMe  slave  of  a  governor  —  spcaU  low,  for  heav- 
en's snke!  —  I   hope  these   r^Lsealiy  grooms  have  n'l  overhe.ard 

"  Easy  to  throw  them  into  (be  eanal,  if  ibcy  h.ive,"  qiinth 
Rapliai:l,  as  he  walkeil  coolly  through  hall  and  corridor  afier  the 
perturbed  governor. 

Poor  Orestes  never  slopped  till  lie  reached  a  little  chamber 


you  accursoU  Jew  !      lell  mv.  the  wJiole  trutli 
)f  the  emperor,  1  '11  twist  it  out  of  you  with  r 

ihael's  conntenanco  ar^surned  a  dopffiecl  expre.- 
(I  that  th<*  old  Jmvish  hlood  still  heat  true,  ni 
d  ^hell  of  Xeo-PIatoiii.-t  nonehalanee  ;  and  t 
inipleasaiit  eariie>t  in  lii.s  smih',  as  lu;  aii>were» 
len,  my  dear  irovernor,  you  will  he  the  first  in; 
ver  A'et  toreed  a  Jew  to  sa\'  or  do  what  he  did  i 
e  '11  sec!"  yelled  Oresles.  *•  Here,  slaves', 
d  his  hands  loudly, 
ihn    yourselt*,    vuur   exeellenev,*'   (luoth    lvai)h 

door  is  locked  ;  the  ujosquito-net  is  across  th 
is  dairirer  is  poisom^d.  If  anythini;  happens  ; 
len^l  all  the  dew  money-lenders,  and  die  in  i 
1  a  great  deal  of  ])ain,  having  n)issed  our  assig 
riam,  lost  your  pKasantest  companion,  and  lefl 
js  and  those  of  tlu'  j)refeetur(i  in  a  consideral 
•assment.  How  much  h<'tter  to  sit  down,  heai 
j)hilosophicalJy,  like  a  true  ])U[)il  of  llypalia,  : 
man  to  tell  you  what  he  really  does  not  know, 
^tes,  after  looking  vainly  round   the  room  for 

liad  quietly  suhsided  into  his  chair  again  ;  a 
lat  the  slaves  knocked  at  the  door,  he  liad  so 
s  philosoidiy  as  to  ask,  not   for  the  torturer- 
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will  certainly  rebel.  Syncjitis  let  out  as  much  lo  me.  He  Las 
fitieii  out  an  armiiment  lor  Osiiii,  sloppcrl  liis  own  wlieat-sliips, 
anil  h  poiiig  to  H  rile  to  you  lo  slop  jour.-;,  and  lo  starve  oul  llic 
Eturiial  Cily,  Gollis,  senate,  emperor,  and  uU.  Wliellier  you 
will  complv  with  liia  reasonable  little  i-equest  depends  of  course 

00  yourself.- 

"And  that,  again,  very  much  on  his  plans." 

"Of.  course.  You  cannot  he  expected  lo  —  we  will  euphe- 
iniie  —  unless  it  be  raade  worth  your  while." 

Orestes  sat  buricil  in  deej)  thonnhl. 

"  Of  course  not,"  said  he  at  last,  half  unconsciously.  And 
then,  in  sudden  dread  of  having  coramitlcd  liim:i<elf,  lie  looked 
up  fiercely  at  (he  Jew. 

"  And  how  do  I  know  that  this  is  not  some  infernal  Irap  of 
yours  ?  Tell  nie  how  you  found  out  all  this,  or  hy  Hercules 
(he  had  quile  forgotten  his  Chri.siianity  by  this  lime) — by 
Hercules  and  (he  Twelve  Gods,  I  '11 " 

"  Don't  use  esprc-'-ions  unworthy  of  a  philosopher.  My 
source  of  information  was  very  simple  and  very  good.  He  haa 
been  negolialing  a  loj.n  from  the  Rabbis  at  Carthage.  They 
were  either  frightened  or  loyal,  or  both,  and  hung  back.  He 
knew  —  as  ill  ni-e  po\ernors  know  when  tliey  allow  tliem- 
eelves  time  —  that  it  la  no  use  to  bully  a  Jew  ;  and  applied  to 
tne.  I  never  lend  money, —  it  is  unpbilosophical:  but  I  intro- 
duced bim  lo  old  Miriiun,  who  dare  do  business  with  ihe  Devil 
himself;  and  by  that  move,  whether  he  has  (he  money  or  not, 

1  cannot  tell :  but  this  I  can  tell,  that  we  have  bis  secret,  — 
and  so  have  you  now ;  and  if  you  want  more  inlbrmniion,  the 
old  woman,  who  enjoys  an  intrigue  as  much  as  she  docs  Faler 


i\,  —  Hi*  V   ^aia   IK*   was  oniy  jusi.  riMii;:^   iiiirn:; 

h<:<-n  ihf.  )ila;:ijf;  uf  my   lifi*  r'V(3r  since,  and  is 

ii.   \\,(:  ]>;i\\nv  .'ilrciidy.      Now,  wluiL  is  tlie   Coi 


HI-  \va;/fs  lor  killiiiLf  Stilirho." 

Wliat,  i^  it  not  cnoiijih  to  Ix;  (uiint  of  AlVicji? 

I   -ujipo-j;  lir,  sets  oil*  ai^ain.^t  that  his  service 

{liicc  ycai'.>." 

Well,  hi:  savc.l  Africa." 

An<I  tlicnl)y  l^L^ypt  also.  And  you,  too,  a? 
»*r-or,  may  !»<•  considered  as  owini^  iiini  soincwh 

My  *foorl  friend,  my  debts  ai'c  I'ar  too  luimcn 
ik  <»f  l>:iyin;_'  any  of  lliem.     l>ut  what  wau^cs  do 

'i  he  pniple." 

>)re>|es    stalled,   and    then    f«'U    into   thou<rht. 
cliiri^'  liim  awhile. 

Now,  nif»-t  n<»hle  joi'd,  may  T  depart?  I  Im 
e  |r)  say;  and  nide-s  I  ^fet  liome  to  luncheon  at 
•  iiv  ha\  e  time  to  lind  old   ]Miriam   lor  you,  and 

little  all'air  with  her  before  sunset." 

Stay.      What  force  has  he?'' 

l^'orty  tliou-and  already,  they  s;iv.  And  tl 
ians  arcr  with  him  to  a  man,  if  he  can  but  sc 
■rewilh  to  chan;i<'  their  bludpjeons  into  i^ood  stei 

W<ll,  ;io So.      A    hundred  thousand 

I     In*,    n^e^litatin•^    as     lJanha<d    bowed    him^ell 


3  Orestes  went  into  his  third  warm  bath  for 
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THE    GOTHS. 


^^OR  two  dws  tlie  vouni;  monk  hold  on,  iiaddlinj]^  ; 
idly  down  the   Nih'-strcam,  Icavinir  city  ni'lov  c\ 

k'lL  with  lonirlni;  evc^,  nnd  lookinix  hack  to  oni 
ther,  till  the  ivachcs  of  the  hanks  liid  them  IVoi 
1  many  a  yearning  to  know  what  sort  of  ])laces 
(linixs  and  Hardens  wonld  look  like  on  a  nearer 
It  sort  of  life  the  tliousands  led  who  crowded  the  1 

wulk(Ml  and  drove,  in  an  endless  stream,  aloni: 
i-roads  Avhich  ran  along  eitlier  hank,  lie  carefii 
ry  hoat  that  pa<se<l  him,  from  th<^  gilded  harirc  oft 
llord  or  merehant,  to  the  tiny  raft  huoyed  np  \ 
,  which  was  lloating  down  to  he  sold  at  some  m;i 
ta.  Here  and  there  Ih^  met  and  hailed  a  crew 
wing  their  nets  in  a  (piiet  Ijay,  or  pa<>ing  alonii 
erv  hi^ihwav  irom  monast<u'v  to  monaster v :  1 
s  he  received  from  them  wa-,  that  the  canal  of 

still  several  days'   journey  helow   him.     It  seem 
:  monotonous  vista  of  the  two  liiirh  clav  hanks, 
CCS  and  water-wheels,  their  knots  of  palms  and 
less  seemed  that  wearisome  succession  of  hars  o 
ks  of  nuid,  everv  one  like  the  one  hefore  it,  every 


hills,  which  he  had  watclicd  from  bojliood  ri.-ing  niystoriiu.-ly 
at  morn  oat  of  the  eiistem  sky,  and  mehing  nij-^leridusly  into  it 
agiiiii  at  evtn,  beyond  which  dwuU  u  whole  world  of  woiidtr^, 
tlt|iliaiil9  and  dragons,  satyrs  and  aathropophagi,  —  ay,  and  llie 
phccnix  ilself.  Tired  and  melancholy,  his  mind  returned  inward 
to  prey  on  itself,  and  the  last  words  of  Arseiiius  rose  again  and 
again  u>  his  thoughts.  "  Was  his  call  of  the  spirit  or  of  the 
(\Kah  ?  "  IIow  should  he  test  that  problem  ?  He  wished  to  see 
the  world  ....  tliat  might  be  carnal.  True ;  but  he  wished 
to  convert  the  world  ....  was  not  that  spiritual  ?  U'as  lie 
not  going  on  a  noble  errand?  ....  thlming  for  toil,  for  saiiU- 
ship,  for  martyrdom  itself,  if  it  would  but  come  and  cut  the 
Gordian  knot  of  all  temptations,  and  save  him  —  for  lie  dimly 
felt  that  it  would  save  him  —  a  whole  sea  of  trouble  in  getting 
safe  and  triumphant  out  of  that  world  into  whiL-h  he  had  not 
yet  entered  ....  and  his  heart  shrunk  back  from  the  untried, 
homeless  wilderness  before  him.  I3ut  no !  the  die  was  east,  and 
he  must  down  and  onward,  whether  in  obedience  to  the  spirit  or 
the  flesh.  0  for  one  hour  of  the  quiet  of  that  dear  Laura  and 
the  old  familiar  faces  ! 

At  last,  a  sudden  turn  of  the  hank  brought  him  in  sight  of  a 
gaudily  painted  barge,  on  board  of  which  armed  men,  in  uncouth 
and  foreign  dresses,  were  chasing  with  barbaric  shouts  some 
large  object  in  the  water.  In  the  hows  stood  a  man  of  gigantic 
iiature,  brandishing  a  harpoon  in  his  right,  and  in  his  left  hold- 
ing the  line  of  a  second,  the  head  of  which  was  fixed  in  the 
huge  purple  sides  of  a  hippopotamus,  who  teamed  and  wallowed 
a  few  yards  down  the  stream.  An  old  grizzled  warrior  at  the 
Stem,  with  a  rudder  in  either  hand,  kepi  the  boat's  head  contin- 


then  AlexaiKlria  liad  been  diirk,  iiiul  Oj-estes 
•remc  happiness  of  kissing  ii  liand  wliieli  Pallas 
(le  you,  must  have  borrowed  from  llie  workshop 


. " 


'  Ivccollect  that  you  arc  a  Christian,"  answerci 
f  smiUnj^. 

^o  the  prefect  departed ;  and,  passing  through  the 
ich  was  ah'eady  crowded  Avith  IIy[>atia's  aristoci 
I  visitors,  bowed  his  way  out  j)ast  them,  and  n 
riot,  chuekh'ng  over  the  rebulT  whieli  lie  intende< 
r  to  Cyril,  and  comforting  himself  with  the  on 
•i[)ture  of  the  inspiration  of  which  he  was  thoro 
ced,  —  "  Suihcient  for  the  day  is  tlie  evil  thereof.' 
\t  the  door  was  a  crowd  of  chariots,  slaves  with 
5'  parasols,  and  the  rabble  of  on-looking  boys  a 
t,  as  usual   in  Alexandria  then,  as   in  all  great  ( 

0  were  staring  at  the  prefect,  and  having  their  lif 
his  guards,  and  wondering  what  sort  of  glorious 
patia  might  be,  and  what  sort  of  glorious  housi 

1  in,  to  be  fit  company  for  the  great  governor  of  . 
t  that  there  was  not  many  a  sulky  and  lowering  i 

mob,  for  the  great  majority  of  them  were  Chr 
y  seditious  and  turbulent  politicians,  as  Alexandr; 
Macedonia,"  were  bound  to  be ;  and  there  was  ma 

nmnnnr  fbf*ni.  nil  but  midiblc.  fit   thi\  lircfect's    croi 


■s  goi^eoiisly  bedizened  .13  liiuiself,  lounged  down  llie  sfe[i9 
after  him,  and  beckoned  liizily  to  llic  bUn;k  boy  wbo  carried  his 
parasol. 

"Ah,  Raphael  Aben-Ezra!  my  excellent  friend,  what  pro- 
pitious deity  —  aliem!  raarlyr  —  brings  you  to  Alexaiidriii  just 
as  I  want  you  !  Get  up  by  my  side,  and  let  us  have  a  chiit  on 
our  way  to  tlie  tribunal." 

The  man  nddressed  came  slowly  forward  with  an  ostenta- 
tiously low  salutation,  wliii'h  could  not  hide,  and  indeed  wns  not 
intended  to  Iiide,  the  contemptuous  and  lazy  cxpri'ssion  of  bis 
face;  and  asked,  in  a  drawhnjj  tone, — 

'■  And  for  what  kind  purpose  does  the  representative  of  the 
Ciesars  bestow  such  nn  honor  on  the  humblest  of  his,  t^c.,  &,<:. 
— your  penetration  will  supply  the  vest." 

"  Don't  be  frightened ;  I  am  not  going  to  borrow  money  of 
you,"  answered  Orestes,  laughingly,  as  the  Jew  got  into  the 
curricle, 

"  I  am  glad  to  hear  it.  Iteally,  one  usurer  in  a  family  is 
enough.  My  father  made  the  gold,  and  if  I  spend  it,  I  consider 
that  I  do  all  that  is  required  of  a  philosopher." 

"  A  charming  team  of  while  Nisaians,  is  not  this  ?  And  only 
one  gray  hoof  among  all  the  four." 

'■  Yes  ....  horses  are  u  bore,  I  begin  to  find,  like  everything 
else.  Always  tiiUing  sick,  or  running  away,  or  bn^aking  one's 
peace  of  mind  in  some  way  or  other.  Besides,  I  have  been 
pestered  out  of  ray  hfe  there  in  CyrL'ne,  by  commissions  fur  dogs 
and  horses  and  bows  from  that  old  episcoj>al  Nimrod,  Synesius." 


26  HYPATIA. 

hjiiins  and  drinking  strong  liquors ;  off  again  on  horseback 
at  four  the  next  morning;  and  talking  by  the  hour  all  the 
wliile  about  philosophic  abstraction  from  the  mundane  tempest 
Heaven  defend  me  from  all  two-legged  whirlwinds !  By  the  by, 
there  was  a  fair  daughter  of  my  nation  came  back  to  Alexan- 
dria in  the  same  ship  with  me,  with  a  cargo  that  may  suit  your 
highness." 

"  There  are  a  great  many  fair  daughters  of  your  nation  who 
might  suit  me,  without  any  cargo  at  all." 

"  Ah,  they  have  had  good  practice,  the  little  fools,  ever  since 
the  days  of  Jeroboam  the  son  of  Nebat,  But  I  mean  old  Miri- 
am,—  you  know.  She  has  been  lending  Synesius  money  to 
fight  the  black  fellows  with  ;  and  really  it  was  high  time.  They 
had  burnt  every  homestead  for  miles  through  the  province. 
But  the  daring  old  girl  must  do  a  little  business  for  herself ;  so 
she  went  off,  in  the  teeth  of  the  barbarians,  right  away  to  the 
Atlas,  bought  all  their  lady  prisoners,  and  some  of  their  own 
sons  anH  daughters,  too,  of  them,  for  beads  and  old  iron ;  and 
has  come  back  with  as  pretty  a  cargo  of  Libyan  beauties  as  a 
prefect  of  good  taste  could  wish  to  have  the  first  choice  of.  You 
may  thank  me  for  that  privilege." 

"  After,  of  course,  you  had  suited  yourself,  my  cunning  Ra- 
phael ?  " 

"  Not  I.  Women  are  bores,  as  Solomon  found  out  long  ago. 
Did  I  never  tell  you  ?  I  began,  as  he  did,  with  the  most  select 
ha'/em  in  Alexandria.  But  they  quarrelled  so,  that  one  day  I 
went  out  and  sold  them  all  but  one,  who  was  a  Jewess,  —  so 
there  were  objections  on  the  part  of  the  Eabbis.  Then  I  tried 
one,  as  Solomon  did ;  but  my  *  garden  shut  up '  and  my  *  sealed 
fountain '  wanted  me  to  be  always  in  love  with  her,  so  I  went  to 
the  lawyers,  allowed  her  a  comfortable  maintenance,  and  now  I  am 
as  free  as  a  monk,  and  shall  be  happy  to  give  your  excellency  the 
benefit  of  any  good  taste  or  experience  which  I  may  possess." 

"  Thanks,  worthy  Jew.  We  are  not  yet  as  exalted  as  your- 
self, and  will  send  for  the  old  Erictho  this  very  afternoon.  Now 
listen  a  moment  to  base,  earthly,  and  political  business.     Cyril 


has  written  to  me,  to  saj-  iliat  3-0U  Jc«s  have  plotted  to  murder 

all  ilie  CliriMiiUi^." 

"  Well.  —  wliy  nut  ?     I  tiui>t  liciii-tilj-  wi.-h  it  weri;  true,  and 

tliitik,  oil  tlic  wlioli.',  lliat  it  wry  ]]rob:ibly  is  so." 

'■  Ity  the  immortal  —  siiints,  man  !  j'ou  are  not  serious ':  " 

''  The  four  arcliiuigt-ls  forliiil  !     Il  is  no  concern  of  mine.     All 

I  eay  is,  tbat  my  people  are  great  fools,  like  the  rest  of  ilie 

world,  and  have,  for  aught  I  know  or  care,  some  such  intention. 

They  wont  succeed,  of  course  ;  and  that  ii  all  you  have  to  care 

for.     But  if  you  ihink  it  worth  the  (rouble,  —  which  I  do  not, 

—  I  shall  have  to  go  lo  the  synagogue  on  husinesjj  in  a  week  or 

so,  and  tlicn  I  would  ask  some  of  the  liabliis." 

"  Laziest  of  men  !  —  and  I  roust  answer  Cyril  this  very  d.iy." 
"  An  additioDal  reason  lor  asking  110  questions  of  our  people. 

Xow  you  can   honestly  s.iy  that  you   know  nothing  about  the 

"  Well,  after  ail,  ignorance  is  a  stronghold  for  poor  statesmen. 
So  you  need  not  iuirry  yourself." 

"I  assure  your  excellency  I  will  not." 

"  Ten  (lays  hence,  or  so,  you  know." 

''  Exactly,  after  it  is  all  over." 

'-And  can't  be  helped.  What  a  comfort  it  is,  iiow  nnd  then, 
that  Can't  be  helped  ! " 

"  It  is  the  root  and  marrow  of  all  philosopliy.  Your  jiracti- 
cal  man,  poor  wretcii,  will  try  to  help  this  and  that,  and  lorment 
his  eoul  with  ways  and  means,  and  preventives  and  fore r-tal lings : 
your  philosopher  ([uietly  says,  —  It  can't  be  heljjed.  If  it  ought 
lo  be,  it  will  be  :  if  it  is,  it  ought  to  be.  We  did  not  make  the 
world,  and  we  are  not  responsible  for  it.  —  There  i.s  the  sum  and 
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"There  tLey  are,  whispering  together.  Heaven  give  them 
pleasant  thoughts  and  pleasantcr  faces  !  " 

"  Amen  ! "  quoth  Orestes,  with  a  sneer :  and  he  would  have 
said  Amen  in  good  earnest,  had  he  been  able  to  take  the  liberty 
—  whicli  we  shall  —  and  listen  to  Cyril's  answer  to  Peter,  the 
tall  reader. 

"  From  Hypatia's,  you  say  ?  Why,  he  only  returned  to  the 
city  this  morning." 

"  I  saw  his  four-in-hand  standing^t  her  door,  as  I  came  down 
the  Museum  street  hither,  half  an  hour  ago." 

"  And  twenty  carriages  besides,  I  don't  doubt  ?  " 

"  The  street  was  blocked  up  with  them.  There !  Look 
round  the  corner  now.  —  Chariots,  litters,  slaves,  and  fops.  — 
When  shall  we  see  such  a  concourse  as  that  where  it  ought  to 
be?" 

Cyril  made  no  answer ;  and  Peter  went  on,  — "  Where  it 
ought  to  be,  my  father,  —  in  front  of  your  door  at  the  Sera- 
peium  ?  " 

"  The  world,  the  flesh,  and  the  Devil  know  their  own,  Peter : 
and  as  long  as  they  have  their  own  to  go  to,  we  cannot  expect 
them  to  come  to  us." 

"  But  what  if  their  own  were  taken  out  of  the  way  ?  " 

"  They  might  come  to  us  for  want  of  better  amusement .... 
Devil  and  all.  Well,  if  I  could  get  a  fair  hold  of  the  two 
first,  I  would  take  the  third  into  the  bargain,  and  see  what  could 
be  done  with  him.  But  never,  while  these  lecture-rooms  last, 
these  Egyptian  chambers  of  imagery,  these  theatres  of  Satan, 
where  the  Devil  transforms  himself  into  an  angel  of  light,  and 
apes  Christian  virtue,  and  bedizens  his  ministers  like  ministers 
of  righteousness,  —  as  long  as  that  lecture-room  stands,  and  the 
great  and  the  powerful  flock  to  it,  to  learn  excuses  for  their  own 
tyrannies  and  atheisms,  so  long  will  the  kingdom  of  God  be 
trampled  under  foot  in  Alexandria  ;  so  long  will  the  princes  of 
this  world,  with  their  gladiators,  and  parasites,  and  money-lend- 
ers, be  masters  here,  and  not  the  bishops  and  priests  of  the  living 
God." 


It  wns  now  Peter's  turn  to  be  silent;  iind  as  the  t»-o,  with 
tlipir  liltlo  knot  of  dislrift  vL^Iors  behiii.l  thi^m,  .vulk  inoo.HIy 
along  till'  grt:it  e-i|)I:innile  which  ovurliiokeil  llii:  h;irlH>r,  anil  [heti 
vanish  suiiilcnly  ii[i  Munc  lUii^'j'  alley  into  llie  crowdMl  misery 
of  [lie  sailors'  qusirter,  we  will  leave  them  to  go  aWul  tlii-ir 
erranil  of  mercy,  and,  like  fashioniible  people,  keep  lo  the  gnind 
parade,  aiid  listen  again  to  our  two  fashionable  friends  in  the 
carved  and  gilded  curricle  with  four  white  bloml-horses. 

"  A  fine  sparkUng  breeze  outside  the  Pharos,  Raphael,  —  fiiir 
for  the  wheat-s-hips,  loo." 

•'Are  they  gone  ytt?" 

"Yes,  —  why?  I  sent  the  first  il^el  olf  three  days  ago;  and 
the  rest  arc  clearing  outwards  to-day." 

"Oh  — all  — so!  — Tlien  you  have  not  heard  from  Hera- 

"Ileradian?  What  Ihe  — bleeped  sainls  has  the  Count  of 
Africa  to  do  with  my  wheat-ships?" 

"  0,  nothing.  It 's  no  business  of  mine.  Only  he  i.=  going  lo 
rebel But  here  we  are  at  your  door." 

"  To  what  ?  "  a/ikcd  Oreslos,  in  a  horrified  lone. 

"  To  rebel,  and  allai-k  Rome." 

'■  Good  gods—  HchI  I  mean  <  A  fresh  bore  !  Come  in,  and 
tell  a  poor  miserable  slave  of  a  got'ernor  —  spenU  low.  I'm-  liejiv- 
en's  sake!  —  I  hojK!  these  rascally  grooms  have  n't  overheard 

»  E.a.-^y  lo  throw  them  into  Ihe  canal,  if  lliey  have,"  queth 
Raphael,  as  he  walked  coolly  through  hall  and  corridor  after  the 
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thought,  of  course,  that  you  were  in  the  secret,  or  I  should  have 
said  nothing.     It 's  no  business  of  mine,  jou  know." 

Orestes,  like  most  weak  and  luxurious  men,  Romans  espe- 
cially, had  a  wild-benst  vein  in  him,  —  and  it  burst  forth. 

^'  Hell  and  the  furies !  You  insolent  provincial  slave,  yon 
will  carry  these  liberties  of  yours  too  far !  Do  you  know  who 
I  am,  you  accursed  Jew  1  Tell  me  the  whole  truth,  or,  by  the 
head  of  the  emperor,  I  '11  twist  it  out  of  you  with  red-hot  pin- 
cers ! " 

Rnphaers  countenance  assumed  a  dogged  expression,  which 
showed  that  the  old  Jewish  blood  still  beat  true,  under  all  its 
affected  shell  of  Neo-Platonist  nonchalance ;  and  there  was  a 
quiet,  unpleasant  earnest  in  his  smile,  as  he  answered,  — 

*'  Then,  my  dear  governor,  you  will  be  the  first  man  on  earth 
who  ever  yet  forced  a  Jew  to  say  or  do  what  he  did  not  choose." 

"We  '11  see!"  yelled  Orestes.  "Here,  slaves!"  And  he 
clapped  his  hands  loudly. 

"  Calm  yourself,  your  excellency,"  quoth  Raphael,  rising. 
"  The  door  is  locked ;  the  mosquito-net  is  across  the  window ; 
and  this  dagger  is  poisoned.  If  anything  happens  to  me,  you 
will  offend  all  the  Jew  money-lenders,  and  die  in  about  three 
days  in  a  great  deal  of  pain,  having  missed  our  assignation  with 
old  Miriam,  lost  your  pleasantest  companion,  and  lell  your  own 
finances  and  those  of  the  prefecture  in  a  considerable  state  of 
embarrassment  How  much  better  to  sit  down,  hear  all  I  have 
to  say  philosophically,  Hke  a  true  pupil  of  Hypatia,  and  not  ex- 
pect a  man  to  tell  you  what  he  really  does  not  know." 

Orestes,  afler  looking  vainly  round  the  room  for  a  place  to 
escape,  had  quietly  subsided  into  his  chair  again ;  and  by  the 
time  that  the  slaves  knocked  at  the  door,  he  had  so  far  recov- 
ered his  philosophy  as  to  ask,  not  for  the  torturers,  but  for  a 
page  and  wine. 

"  O  you  Jews ! "  quoth  he,  trying  to  laugh  off  matters.  "  The 
same  incarnate  fiends  that  Titus  found  you !  " 

"  The  very  same,  my  dear  prefect  Now  for  this  matter, 
which  is  really  important, — at  least  to  Gentiles.     Heradian 


will  certainly  rebel.  Syncius  let  out  as  mucli  to  me.  lie  has 
filled  out  an  armiinient  for  Orliu,  stopped  liis  own  ivlieat-sliijis, 
and  U  p>iii;r  to  uriie  lo  you  lo  ^lup  joins,  :iiiU  to  .-^tiinc  out  ilie 
KtiTiiJ  Ciiy,  Gollis,  seimie,  enipL-ror,  mid  ail.  AViittlier  you 
will  ooQiply  with  lus  rea^ouablu  little  request  JcpetuU  of  course 

"  Aud  that,  again,  very  much  on  his  plans." 

"Of.  course.  You  cannot  be  expected  lo — we  will  euphe- 
mize  —  unless  it  be  made  worth  your  while." 

Orestes  sat  buried  in  deep  Ihonplil. 

'•Of  course  not,"  said  he  at  last,  half  uneon-idoasly.  And 
then,  in  sudden  dread  of  having  committed  himself,  he  looked 
up  fiercely  at  (lie  Jew. 

"  Anil  how  do  I  know  thai  this  is  not  some  infernal  ti'np  of 
yours?  Tell  me  how  you  found  out  all  this,  or  by  Hercules 
(he  had  quite  forjiotten  his  Clirislianity  liy  (his  time)  —  by 
Hercules  and  (he  Twelve  Gods,  I  '11 " 

"  Don't  use  expressions  unworthy  of  a  philosopher.  My 
source  of  information  was  very  simple  and  very  good.  He  has 
been  negotiating  a  loan  from  the  Rabbis  at  Carthage.  They 
were  either  frightened,  or  loyal,  or  botli,  and  hung  back.  He 
knew  —  as  all  wise  Rovernors  know  when  they  allow  thom- 
eelves  lime  —  that  it  is  no  use  to  bully  a  Jew  ;  and  applied  to 
me.  I  never  k-nd  money,  —  it  is  unpliilosophical:  but  I  intro- 
duced him  to  old  Miriam,  who  dare  do  business  with  the  Devil 
himself;  and  by  that  move,  whether  he  lia'i  the  money  or  not, 
I  cannot  tell:  but  iIlis  I  can  fell,  that  we  have  his  secret, — 
and  so  have  you  now  ;  and  if  you  want  more  infunnalion,  tlio 
old  woman,  who  enjoys  an  intrigue  as  much  as  she  does  Faler 
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with  the  spirit  of  divination To  the  goddess  of  good 

counsels,  my  lord  ?     What  wine  this  is ! " 

"  True  Syrian,  —  fire  and  honey ;  fourteen  years  old  next 
vintage,  my  Raphael.  Out,  Hypocorisma !  See  that  he  is  not 
listening.  The  impudent  rascal !  I  was  humbugged  into  giving 
two  thousand  gold  pieces  for  him  two  years  ago,  he  was  so 
pretty,  —  they  said  he  was  only  just  rising  thirteen, — and  he 
has  been  the  plague  of  my  life  ever  since,  and  is  beginning  to 
want  the  barber  already.  Now,  what  is  the  Count  dreaming 
of?" 

^  His  wages  for  killing  Stilicho." 

"  What,  is  it  not  enough  to  be  Count  of  Africa  ?  " 

^'  I  suppose  he  sets  off  against  that  his  services  during  the 
last  three  years." 

«  Well,  he  saved  Africa." 

^And  thereby  Egypt  also.  And  you,  too,  as  well  as  the 
emperor,  may  be  considered  as  owing  him  somewhat." 

^  My  good  friend,  my  debts  are  far  too  numerous  for  me  to 
think  of  paying  any  of  them.    But  what  wages  does  he  want  ?  " 

**  The  purple." 

Orestes  started,  and  then  fell  into  thought.  Raphael  sat 
watching  him  awhile. 

"  Now,  most  noble  lord,  may  I  depart  ?  I  have  said  all  I 
have  to  say;  and  unless  I  get  home  to  luncheon  at  once,  I  shall 
hardly  have  time  to  find  old  Miriam  for  you,  and  get  through 
our  little  affair  with  her  before  sunset" 

"  Stay.     What  force  has  he  ?  " 

"Forty  thousand  already,  they  say.  And  those  Donatist 
ruffians  are  with  him  to  a  man,  if  ho  can  but  scrape  together 
wherewith  to  change  their  bludgeons  into  good  steel." 

"Well,  go So.     A  hundred  thousand  might  do  it," 

said  ho,  meditating,  as  Raphael  bowed  himself  out.  "  He 
won't  get  them.  I  don't  know,  though;  the  man  hius  the  head 
of  a  Julius.     Well,  —  tliat  fool  Attalus  talked  of  joining  Egypt 

to  the  Western  Empire Not  such  a  bad  thought  either. 

Anything  is  better  than  being  governed  by  an  idiot  child  and 


Orestes  went  into  Lis  third  warm  bath  for 


CHAPTER   III. 

THE   GOTHS. 

For  two  diys  the  young  monk  held  on,  paddling  and  floating 
rapidly  down  the  Nile-stream,  leaving  city  afler  city  to  right 
and  lefl  with  longing  eyes,  and  looking  back  to  one  villa  afler 
another,  till  the  reaches  of  the  banks  hid  them  from  his  sights 
with  many  a  yearning  to  know  what  sort  of  places  those  gay 
buildings  and  gardens  would  look  like  on  a  nearer  view,  and 
what  sort  of  life  the  thousands  led  who  crowded  the  busy  quays, 
and  walked  and  drove,  in  an  endless  stream,  along  the  great 
high-roads  which  ran  along  either  bank.  He  carefully  avoided 
every  boat  that  passed  him,  from  the  gilded  barge  of  the  wealthy 
landlord  or  merchant,  to  the  tiny  raft  buoyed  up  with  empty 
jars,  which  was  floating  down  to  be  sold  at  some  market  in  the 
Delta.  Here  and  there  he  met  and  hailed  a  crew  of  monks, 
drawing  their  nets  in  a  quiet  bay,  or  passing  along  the  great 
watery  highway  from  monastery  to  monastery :  but  all  the 
news  he  received  from  them  was,  that  the  canal  of  Alexandria 
was  still  several  days'  journey  below  him.  It  seemed  endless, 
that  monotonous  vista  of  the  two  high  clay  banks,  with  their 
sluices  and  water-wheels,  their  knots  of  palms  and  date-trees ; 
endless  seemed  that  wearisome  succession  of  bars  of  sand  and 
banks  of  mud,  every  one  like  the  one  before  it,  every  one  dotted 
with  the  same  line  of  logs  and  stones  strewn  along  the  water^s 
edge,  which  turned  out,  as  he  approached  them,  to  be  basking 
crocodiles  and  sleeping  pelicans.  His  eye,  wearied  with  the 
continual  confinement  and  want  of  distance,  longed  for  the  bound- 
less expanse  of  the  desert,  for  the  jagged  outlines  of  those  far-off 


the  world  ....  that  might  be  carnal.  True ;  but  he  wished 
to  convert  the  world  ....  w^as  not  that  spiritual  ?  Was  he 
not  going  on  a  noble  errand?  ....  thirsting  for  toil,  for  saint- 
ship,  for  martyrdom  iise\i\  if  it  would  but  come  and  cut  the 
Gordian  knot  of  all  temptations,  and  save  him  —  for  he  dimly 
felt  that  it  would  save  him  —  a  whole  sea  of  trouble  in  getting 
safe  and  triumphant  out  of  that  world  into  which  he  had  not 
yet  entered  ....  and  his  heart  shrunk  back  from  the  untried, 
homeless  wilderness  before  him.  But  no !  the  die  was  cast,  and 
he  must  down  and  onward,  whether  in  obedience  to  the  spirit  or 
the  flesh.  O  for  one  hour  of  the  quiet  of  that  dear  Laura  and 
the  old  famihar  faces  ! 

At  last,  a  sudden  turn  of  the  bank  brought  him  in  sight  of  a 
gaudily  painted  barge,  on  board  of  which  armed  men,  in  uncouth 
and  foreign  dresses,  were  chasing  with  barbaric  shouts  some 
large  object  in  the  water.  In  the  bows  stood  a  man  of  gigantic 
stature,  brandishing  a  harpoon  in  his  right,  and  in  his  left  hold- 
ing the  line  of  a  second,  the  head  of  which  w^as  fixed  in  the 
huge  purple  sides  of  a  hippopotamus,  who  foamed  and  wallowed 
a  few  yards  down  the  stream.  An  old  grizzled  warrior  at  the 
stern,  with  a  rudder  in  either  hand,  kept  the  boat's  head  contin- 
ually towards  the  monster,  in  spite  of  its  sudden  and  frantic 
wheelings ;  and  when  it  dashed  madly  across  the  stream,  some 
twenty  oars  flashed  through  the  w^ater  in  pursuit.  All  was  ac- 
tivity and  excitement ;  and  it  was  no  wonder  if  Philammon's 
curiosity  had  tempted  him  to  drift  down  almost  abreast  of  the 
barge,  ere  he  descried,  peeping  from  under  a  decorated  awn- 
ing in  the  after-part,  some  dozen  pair  of  languishing  black  eyes, 
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tamed  alternately  to  the  game  and  to  himselfr  The  serpents! 
—  chattering  and  smiling,  with  pretty  little  shrieks,  and  shaking 
of  glossy  curls  and  gold  necklaces,  and  fluttering  of  muslin 
dresses,  within  a  dozen  yards  of  him!  Blushing  scarlet,  he 
knew  not  why,  he  seized  his  paddle,  and  tried  to  back  out  of 
the  snare  ....  but  somehow,  his  very  efforts  to  escape  those 
sparkling  eyes  diverted  his  attention  from  everything  else :  the 
hippopotamus  had  caught  sight  of  him,  and,  furious  with  pain, 
rushed  straight  at  the  unoffending  canoe ;  the  harpoon-line  be- 
came entangled  round  his  body,  and  in  a  moment  he  and  his 
frail  bark  were  overturned,  and  the  monster,  with  his  hugi^ 
white  tusks  gaping  wide,  close  on  him  as  he  struggled  in  the 
stream. 

Luckily,  Philammon,  contrary  to  the  wont  of  monks,  was  a 
bather,  and  swam  like  a  water-fowl :  fear  he  had  never  known : 
death  from  childhood  had  been  to  him,  as  to  the  other  inmates 
of  the  Laura,  a  contemplation  too  perpetual  to  have  any  para- 
lyzing terror  in  it,  even  then,  when  life  seemed  just  aboat  to 
open  on  him  anew.  But  the  monk  was  a  m^,  and  a  young 
one,  and  had  no  intention  of  dying  tamely  or  unavenged.  In 
an  instant  he  had  freed  himself  from  the  line,  drawn  the  short 
knife,  which  was  his  only  weapon,  and,  diving  suddenly,  avoided 
the  monster's  rush,  and  attacked  him  from  behind  with  stabs, 
which,  though  not  deep,  still  dyed  the  waters  with  gore  at  every 
stroke.  The  barbarians  shouted  with  delight.  The  hippopota- 
mus turned  furiously  against  his  new  assailant,  crushing,  alas  ! 
the  empty  canoe  to  fragments  with  a  single  snap  of  his  enor- 
mous jaws ;  but  the  turn  was  fatal  to  him  ;  the  barge  was  close 
upon  him,  and,  as  he  presented  his  broad  side  to  the  blow,,  the 
sinewy  arm  of  the  giant  drove  a  harpoon  through  his  heart,  and 
with  one  convulsive  shudder  the  huge  blue  mass  turned  over  on 
its  side  and  floated  dead. 

Poor  Philammon  I  He  alone  was  silent,  amid  the  yells  of 
triumph ;  sorrowfully  he  swam  round  and  round  his  little  paper 
wreck  ....  it  would  not  have  floated  a  mouse.  Wistfully  he 
eyed  the  distant  banks,  half-minded  to  strike  out  for  them  and 
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and  every  finger  sparkling  with  jewels,  turned  away  with  an 
impatient  sneer. 

"  Asgard,  —  Asgard  ?  If  you  are  in  such  a  hurry  to  get  to 
Asgard  up  this  ditch  in  the  sand,  you  had  better  ask  the  fellow 
how  far  it  is  thither." 

Wulf  took  him  quietly  at  his  word,  and  addressed  a  question 
to  the  young  monk,  which  he  could  only  answer  by  a  shake  of 
the  head. 

"  Ask  him  in  Greek,  man." 

^'  Greek  is  a  slave's  tongue.  Make  a  slave  talk  to  him  in  it, 
not  me." 

^  Here,  some  of  you  girls !  Pelagia !  you  understand  this 
fellow's  talk.     Ask  him  how  far  it  is  to  Asgard." 

"  You  must  ask  me  more  civilly,  my  rough  hero,"  replied  a 
soft  voice  from  underneath  the  awning.  ^  Beauty  must  be  sued, 
and  not  commanded." 

"  Come,  then,  my  olive-tree,  my  gazelle,  my  lotus-flower,  my 
—  what  was  the  last  nonsense  you  taught  me  ?  —  and  ask  this 
wild  man  of  the  sands  how  far  it  is  from  these  accursed  endless 
rabbit-burrows  to  Asgard." 

The  awning  was  raised,  and,  lying  luxuriously  on  a  soft  mat- 
tress, fanned  with  peacock's  feathers,  and  glittering  with  rubies 
and  topazes,  appeared  such  a  vision  as  Fhilammon  had  never 
seen  before. 

A  woman  of  some  two-and-twenty  summers,  formed  in  the 
most  voluptuous  mould  of  Grecian  beauty,  whose  complexion 
showed  every  violet  vein  through  its  veil  of  luscious  brown 
Her  little  bare  feet,  as  they  dimpled  the  cushions,  were  more 
perfect  than  Aphrodite's,  softer  than  a  swan's  bosom.  Every 
swell  of  her  bust  and  arms  showed  through  the  thin  gauze  robe, 
while  her  lower  limbs  were  wrapped  in  a  shawl  of  orange  silk, 
embroidered  with  wreaths  of  shells  and  roses.  Her  dark  hair 
lay  carefully  spread  out  upon  the  pillow,  in  a  thousand  ringlets 
entwined  with  gold  and  jewels;  her  languishing  eyes  blazed 
like  diamonds  from  a  cavern,  under  eyelids  darkened  and  deep- 
ened with  black  antimony ;  her  lips  pouted  of  themselves,  by 
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"  A  fine  sparkling  brce/e  cmtside  tliu  Pharos,  Kuiiliad,  —  fuir 
for  llic  wlieat-siiip,  loo." 
•'  Are  tiiey  jjonc  yet  ?  " 

"\>:f,  —  why?  I  sent  the  firat  fleet  oil' tiiroc  duys  ajjo;  anil 
tlic  reM  are  clearing  onlwards  to-duy." 

"Oil  —  all  — so!  —  Then   you   have   not  lieni-d  from    Ilera- 

» Ilcradian  ?  What  the  — !.U-^.=<-d  sainls  has  t!.c  Count  of 
Afrioa  lo  do  willi  ray  wlieat-sliip.f  ?" 

"  0,  nolhing.  It  's  no  business  of  mine.  Only  lie  h  going  lo 
rebel But  here  we  are  at  your  door." 

"  To  what  ?  "  asked  Oresle?,  in  a  Iiorrilicd  lone, 

"  To  reljel.  and  ailopk  Rome." 

"Good  gods  —  Ciod  I  nifan  !  A  fresh  bore!  Come  in,  and 
Itll  a  poor  miserable  slave  of  a  governor  —  speak  low,  fiirlieav- 
en's  sake !  —  I  hope  the^e  raseally  groonis  have  n't  overheard 

"  Easy  to  throw  tliem  into  tlie  canal,  if  Ibey  have,"  tjunlh 
R.ipbail,  a.f  he  walked  coolly  through  ball  and  corridor  after  tbc 
perturbed  governor. 

Poor  Orestes  never  stopped  till  he  reached  n  little  chamber 
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"  Better  and  better,  Smid ! "  growled  Wulf,  approvingly. 

"  Fresh  beef  cheap  there,  Prince  Wulf,  eh  ? "  quoth  Smid ; 
*/ 1  must  look  over  the  arrow-heads." 

—  To  the  mountains  of  the  Hyperboreans,  where  there  was 

eternal  night,  and  the  air  was  full  of  feathers That  is,  one 

third  of  it  came  from  thence,  and  another  third  came  from  the 
Southern  Ocean,  over  the  Moon  Mountains,  where  no  one  had 
ever  been,  and  the  remaining  third  from  the  country  where  the 
phoenix  lived,  and  nobody  knew  where  that  was.  And  then 
there  were  the  cataracts,  and  the  inundations,  —  and  —  and  — 
and  above  the  cataracts,  nothing  but  sand-hills  and  ruins,  as  full 
of  devils  as  they  could  hold  ....  and  as  for  Asgard,  no  one  had 
ever  heard  of  it ... .  till  every  face  grew  longer  and  longer,  as 
Pelagia  went  on  interpreting  and  misinterpreting ;  and  at  last 
the  giant  smote  his  hand  upon  his  knee,  and  swore  a  great  oath 
that  Asgard  might  rot  till  the  twilight  of  the  gods  before  be 
went  a  step  farther  up  the  Nile. 

"  Curse  the  monk ! "  growled  Wulf.  "  How  should  such  a 
poor  beast  know  anything  about  the  matter  ?  " 

"  Why  should  not  he  know  as  well  as  that  ape  of  a  Roman 
governor  ?  "  asked  Smid. 

"  O,  the  monks  know  everything,"  said  Pelagia.  "  They  go 
hundreds  and  thousands  of  miles  up  the  river,  and  cross  the 
desertB  among  the  fiends  and  monsters,  where  any  one  else 
would  be  eaten  up,  or  go  mad  at  once." 

"  Ah,  the  dear  holy  men  !  It 's  all  by  the  sign  of  the  blessed 
cross!"  exclaimed  all  the  girls  together,  devoutly  crossing 
themselves,  while  two  or  three  of  the  most  enthusiastic  were 
half-minded  to  go  forward  and  kneel  to  Philammon  for  his 
blessing ;  but  hesitated,  their  Gothic  lovers  being  heathenishly 
stupid  and  prudish  on  such  points. 

"  Why  should  he  not  know  as  well  as  the  prefect  ?  Well 
said,  Smid  !  I  believe  that  prefect's  quill-driver  was  humbug- 
ging us  when  he  said  Asgard  was  only  ten  days'  sail  up." 

"  ^yhJ  ?  "  asked  Wulf. 

"  I  never  give  any  reasons.     What 's  the  use  of  being  an 


will  certainly  rcbtl.  Sync-lus  li'l  out  as  much  lo  me.  lie  has 
filled  out  an  iirmami-nt  for  Oslia,  stopppii  Iiis  own  wlient-slii [>.<?, 
anil  U  poiiiy  to  urilc  lo  jou  lo  >to[i  )mui'.s  iuiil  lo  slsirvu  out  ilie 
Etrniiil  Oily,  Gollis,  senalL',  einporor,  and  uil.  Wliuilier  jou 
will  tomjily  wiili  his  reasonable  little  refjuest  ilependo  of  course 
on  yourself." 

"And  that,  again,  very  much  on  hia  plana." 

'■Of.  course.  You  cannot  be  expected  to  —  we  will  euphe- 
mize  —  unless  it  be  made  worth  your  while." 

Orcsles  sat  buried  in  deep  thonght. 

"Of  course  not,"  said  ho  at  last,  half  unconsciously.  And 
then,  in  sudden  dread  of  having  committed  him^^clf,  he  looked 
up  fiercely  at  the  -Tew. 

"  And  how  do  I  know  that  this  is  not  some  infernal  trap  of 
yours  ?  Tell  nie  how  you  found  out  all  this,  or  by  Hercules 
(he  had  quile  foi^rotlen  his  Christianity  by  this  time)  —  by 
Hercules  and  the  Twelve  Gods,  I  '11 " 

"  Don't  use  expressions  unwoilhy  of  a  philosopher.  My 
source  of  information  was  very  simple  and  very  good.  He  has 
been  negoiiaiing  a  loan  fi-oni  the  Rabbis  at  Carlhagc.  They 
were  either  frightened,  or  loyal,  or  both,  and  hung  back.  He 
knew  —  iks  all  wise  governors  know  when  they  allow  theni- 
selves  time  —  that  it  is  no  use  to  bully  a  Jew ;  and  applied  lo 
me.  I  never  lend  money,  —  it  is  unphilosophieal :  but  I  intro- 
duced him  to  old  Miriam,  who  dare  do  bu-:itic»s  with  the  Devil 
himself;  and  by  that  move,  whether  he  has  the  money  or  not, 
I  cannot  tell :  but  this  I  can  tell,  that  we  have  his  secret,  — 
and  so  have  you  now  ;  and  if  you  want  more  information,  the 
old  woman,  who  enjoys  an  intrigue  as  much  as  she  does  Faler 
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warrant  them  ;  get  together  an  army,  and  take  Constantinople. 
I  '11  be  Augustus,  and  Pelagia,  Augusta ;  you  and  Smid  here, 
the  two  Caesars ;  and  we  '11  make  the  monk  the  chief  of  the 
eunuchs,  eh  ?  —  anything  you  like  for  a  quiet  life ;  but  up 
this  accursed  kennel  of  hot  water  I  go  no  farther.  Ask  your 
girls,  my  heroes,  and  I  '11  ask  mine.  Women  are  all  prophet- 
esses, every  one  of  them." 

"  When  they  are  not  harlots,"  growled  Wulf  to  himself. 

"  I  will  go  to  the  world's  end  with  you,  my  king ! "  sighed 
Pelagia ;  ^  but  Alexandria  is  certainly  pleasanter  than  this." 

Old  Wulf  sprang  up  fiercely  enough. 

"  Hear  me,  Amalric  the  Amal,  son  of  Odin,  and  heroes  all ! 
When  my  fathers  swore  to  be  Odin's  men,  and  gave  up  the 
kingdom  to  the  holy  Amals,  the  sons  of  the  iEsir,  what  was  the 
bond  between  your  fathers  and  mine  ?  Was  it  not  that  we 
should  move  and  move,  southward  and  southward  ever,  till  we 
came  back  to  Asgard,  the  city  where  Odin  dwells  for  ever,  and 
gave  into  his  hands  the  kingdom  of  all  the  earth  ?  And  did  we 
not  keep  our  oath  ?  Have  we  not  held  to  the  Amals  ?  Did 
we  not  leave  Adolph,  because  we  would  not  follow  a  Balth, 
while  there  was  an  Amal  to  lead  us  ?  Have  we  not  been  true 
men  to  you,  son  of  the  -^sir  ?  " 

"  No  man  ever  saw  Wulf,  the  son  of  Ovida,  fail  friend  or  foe." 

"  Then  why  does  his  friend  fail  him  ?  Why  does  his  friend 
fail  himself?  If  the  bison-bull  lie  down  and  wallow,  what  will 
the  herd  do  for  leader  ?  If  the  king-wolf  lose  the  scent,  how 
will  the  pack  hold  it  ?  If  the  Yngling  forgets  the  song  of  As- 
gard, w^ho  will  sing  it  to  the  heroes  ?  " 

"  Sing  it  yourself,  if  you  choose.  Pelagia  sings  quite  well 
enough  for  me." 

In  an  instant  the  cunning  beauty  caught  at  the  hint,  and 
poured  forth  a  soft,  low,  sleepy  song :  — 

"  Looso  the  sail,  rest  the  oar,  float  awoj  down, 
Fleeting  and  gliding  hy  tower  and  town; 
Life  is  80  short  at  best !  snatch,  while  thoa  canst,  thj  rest, 
Sleeping  by  me !  '* 
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"  Can  you  answer  thai,  Wulf?"  shouted  a  dozen  voicea. 

"  Hear  the  song  of  Asgard.  warriors  of  the  Gotlis  !  Did  not 
Alaric  the  king  love  it  well?  Did  I  not  siii^  it  before  lijm  in  the 
jialace  of  the  Ot-;ari=,  till  he  swore,  for  all  ihe  Clirijtian  (liat  lie 
was,  to  go  southward  in  search  of  (lie  holy  cily?  And  ivhen  he 
wont  to  Valhallii,  and  ihc  shiiw  were  wrecked  oil'  Sieily,  und 
Ailol|jh  the  iJakh  turned  hack  like  a  la/y  honnd,  and  married 
the  daughter  of  the  Roman?,  whom  Odin  iialcs,  and  went  north- 
ward again  to  Gaui,  did  not  I  sing  yon  all  the  song  of  A,=g;ird 
in  Messina  there,  till  you  swore  lo  follow  liie  Araal  through 
fire  and  water,  until  we  found  Ihe  hall  of  Odin,  and  received  the 
mead-cup  from  his  own  hand?  Hoar  it  again,  warriors  of  the 
Goths ! " 

"  Not  lliat  song !  "  rojired  the  Amal,  stopping  his  ears  with 
both  has  hands.  "  Will  jou  drive  us  blood-mad  again,  just  as 
we  are  setthng  down  into  our  sober  scnsea,  and  finding  out  what 
our  lives  were  given  us  for  ?  " 

"  Hear  the  song  of  Asgard !  On  lo  AsgarJ,  wolves  of  the 
Goths !  "  shouted  another ;  and  a  babel  of  voieea  arose. 

"  Have  n't  we  been  fighting  and  marching  these  seven 
years  ?  " 

"  Have  n't  we  drank  blood  enough  to  satisfy  Odin  ten  limes 
over  ?     If  he  wanla  us,  let  him  eome  himself  and  lead  us  ! " 

"  Let  us  get  our  winds  again  before  we  start  afresh  !  " 
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he  grappled  with  the  warrior,  clutched  with  his  left  hand  the 
uplifted  wrist,  and  with  hia  right  -the  girdle,  and  commenced, 
without  any  definite  aim,  a  fierce  struggle,  which,  strange  to  saj, 
as  it  went  on,  grew  absolutely  pleasant 

The  women  shrieked  to  their  lovers  to  part  the  combatants, 
but  in  vain. 

"  Not  for  worlds  I  A  very  fiur  match,  and  a  very  fair  fight  I 
Take  your  long  legs  back,  Itho,  or  they  will  be  over  you ! 
That 's  right,  my  Smid,  don't  use  the  knife !  They  will  be 
overboard  in  a  moment !  By  all  the  Valkyrs,  they  are  down  ! 
and  Smid  undermost ! " 

There  was  no  doubt  of  it ;  and  in  another  moment  Philam- 
mon  would  have  wrenched  the  bill  out  of  his  opponent's  hand, 
when,  to  the  utter  astonishment  of  the  on-lookers,  he  suddenly 
loosed  his  hold,  shook  himself  free  by  one  powerful  wrench,  and 
quietly  retreated  to  his  seat,  conscience-stricken  at  the  fearful 
thirst  for  blood  which  had  suddenly  boiled  up  within  him  as  he 
felt  his  enemy  under  him. 

The  on-lookers  were  struck  dumb  with  astonishment ;  they 
had  taken  for  granted  that  he  would,  as  a  matter  of  course,  have 
used  his  right  of  splitting  his  vanquished  opponent's  skull,  —  an 
event  which  they  would  of  course  have  deeply  deplored,  but  with 
which,  as  men  of  honor,  they  could  not  on  any  account  interfere, 
but  merely  console  themselves  for  the  loss  of  their  comrade  by 
fiaying  his  conqueror  alive,  "  carving  him  into  the  blood-eagle," 
or  any  other  delicate  ceremony  which  might  serve  as  a  vent  for 
their  sorrow  and  a  comfort  to  the  soul  of  the  deceased. 

Smid  rose,  with  the  bill  in  his  hand,  and  looked  round  him, 
—  perhaps  to  see  what  was  expected  of  him.     He  half  lifted 

his  weapon   to  strike Philammon,   seated,  looked    him 

calmly  in  the  face The  old  warrior's  eye  caught  the  bank, 

which  was  now  receding  rapidly  past  them  ;  and  when  he  saw 
that  they  were  really  floating  downward  again,  without  an 
efibrt  to  stem  the  stream,  he  put  away  his  bill,  and  sat  himself 
down  deliberately  in  his  place,  astonishing  the  on-lookers  quite 
as  much  as  Philammon  had  done. 


hills,  nhifb  he  had  watched  fi-cm  h<ij-hoocl  rL^itig  niysteri.jusly 
at  morn  out  of  ihe  oastcrn  sky,  and  mulling  nijsleriiiusly  into  it 
a;r-iiii  at  even,  beyond  which  dwelt  ii  whole  world  of  wonder?, 
el«')>1ianls  and  dragons,  satyrs  and  anthropophagi,  —  ay,  and  llie 
pliuDnix  iti^elf.  Tired  and  melancholy,  his  mind  returned  inward 
to  prey  on  itself,  and  the  last  words  of  ArsenJus  rose  again  and 
»ga\a  to  his  Ihougbts.  "  Was  his  eall  of  the  spirit  or  of  the 
flesh  ?  "  How  should  he  test  that  problem  ?  He  wished  to  see 
tlie  world  ....  that  might  be  carnal.  True ;  but  he  wished 
to  convert  the  world  ....  was  not  that  spiritual  ?  Was  lio 
not  going  on  a  noble  errand?  ....  thirsting  for  toil,  for  saint- 
sliip,  for  martyrdom  itself,  if  it  would  but  come  and  cut  the 
Gordian  knot  of  all  temptations,  and  save  liim  —  fur  he  dimly 
ftll  that  it  would  save  him  —  a  wliolo  sea  of  trouble  in  getting 
safe  and  triumphant  out  of  that  world  into  which  he  iiud  not 
yet  entered  ....  and  his  heart  shrunk  back  from  the  untried, 
bomeless  wilderness  before  him.  But  no !  the  die  was  cast,  and 
he  must  down  and  onward,  whether  in  obedience  to  the  spirit  or 
ihe  flesb.  O  for  one  hour  of  the  quiet  of  that  dear  Laura  and 
the  old  familiar  faecs  ! 

At  last,  a  sudden  turn  of  the  bank  brought  him  in  sight  of  a 
gaudily  pmnted  barge,  on  board  of  which  armed  men,  in  uncouth 
and  foreign  dresses,  were  cliasing  with  barbaric  shouts  some 
large  object  in  the  water.  In  the  bows  stood  a  man  of  gigantic 
stature,  brandishing  a  harpoon  in  his  right,  and  in  h'n  Ml  hold- 
ing the  line  of  a  second,  the  head  of  whicli  was  fixed  in  the 
huge  purple  sidea  of  a  hippopotamus,  who  foamed  and  wallowed 
a  few  yards  down  the  stream.  An  old  grizzled  wuiTJor  at  the 
stem,  with  a  rudder  in  either  hand,  kept  the  boat's  head  conlin- 
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^  O  my  pretty  lady !  you  must  n't  interrupt  warriors'  sport ! " 

In  an  instant  she  had  torn  off  her  shawl  and  thrown  it  over 
Philammon  ;  and  as  she  stood,  with  all  the  outlincJS  of  her  beau- 
tiful limbs  revealed  through  the  thin  robe  of  spangled  gauze,  — 

"  Let  the  man  who  dares  touch  him  beneath  that  shawl !  — 
though  it  be  a  saffron  one  ! " 

The  Groths  drew  back.  For  Pelagia  herself  they  had  as  lit- 
tle respect  as  the  rest  of  the  world  had.  But  for  a  moment  she 
was  not  the  Messalina  of  Alexandria,  but  a  woman ;  and  true 
to  the  old  woman-worshipping  instinct,  they  looked  one  and  all 
at  her  flashing  eyes,  full  of  noble  pity  and  indignation,  as  well 
as  of  mere  woman's  terror,  and  drew  back,  and  whispered  to- 
gether. 

Whether  the  good  spirit  or  the  evil  one  would  conquer  seemed 
for  a  moment  doubtful,  when  Pelagia  felt  a  heavy  hand  on  her 
shoulder,  and,  turning,  saw  Wulf,  the  son  of  Ovida. 

"  Go  back,  pretty  woman !  Men,  I  claim  the  boy.  Smid, 
give  him  to  me.  He  is  your  man.  You  could  have  killed  him 
if  you  had  chosen,  and  did  not ;  and  no  one  else  shall." 

"  Give  him  us.  Prince  Wulf!  We  have  not  seen  blood  for 
many  a  day ! " 

"  You  might  have  seen  rivers  of  it,  if  you  had  had  the  hearts 
to  go  onward.  The  boy  is  mine,  and  a  brave  boy.  He  has  up- 
set a  warrior  fairly  this  day,  and  spared  him  ;  and  we  will  make 
a  warrior  of  him  in  return." 

And  he  lifted  up  the  prostrate  monk. 

"  You  are  my  man  now.     Do  you  like  fighting  ?  " 

Philammon,  not  understanding  the  language  in  which  he  was 
addressed,  could  only  shake  his  head,  —  though,  if  he  had 
known  what  its  import  was,  he  could  hardly  in  honesty  have 
said,  No. 

"  He  shakes  his  head !  He  does  not  like  it  I  He  is  craven  I 
Let  us  have  him ! " 

"I  had  killed  kings  when  you  were  shooting  frogs,"  cried 
Smid.  "  Listen  to  me,'  my  sons  !  A  coward  grips  sharply  at 
first,  and  loosens  his  hand  after  a  while,  because  his  blood  is  soon 


longer  lie  holils,  because  the  spirit  of  Odin  coinc       |  o     I  1 

watched  the  boy's  hands  on  my  thro.it,  and  he  11  ike  a  ni  ; 
and  I  will  make  liim  one.  However,  wc  may  a  n  11  mik  1  n 
and  useful  at  once,  so  give  liim  an  oar." 

"  Wei!,"  answered  his  new  protector,  '■  he  cnn  t  II  r  us 
as  be  rowed  by  us  ;  and  if  we  are  to  go  back  to  a  cow's  death 
the  pool  of  Ilela,  llie  quicker  we  go  the  belter." 

And  as  the  men  settled  themselves  ni;^in  to  their  oar^,  one 
was  put  into  I'liilammon's  band,  which  he  managed  with  such 
strength  and  skill  that  his  late  tormentors,  wlio,  in  spite  of  nn 
occasional  inclination  to  robbery  and  murder,  were  thoroughly 
good-natured,  honest  fellows,  cl;ij>ped  liim  on  llic  liapk,  an<] 
praided  him  as  heartily  as  they  liiul  jmt  now  heartily  intended 
to  torture  him  to  death,  and  then  went  forward,  a^  many  of  ilicm 
as  were  not  rowing,  to  examine  the  strange  be.ast  which  they 
had  just  slaughtered,  pawing  liim  over  from  tusks  to  tail,  put- 
ting their  heads  into  his  mouth,  trying  their  knives  on  liis  hide, 
comparing  him  to  all  beasts,  like  .ind  unlike,  wliich  they  had 
ever  seen,  and  laughing  and  shoving  eaeh  other  aljout  with  llio 
fun  and  childish  wonder  of  a  jiarty  of  school-boys ;  till  SmitI, 
who  was  the  wit  of  the  party,  settled  the  comparative  analrimy 
of  the  subject  for  them  :  — 

"Valhalla!  I  'vc  found  out  what  ho  's  most  like  !  —  One  of 
those  big  blue  plums  wbieh  gave  u*  all  tlie  siomacli-ai'lii;  when 
we  were  encamped  in  the  orcliarcls  above  Bavenna  !  " 


CHAPTER    IV. 


MIRIAM. 


Onb  morning  in  the  same  week,  Hjpatia's  favorite  maid  en- 
tered her  chamber  with  a  somewhat  terrified  face. 

'^  The  old  Jewess,  madam,  —  the  h^  who  has  been  watching 
so  oflen  lately  under  the  wall  opposite.  She  frightened  us  all 
out  of  our  senses  last  evening  bj  peeping  in.  We  all  said  she 
had  the  evil  eje,  if  any  one  ever  had " 

«  WeU,  what  of  her  ?  " 

'^  She  is  below,  madam,  and  will  speak  with  you.  Not  that  I 
care  for  her ;  I  have  my  amulet  on.     I  hope  you  have  ?  " 

^^  Silly  girl  I  Those  who  have  been  initiated  as  I  have  in  the 
mysteries  of  the  gods,  can  defy  spirits  and  command  them.  Do 
you  suppose  that  the  favorite  of  Pallas  Athene  will  condescend 
to  charms  and  magic  ?     Send  her  up." 

The  girl  retreated,  with  a  look  half  of  awe,  half  of  doubt  at 
the  lofly  pretensions  of  her  mistress,  and  returned  vrith  old 
Miriam,  keeping,  however,  prudently  behind  her,  in  order  to 
test  as  little  as  possible  the  power  of  her  own  amulet  by  avoid- 
ing the  basilisk  eye  which  had  terrified  her. 

Miriam  came  in,  and,  advancing  to  the  proud  beauty,  who  re- 
mained seated,  made  an  obeisance  down  to  the  very  floor,  with- 
out, however,  taking  her  eyes  for  an  instant  off  Hypatia's  face. 

Her  countenance  was  haggard  and  bony,  with  broad,  sharp- 
cut  lips,  stamped  with  a  strangely  mingled  expression  of  strength 
and  sensuality.  But  the  feature  about  her  which  instantly  fixed 
Hypatia's  attention,  and  from  which  she  could  not  in  spite  of 
herself  withdraw  it,  was  the  dry,  glittering,  coal-black  eye  which 


gLirt'd  out  fi'om  undorneutli  thii  gray  i'riiige  oi'  liir  ^vvartliy 
brows,  between  blai'k  locks  covt-rt-d  wiili  gold  coins.  Ilypiitia 
«>uld  look  at  nothing  Lut  those  eyes ;  and  s!ie  i>;dUeiied,  uiij 
grew  all  but  unpliilo^ophieaily  angry,  u.s  she  saw  lliiit  ilie  old 
woman  intended  her  to  look  at  tlicm,  and  fuel  iho  strange  power 
which  she  evidently  wished  them  to  esercise. 

After  a  moment's  silence,  Miriam  drew  a  letter  from  Ler 
bosom,  and  with  a  second  low  obeisance  presented  it. 

"  From  whom  is  this  ?  " 

"  Perhaps  the  letter  itself  will  tell  the  beautiful  lady,  the 
fortunate  lady,  the  discerning  lady,"  answered  she,  in  a  fawniiig, 
wheedling  tone.  *'  How  should  a  poor  old  Jewess  know  great 
folks'  secrets  ?  " 

"  Great  folks  ?  " 

Uypatia  looked  at  the  seal  which  fixed  a  silk  cord  round  the 
letter.  It  was  Orestes' ;  and  so  was  the  handwriting. .... 
Strange,  that  he  should  have  chosen  such  a  messenger  !  What 
message  could  it  be  which  required  sucli  secrecy  ? 

She  clapped  her  hands  for  tlie  maid.  ''  Let  this  woman  wait 
in  the  anteroom."  Sllriant  glided  out  backwards,  bowing  as 
she  went.  As  Ilypatia  looked  np  over  the  letter  to  see  whetlier 
she  was  alone,  she  caught  a  last  glance  of  that  eye  still  fixed 
upon  her,  and  an  expression  hi  Jliriani's  face  which  made 
her,  she  knew  not  why,  shudder  and  turn  chill. 

^  Foolish  that  I  am  !  What  can  that  witcli  be  lo  mc  ?  But 
now  for  the  letter." 

"  To  the  most  noble  and  most  beautiful,  the  mistress  of  philos- 
ophy,belovedof  Athcnc.licrpupilandslavescndsgreeting," 

"  My  slave !  and  no  name  mentioned !  " 
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might  be  prevailed  on  to  become  the  yoke-fellow  of  the  Eg3rptian 
crocodile ;  and  a  farm  which,  ploughed  by  such  a  pair,  should 
extend  from  the  upper  cataract  to  the  pillars  of  Hercules,  might 
have  charms  even  for  a  philosopher.  But  while  the  plough- 
man is  without  a  nymph,  Arcadia  is  imperfect.  What  were 
Dionusos  without  his  Ariadne,  Ares  without  Aphrodite,  Zeus 
without  Here?  Even  Artemis  has  her  Endymion;  Athene 
alone  remains  unwedded ;  but  only  because  Hephsestus  was  too 
rough  a  wooer.  Such  is  not  he  who  now  offers  to  the  repre- 
sentative of  Athene  the  opportunity  of  sharing  that  which  may 
be  with  the  help  of  her  wisdom,  which  without  her  is  impossible. 
*<avdvTa  (ntvrrourw.  Shall  Eros,  invincible  for  ages,  be  balked 
at  last  of  the  noblest  game  against  which  he  ever  drew  his 
bow?". . . . 

If  Hypatia's  color  had  faded  a  moment  before  under  the 
withering  glance  of  the  old  Jewess,  it  rose  again  swiflly  enough, 
as  she  read  line  after  line  of  his  strange  epistle ;  till  at  last, 
crushing  it  together  in  her  hand,  she  rose  and  hurried  into  the 
adjoining  library,  where  Theon  sat  over  his  books. 

"  Father,  do  you  know  anything  of  this  ?  Look  what  Orestes 
has  dared  to  send  me  by  the  hands  of  some  base  Jewish  witch  I" 
And  she  spread  the  letter  before  him,  and  stood  impatient,  her 
whole  figure  dilated  with  pride  and  anger,  as  the  old  man  read 
it  slowly  and  carefully,  and  then  looked  up,  apparently  not  ill 
pleased  with  the  contents. 

"  What,  father  ?  "  asked  she,  half  reproachfully.  "  Do  not 
you,  too,  feel  the  insult  which  has  been  put  upon  your  daugh- 
ter ?  " 

"  My  dear  child,"  with  a  puzzled  look,  "  do  you  not  see  that 
he  offers  you " 

"  I  know  what  he  offers  me,  father.  The  Empire  of  Africa. 
....  I  am  to  descend  from  the  mountain-heights  of  science, 
from  the  contemplation  of  the  unchangeable  and  the  ineffable 
glories,  into  the  foul  fields  and  farm-yards  of  earthly  practical 
life,  and  become  a  drudge  among  political  chicanery,  and  the 
petty  ambitions,  and  sins,  and  falsehoods  of  the  earthly  herd. 
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.  And  the  price  which  he  offers  me,  —  me,  the  stainless, — 
ma  the  virgin,  —  me,  the  untamed,  —  is  —  his  hand !  Pallas 
Athene !  dost  thou  not  blush  with  thy  child  ?  " 

"  But,  my  child,  —  my  child,  —  an  empire " 

"  Would  tlie  empire  of  the  world  restore  my  lost  self-respect, 
«— my  just  pride?  Would  it  save  my  cheek  from  blushes 
overy  time  I  recollected  that  I  bore  the  hateful  and  degrading 
name  of  wife  ?  —  The  property,  the  puppet  of  a  man, —  submit- 
ting to  his  pleasure,  —  bearing  his  children,  —  wearing  myself 
out  with  all  the  nauseous  cares  of  wifehood,  —  no  longer  able  to 
glory  in  myself,  pure  and  self-sustained,  but  forced  by  day  and 
night  to  recollect  that  my  very  beauty  is  no  longer  the  sacra- 
ment of  Athene's  love  for  me,  but  the  plaything  of  a  man ;  — 
and  such  a  man  as  that!  Luxurious,  frivolous,  heartless, — 
courting  my  society,  as  he  has  done  for  years,  only  to  pick  up 
and  turn  to  his  own  base,  earthly  uses  the  scraps  which  fall 
from  the  festal  table  of  the  gods !  I  have  encouraged  him  too 
much,  —  vain  fool  that  I  have  been!  No,  I  wrong  myself! 
It  was  only  —  I  thought  —  I  thought  that  by  his  being  seen  at 
our  doors,  the  cause  of  the  immortal  gods  would  gain  honor  and 

strength  in  the  eyes  of  the  multitude I  have  tried  to  feed 

the  altars  of  heaven  with  earthly  fueL  ....  And  this  is  my 
just  reward  !  I  will  write  to  him  this  moment ;  —  return,  by 
the  fitting  messenger  which  he  has  sent,  insult  for  insult !  ** 

"In  the  name  of  Heaven,  my  daughter! — for  your  father's 
sake !  —  for  my  sake  !  Hypatia !  —  my  pride,  my  joy,  my  only 
hope !  —  have  pity  on  my  gray  hairs  ! " 

And  the  poor  old  man  flung  himself  at  her  feet,  and  clasped 
her  knees  imploringly. 

Tenderly  she  lifled  him  up,  and  wound  her  long  arms  round 
him,  and  laid  his  head  on  her  white  shoulder,  and  her  tears  fell 
fast  upon  his  gray  hair ;  but  her  lip  was  firm  and  determined. 

"  Think  of  my  pride,  —  my  glory  in  your  glory ;  think  of  me. 
Not  for  myself!  You  know  I  never  cored  for  myself ! "  sobbed 
out  the  old  man.     "  But  to  die  seeing  you  empress ! " 

"  Unless  I  died  first  in  childbed,  father,  as  many  a  woman 
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dies  who  is  weak  enough  to  become  a  slave,  and  submit  to  tor- 
tures only  fit  for  slaves." 

*'  But  —  but  —  "  said  the  old  man,  racking  his  bewildered 
brains  for  some  argument  far  enough  removed  from  nature  and 
common  sense  to  have  an  effect  on  the  beautiful  fanatic, — 
**  but  the  cause  of  the  gods !  What  you  might  do  for  it  I ...  • 
Remember  Julian  1 " 

Hypatia's  arms  dropped  suddenly.  Yes ;  it  was  true  I  The 
thought  flawed  across  her  mind  with  mingled  delight  and 
terror. ....  Visions  of  her  childhood  rose  swift  and  thick,  — 
temples,  sacrifices,  priesthoods,  colleges,  museums  I  What 
might  she  not  do  ?  What  might  she  not  make  Africa  ?  Give 
her  ten  years  of  power,  and  the  hated  name  of  Christian  might 
be  forgotten,  and  Athene  Polias,  colossal  in  ivory  and  gold, 
watching  in  calm  triumph  over  the  harbors  of  a  heathen  Alex- 
andria. ....  But  the  price ! 

And  she  hid  her  face  in  her  hands,  and,  bursting  into  bitter 
tears,  walked  slowly  away  into  her  own  chamber,  her  whole 
body  convulsed  with  the  internal  struggle. 

The  old  man  looked  after  her,  anxiously  and  perplexed,  and 
then  followed,  hesitating.  She  was  sitting  at  the  table,  her  face 
buried  in  her  hands.  He  did  not  dare  to  disturb  her.  In  ad- 
dition to  all  the  affection,  the  wisdom,  the  glorious  beauty,  on 
which  his  old  heart  fed  day  by  day,  he  believed  her  to  be  the 
possessor  of  those  supernatural  powers  and  favors  to  which  she 
60  boldly  laid  claim.  And  he  stood  watching  her  in  the  door- 
way, praying  in  his  heart  to  all  gods  and  demons,  principalities 
and  powers,  from  Athene  down  to  his  daughter's  guardian 
spirit,  to  move  a  determination  which  he  vms  too  weak  to  gain- 
say, and  yet  too  rational  to  approve. 

At  last  the  struggle  was  over,  and  she  looked  up,  clear,  calm, 
and  glorious  again. 

'*  It  shall  be.     For  the  sake  of  the  inunortal  gods,  —  for  the 

sake  of  art,  and  science,  and  learning,  and  philosophy It 

shall  be.    1£  the  gods  demand  a  victim,  here  am  I.    K  a  second 
time  in  the  history  of  the  ages  the  Grecian  fleet  cannot  sail 


forth,  conquering  and  civilizing,  without  the  sacrifice  of"  a  virgin, 
I  give  my  iliroat  lo  the  knife.  Father,  call  me  no  more  Hypa- 
tia:  caUme  Jphig<.ni.i !  " 

■■  Ami  mc  Agamemnon  ?  "  asked  the  olJ  man,  allcmiiling  a 
fiiint  jest  tlirougii  liij  tears  of  joy,  "I  dare  say  yon  think  me  a 
very  cruel  father ;  but " 

"Spare  me,  father,  —  I  have  spared  you." 

And  she  began  lo  write  her  answer. 

"  I  Lave  accepted  Iiis  offer,  —  conditionally,  that  is.  And  on 
whether  he  have  courage  or  not  to  fulfil  that  condition,  depends 

Do  not  ask  me  wjial  it  is.     While  Cyril  is  leader  of  llie 

Cbristian  mob,  it  may  be  safer  for  you,  my  father,  that  you 
should  be  able  to  deny  all  knowledge  of  my  answer.  Be  coD' 
lent,  I  liave  said  this,  —  that  if  he  will  do  as  you  would  have 
him  do,  I  will  do  is  you  would  hive  me  do  " 

"Have               b         oo    1.1        II        J  d  1  d    f 

him  sometl     gllfhikfiblp  Id 

not  grant    p     ly         1  J  III  7     H        J  II" 

yourself  wl  

"  I  have      If  I  b  ml  fi  I  1    U 

at  least  be     m  d  d      d         m  If  h 

believe  hi    CI  flllmdfd  mf 

either  it  or  I   1    11  p       h      If  h    d  _      h     1  — 

let  him  gi^      p  i  1  d      k    g        L     1  p   1 1    ph 

mies  again       I       m  1     1    m     1     I    1      I  d 

revolt !  " 

And  she  clapped  licr  hands  again  for  ihc  maid-servant,  gave 
her  the  letter  silently,  shut  the  doors  of  lier  chamber,  and  tried 
to  re.'ume  her  Commentary  on  I'lolimis.     Alas  !  what  were  all 


54  HYPATIA. 

life  amid  a  roaring,  shoreless  waste  of  doubts  and  durlcn^^gg  p 
O,  how  grand,  and  clear,  and  logical  it  had  all  looked  half  an 
hour  ago !  And  how  irrefragably  she  had  been  deducing  from 
it  all,  syllogism  afler  syllogism,  the  non-existence  of  evil !  — 
how  it  was  but  a  lower  form  of  good,  one  of  the  countless  prod- 
ucts of  the  one  great,  all-perYading  mind  which  could  not  err 
or  change,  only  so  strange  and  recondite  in  its  form  as  to  excite 
antipathy  in  all  minds  but  that  of  the  philosopher,  who  learned 
to  see  the  stem  which  connected  the  apparently  bitter  fruit  with 
the  perfect  root  from  whence  it  sprung.  Could  she  see  the  stem 
there  ?  —  the  connection  between  the  pure  and  supreme  Reason, 
and  the  hideous  caresses  of  the  debauched  and  cowardly  Ores- 
tes ?  Was  not  that  evil,  pure,  unadulterate  with  any  vein  of 
good,  past,  present,  or  future  ?  .  .  .  . 

True;  —  she  might  keep  her  spirit  pure  amid  it  all;  she 
might  sacrifice  the  base  body,  and  ennoble  the  soid  by  the  self- 
sacrifice And  yet,  would  not  that  increase  the  horror,  the 

agony,  the  evil  of  it,  —  to  her,  at  least,  most  real  evil,  not  to  be 
explained  away,  —  and  yet  the  gods  required  it  ?  Were  they 
just,  merciful  in  that  ?  Was  it  like  them,  to  torture  her,  their 
last  unshaken  votary  ?  Did  they  require  it  ?  Was  it  not  re- 
quired of  them  by  some  higher  power,  of  whom  they  were  only 
the  emanations,  the  tools,  the  puppets  ?  —  and  required  of  that 
higher  power  by  some  still  higher  one,  —  some  nameless,  abso- 
lute destiny  of  which  Orestes  and  she,  and  all  heaven  and 
earth,  were  but  the  victims,  dragged  along  in  an  inevitable 
vortex,  helpless,  hopeless,  toward  that  for  which  each  was 
meant  ?  —  And  she  was  meant  for  this !  The  thought  was  un- 
bearable; it  turned  her  giddy.  No!  she  would  not  I  She 
would  rebel !  Like  Prometheus,  she  would  dare  destiny,  and 
brave  its  worst  I  And  she  sprang  up  to  recall  the  letter.  .... 
Miriam  was  gone ;  and  she  threw  herself  on  the  fioor  and  wept 
bitterly. 

And  her  peace  of  mind  would  certainly  not  have  been  im- 
proved, could  she  have  seen  old  Miriam  hurry  home  with  her 
letter  to  a  dingy  house  in  the  Jews'  quarter,  where  it  was  un- 


seaJecl,  read,  and  sealed  up  ;ig;iin  ivilli  such  marvplloiis  skill, 
tlifit  no  eve  coiilil  have  iletcclcd  llic'  clmnge ;  and  finally,  slill 
less  would  slic  have  been  coinforli'd  coulU  slie  Imvu  Iicanl  lliii 

palaee,  between  tbiit  illustrious  statesman  tiiid  Kiiplmel  Abt-n- 
Ezra,  wlio  were  lying  on  tivo  divans  opiHwite  oarh  oilier,  wliiliug 
away,  liy  a  tlirow  or  two  of  dice,  the  anxious  momcnls  which 
.kla'yed  her  answer. 

"  Trays  again !     Tlie  Devil  is  in  you,  Kaplinel ! " 

'■  I  believe  he  i;*,"  answered  Eapbaol,  swtejiiig  up  iho  gold 

"When  will  that  old  witch  be  back?" 

"When  she  has  read  through  your  letter  and  Ilyputia's 
answer." 

"  Road  them?" 

"  Of  course.  You  don't  fancy  she  is  going  to  be  Ibol  enough 
to  carry  a  message  without  knowing  what  it  is  ?  Don't  be  an- 
gry ;  she  wont  tell.  She  would  give  one  of  lliose  two  grave 
lights  there,  which  she  calls  her  eyes,  lo  see  the  thing  pro^jier." 

"  Why  ?  " 

"  Your  excelleney  will  know  when  the  letter  comes.  Hero 
she  is ;  I  hear  steps  in  the  cloister.  Now,  one  bet  bi:foro  they 
enter.     I  give  you  tivo  to  one  she  asks  you  to  turn  pag.on.'' 

"What  in?     Negro-boys?" 

"  Anything  you  like." 

"  Taken.     Come  in  slaves  ! " 

And  Ilypocorisma  entered,  pouting. 

"That  Jewish  fury  is  outride  with  a  letter,  and  has  the  impu- 
dence to  say  she  wont  let  me  bring  it  in  ! " 
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and  use  him  as  a  dice-board,"  said  Raphael,  ^as  jou  used  to  do 
to  the  girls  in  Armenia." 

"Ah,  you  recollect  that?  —  and  how  the  barbarian  papas 
used  to  grumble,  till  I  had  to  crucify  one  or  two,  eh  ?  That 
was  something  like  life !  I  love  those  out-of-the  waj  stations, 
where  nobody  asks  questions :  but  here  one  might  as  well  live 
among  the  monks  in  Nitria.  Here  comes  Canidia !  Ah,  the 
answer  ?     Hand  it  here,  my  queen  of  go-betweens ! " 

Orestes  read  it,  —  and  his  countenance  fell. 

"  I  have  won ! " 

*'  Out  of  the  room,  slaves !  and  no  listening ! " 

"  I  have  won,  then  ?  " 

Orestes  tossed  the  letter  across  to  him,  and  Haphael  read :  — 

^^  The  immortal  gods  accept  no  divided  worship  ;  and  he  who 
would  command  the  counsels  of  their  prophetess  must  remem- 
ber that  they  will  vouchsafe  to  her  no  illumination  till  their  lost 
honors  be  restored.  If  he  who  aspires  to  be  the  lord  of  Africa 
dare  trample  on  the  hateful  cross,  aad  restore  the  Cffisareum  to 
those  for  whose  worship  it  was  built,  —  if  he  dare  proclaim 
aloud  with  his  lips,  and  in  his  deeds,  that  contempt  for  novel 
and  barbarous  superstitions,  which  his  taste  and  reason  have  al- 
ready taught  liim,  then  he  would  prove  himself  one  with  whom 
it  were  a  glory  to  labor,  to  dare,  to  die  in  a  great  cause.  Bat 
till  then " 

And  so  the  letter  ended. 

"  What  am  I  to  do  ?  " 

"  Take  her  at  her  word." 

"  Good  heavens  I  I  shall  be  excommunicated  1  And  -t- 
and  —  what  is  to  become  of  my  soul  ?  " 

"  What  will  become  of  it  in  any  case,  my  most  excellent 
lord  ?  "  answered  Raphael,  blandly. 

"  You  mean  —  I  know  what  you  cursed  Jews  think  will 
happen  to  every  one  but  yourselves.  But  what  would  the 
world  say?  I  an  apostate!  And  in  the  face  of  Cyril  and 
the  populace !     I  dare  n\  I  tell  you  1 " 

"  No  one  asked  your  excellency  to  apostatize." 


"  I  asked  you  to  promise.  It  will  not  be  the  first  time  that 
promises  before  marriage  have  not  exactly  coincided  with  per- 
formance afterwards." 

"  I  dare  n't^  —  that  is,  I  wont  promise.  I  believe,  now,  tliis  is 
some  trap  of  your  Jewish  intrigue,  just  to  make  me  commit 
myself  against  those  Christians,  whom  you  hate." 

"  I  assure  you,  I  despise  all  mankind  far  too  profoundly  to 
hate  them.  How  disinterested  my  advice  was  when  I  proposed 
this  match  to  you,  you  never  will  know ;  indeed,  it  would  be 
boastful  in  me  to  tell  you.  But  really  you  must  make  a  little 
sacrifice  to  win  this  foolish  girl.  With  all  the  depth  and  daring 
of  her  intellect  to  help  you,  you  might  be  a  match  for  Romans, 
Byzantines,  and  Groths  at  once.  And  as  for  beauty,  why,  there 
is  one  dimple  inside  that  wrist,  just  at  the  setting  on  of  the 
sweet  little  hand,  worth  all  the  other  flesh  and  blood  in  Alex- 
andria." 

**  By  Jove !  you  admire  her  so  much,  I  suspect  you  must  be 
in  love  with  her  yourself.  Why  don't  you  marry  her  ?  I  '11 
make  you  my  prime  minister,  and  then  we  shall  have  the  use 
of  her  wits  without  the  trouble  of  her  fancies.  By  the  twelve 
fpds !  If  you  marry  her  and  help  me,  I  '11  make  you  what  you 
like!" 

Raphael  rose,  and  bowed  to  the  earth. 

"  Your  serene  high-mightiness  overwhelms  me.  But  I  assure 
you,  that,  never  having  as  yet  cared  for  any  one's  interest  but 
my  own,  I  could  not  be  expected,  at  my  time  of  life,  to  devote 
myself  to  that  of  another,  even  though  it  were  to  yours." 

"  Candid ! " 

"  Exactly  so ;  and,  moreover,  whosoever  I  may  marry  will 
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subject,  had  a  wiser  and  fairer  wife  than  you,  the  mler ;  espe- 
cially a  wife  who  had  already  refused  that  ruler's  complimen- 
tary offer." 

'^  By  Jove !  and  she  has  refused  me  in  good  earnest !  I  *11 
make  her  repent  it !  I  was  a  fool  to  ask  her  at  aU  I  What 's 
the  use  of  having  guards,  if  one  can't  compel  what  one  wants  ? 
If  fair  means  can't  do  it,  foul  shall  I  I  '11  send  for  her  this 
moment  I " 

^  Most  illustrious  majesty,  it  will  not  succeed.  You  do  not 
know  that  woman's  determination.  Scourges  and  red-hot  pin- 
cers will  not  shake  her  alive  ;  and  dead,  she  will  be  of  no  use 
whatsoever  to  you,  while  she  will  be  of  great  use  to  Cyril." 

«  How  ?  " 

*^  He  will  be  most  happy  to  make  the  whole  story  a  handle 
against  you,  give  out  that  she  died  a  virgin  martyr,  in  defence 
of  the  most  holy  catholic  and  apostolic  faith,  get  miracles 
worked  at  her  tomb,  and  pull  your  palace  about  your  ears  on 
the  strength  thereof." 

"  Cyril  will  hear  of  it  anyhow :  that 's  another  dilemma  into 
which  you  have  brought  me,  you  intriguing  rascal!  Why,  this 
girl  will  be  boastiug  all  over  Alexandria  that  I  have  offered  her 
marriage,  and  that  she  has  done  herself  the  honor  to  refuse  me.** 

"  She  will  be  much  too  wise  to  do  anything  of  the  kind ;  she 
has  sense  enough  to  know  that,  if  she  did  so,  you  would  inform 
a  Christian  populace  what  conditions  she  offered  you,  and,  with 
all  her  contempt  for  the  burden  of  the  flesh,  she  has  no  mind 
to  be  lightened  of  that  pretty  load  by  being  torn  in  pieces  by 
Christian  monks ;  a  very  probable  ending  for  her  in  any  case, 
as  she  herself,  in  her  melancholy  moods,  confesses." 

"  What  will  you  have  me  to  do  then  ?  " 

"  Simply  nothing.  Let  the  prophetic  spirit  go  out  of  her,  as 
it  will,  in  a  day  or  two,  and  then  —  I  know  nothing  of  human 
nature,  if  she  does  not  bate  a  little  of  her  own  price.  Depend 
on  it,  for  all  her  ineffabilities,  and  impassibilities,  fmd  all  the 
rest  of  the  seventh-heaven  moonshine  at  which  we  play  here 
in  Alexandria,  a  throne  is  far  too  pretty  a  bait  for  even  Hypatia 


the  Pjihoncss  to  refuse.  Leave  well  alone  h  a  good  ruli',  but 
kave  ill  alone  is  a  bclier.  So  now  another  Let  befurc  ivf  jiai-I, 
and  this  time  three  to  one.  Do  nothing  either  way,  and  sliu 
sends  lo  you  of  her  own  accord  before  a  inonili  is  out.  In  Cau- 
casian mules  ?     Done  ?     Be  it  so." 

"  Well,  you  are  the  most  charming  counsellor  for  a  poor  per- 
jilesed  devil  of  a  prefect !  If  I  had  but  a  private  fortune  like 
you.  I  could  just  take  (lie  money  and  let  the  work  do  itself." 

'■  Wliich  is  the  true  method  of  successful  government.  Your 
slave  bids  you  farewell.     Do  not  forget  our  bet.     You  dine  with 


And  Raphael  bowed  liimself  out. 

As  he  left  the  prefect's  door,  he  saw  Jliriam  on  the  ojipositt 
Bide  of  the  street,  evidently  watching  for  him.  As  soon  as  she 
saw  him,  she  held  on  her  own  side,  without  appearing  to  noficc 
him,  till  be  turned  a  corner,  and  then,  crossing,  caught  him 
eagerly  by  the  arm. 

**  Does  the  fool  dare  ?  " 

"  Who  dare  what  ?  " 

"  You  know  what  I  mean.  Do  you  suppose  old  Jfiriam  car- 
ries letters  without  taking  care  to  know  what  is  inside  ihem  ? 
Will  he  apostatize  ?     Tell  mc.     I  am  secret  as  the  ftravc  !  " 

"The  fool  has  found  an  old  worm-eaten  rag  of  cou.^cicnefl 
somewhere  in  the  corner  of  his  heart,  and  dare  not." 

"  Curse  the  coward !  And  such  a  plot  as  I  had  laid !  I 
would  have  swept  every  Christian  dog  out  of  Africa  within  the 
year.     What  is  the  man  afraid  of?" 

»  Hell-fire." 

"Why,  he  will  go  there  in  any  ca.=e,  the  accursed  Gentile!" 
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'<  But  she  has  five  senses,  and  just  enough  wit  to  use  them, 
eh?" 

^  Don't  laugh  at  her  for  that,  the  darling !  I  do  delight  in 
her,  after  all.  It  warms  even  my  old  blood  to  see  how  thor- 
oughly she  knows  her  business,  and  how  she  enjoys  it,  like  a 
true  daughter  of  Eve." 

^'  She  has  been  your  most  successful  pupil,  certainly,  mother. 
You  may  well  be  proud  of  her." 

The  old  hs^  chuckled  to  herself  awhile ;  and  then  suddenly 
turning  to  Raphael :  — 

"  See  here  !  I  have  a  present  for  you  " ;  and  she  pulled  out 
a  magnificent  ring. 

^'  Why,  mother,  you  are  always  giving  me  presents.  It  was 
but  a  month  ago  you  sent  me  this  poisoned  dagger." 

"  Why  not,  eh  ?  —  why  not  ?  Why  should  not  Jew  give  to 
Jew  ?    Take  the  old  woman's  ring  1" 

"  What  a  glorious  opal ! " 

'<  Ah,  that  is  an  opal,  indeed  I  And  the  unspeakable  name 
upon  it ;  just  like  Solomon's  own.  Take  it,  I  say  I  Whosoever 
wears  that  need  never  fear  fire,  steel,  poison,  or  woman's  eye." 

"  Your  own  included,  eh  ?  " 

'^  Take  it,  I  say ! "  and  Miriam  caught  his  hand,  and  forced 
the  ring  on  his  finger.  "  There  I  Now  you  are  safe.  And 
now  call  me  mother  again.  I  like  it.  I  don't  know  why,  but 
I  like  it  And,  Raphael  Aben-Ezra,  don't  laugh  at  me,  and 
call  me  witch  and  hag,  as  you  often  do.  I  don't  care  about  it 
from  any  one  else  ;  I  'm  accustomed  to  it.  But  when  you  do  it, 
I  always  long  to  stab  you.  That 's  why  I  gave  you  the  dagger. 
I  used  to  wear  it ;  and  I  was  afraid  I  might  be  tempted  to  use 
it  some  day,  when  the  thought  came  across  me  how  handsome 
you  'd  look,  and  how  quiet,  when  you  were  dead,  and  your  soul 
up  there  so  happy  in  Abraham's  bosom,  watching  all  the  Gren- 
tiles  frying  and  roasting  for  ever  down  below.  Don't  laugh  at 
me,  I  say ;  and  don't  thwart  me  !  I  may  make  you  the  emper- 
or's prime  minister,  some  day.     I  can  if  I  choose." 

^^  Heaven  forbid  1 "  said  Raphael,  laughing. 


who  has  been  eatini]^  onions And  of  course  there  is  not  a 

stand  for  the  next  lialf-mile.  O  divine  aUher !  as  Prometheus 
has  it,  and  yc  swift-winged  breezes  (I  wisli  there  were  any  here), 
when  will  it  all  be  over  ?  Three-and-tliirty  years  have  I  en- 
dured already,  of  this  Babel  of  knaves  and  fools  ;  and  with  this 
abominable  good  health  of  mine,  which  w^ont  even  help  me  with 
gout  or  indigestion,  I  am  likely  to  have  three-and-tliirty  years 

more  of  it I  know  nothing,  and  I  care  for  nothinir,  and  I 

expect  nothing ;  and  I  actually  can't  take  the  trouble  to  prick  a 
hole  in  myself,  and  let  the  very  small  amount  of  wits  out,  to  see 
something  really  worth  seeing,  and  try  its  strength  at  something 
really  worth  doing,  if,  after  all,  the  other  side  of  the  grave  does 

not  turn  out  to  be  just  as  stupid  as  this  one When  will  it 

be  all  over,  and  I  in  Abraham's  bosom,  —  cr  any  one  else's,  pro- 
Tided  it  be  not  a  woman's  ?  " 


CHAPTER   V. 


A   DAY  IN  ALEXANDRIA. 


In  the  mean  while,  Philammon,  with  his  hosts,  the  Groths, 
had  been  slipping  down  the  stream.  Passing,  one  afler  another, 
world-old  cities  now  dwindled  to  decaying  towns,  and  number- 
less canal-mouths,  now  fast  falling  into  ruin  with  the  fields  to 
which  they  insured  fertility,  under  the  pressure  of  Roman  ex- 
tortion and  misrule,  they  had  entered  one  evening  the  mouth  of 
the  great  canal  of  Alexandria,  slid  easily  all  night  across  the 
star-bespangled  shadows  of  Lake  Mareotis,  and  found  themselves, 
when  the  next  morning  dawned,  among  the  countless  masts  and 
noisy  quays  of  the  greatest  seaport  in  the  world.  The  mot- 
ley crowd  of  foreigners,  the  hubbub  of  all  dialects  from  the 
Crimaea  to  Cadiz,  the  vast  piles  of  merchandise,  and  heaps  of 
wheat,  lying  unsheltered  in  that  rainless  air,  the  huge  bulk  of 
the  corn-ships  lading  for  Rome,  whose  tall  sides  rose  story  over 
story,  like  floating  palaces,  above  the  buildings  of  some  inner 
dock,  —  these  sights,  and  a  hundred  more,  made  the  young 
monk  think  that  the  world  did  not  look  at  first  sight  a  thing  to  be 
despised.  In  front  of  heaps  of  fruit,  fresh  from  the  market-boats, 
black  groups  of  glossy  negro  slaves  were  basking  and  laughing 
on  the  quay,  looking  anxiously  and  coquettishly  round  in  hopes 
of  a  purchaser ;  they  evidently  did  not  think  the  change  from 
desert  toil  to  city  luxuries  a  change  for  the  worse.  Philammon 
turned  away  his  ejes  from  beholding  vanity;  but  only  to  meet 
fresh  vanity  wheresoever  they  fell.  He  felt  crushed  by  the 
multitude  of  new  objects,  stunned  by  the  din  around,  ana 
scarcely  recollected  himself  enough  to  seize  the  first  opportunity 
of  escaping  from  his  dangerous  companions. 


**  lie  owes  me  my  sliare  of  tlic  sport,"  qiiotli  Smid.  "  And 
here  it  is !  "  And  a  hatchet,  tlirown  with  practised  aim,  wliis- 
tled  right  for  Philammon's  head.  lie  had  just  time  to  swerve, 
and  the  weapon  struck  and  snapped  against  the  granite  wall  be- 
hind. 

"  Well  saved ! "  said  Wulf,  coolly,  while  the  sailors  and  mar- 
ket-women above  yelled  murder,  and  the  custom-house  oflicers, 
and  other  constables  and  catehpoles  of  the  harbor,  rushed  to  the 
place,  and  retired  again  quietly  at  the  thunder  of  the  Amal  from 
the  boat's  stem  :  — 

"  Never  mind  !  my  good  fellows !  w^e  're  only  Goths,  and  on 
a  Tisit  to  the  prefect,  too." 

"  Only  Goths,  my  donkey-riding  friends !  "  echoed  Smid  ;  and 
at  that  ominous  name  the  whole  posse  comitatus  tried  to  look 
unconcerned,  and  found  suddenly  that  their  presence  was  abso- 
lutely required  in  an  opposite  direction. 

"  Let  him  go,"  said  Wulf,  as  he  stalked  up  the  steps.  "  Let 
the  boy  go.  I  never  set  my  heart  on  any  man  yet,"  he  growled 
to  himself,  in  an  under  voice,  "  but  what  he  disappointed  me,  — 
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and  I  must  not  expect  more  from  this  fellow!  Come,  men, 
ashore,  and  get  drunk ! " 

Fhilammon,  of  course,  now  that  he  had  leave  to  go,  longed  to 
staj ;  at  all  events  he  must  go  back  and  thank  his  hosts.  He 
turned  unwillingly  to  do  so,  as  hastily  as  he  could,  and  found 
Pelagia  and  her  gigantic  lover  just  entering  a  palanquin.  With 
downcast  eyes  he  approached  the  beautiful  basilisk,  and  stam- 
mered out  some  commonplace ;  and  she,  full  of  smiles,  turned  to 
him  at  once. 

"  Tell  us  more  about  yourself  before  we  part  You  speak 
such  beautiful  Greek,  —  true  Athenian.  It  is  quite  delightful 
to  hear  one's  own  accent  again.     Were  you  ever  at  Athens  ?  " 

"  When  I  was  a  child ;  I  recollect  —  that  is,  I  think " 

"  What  ?  "  asked  Pelagia,  eagerly. 

*^  A  great  house  in  Athens  — and  a  great  battle  there  — and 
coming  to  Egypt  in  a  ship." 

'<  Heavens ! "  said  Pelagia,  and  paused ^  How  strange  I 

Girls,  who  said  he  was  like  me  ?  " 

"  I  'm  sure  we  meant  no  harm,  if  we  did  say  it  in  joke," 
pouted  one  of  the  attendants. 

"  Like  me !  —  you  must  come  and  see  us.  I  have  something 
to  say  to  you You  must  I " 

Philammon  misinterpreted  the  intense  interest  of  her  tone, 
and,  if  he  did  not  shrink  back,  gave  some  involuntary  gesture 
of  reluctance.     Pelagia  laughed  aloud. 

"  Don't  be  vain  enough  to  suspect,  foolish  boy,  but  come  I 
Do  you  think  that  I  have  nothing  to  talk  about  but  nonsense  ? 

Come  and  see  me.     It  may  be  better  for  you.     I  live  in ," 

and  she  named  a  fashionable  street,  which  Philammon,  though 
he  inwardly  vowed  not  to  accept  the  invitation,  somehow  could 
not  help  remembering. 

"  Do  leave  the  wild  man  and  come,"  growled  the  Amal  from 
within  the  palanquin.    "  You  are  not  going  to  turn  nun,  I  hope  ?  " 

"  Not  while  the  first  man  I  ever  met  in  the  world  stays  in  it," 
answered  Pelagia,  as  she  skipped  into  the  palanquin,  taking  care 
to  show  the  most  lovely  white  heel  and  ankle,  and,  like  the  Par- 


ihian,  send  a  random  arrow  as  she  rctreateJ.  But  tliu  diirt  ivas 
lost  on  I'hilammon,  who  had  been  already  Lusiled  away  ljy  llie 
bevy  of  laughing  attendants,  amid  baskets,  drussing-Ciises,  and 
bird-cagt-s,  and  was  fain  to  make  his  escape  into  tiie  lialn.l 
round,  and  inquire  his  way  to  the  patriarch's  liouse. 

"  Patriarch's  house  ?  "  answered  the  man  whom  he  first  ad- 
dre^ed,  a  little  lean,  swarthy  fellow,  with  merry  blaek  eyes, 
who,  with  a  basket  of  fruit  at  his  feet,  was  sunning  himself  on  a 
balk  of  timber,  meditatively  chewing  the  papyrus-cane,  and  ex- 
amining the  strangers  with  a  look  of  absurd  sagacity.  "  I  know 
it ;  without  a  doubt  I  know  it ;  all  Alexandria  lias  good  reason 

■^  Yes." 

"  Then  ask  your  way  of  the  monks  ;  you  wont  go  far  without 

"  But  I  do  not  even  know  the  right  direction  :  what  is  your 
grudge  against  monks,  my  good  man  'i " 

"  Look  here,  mj  jouth  jou  seem  loo  ingenuoui  for  a  monk. 
Don't  flatter  jouraell  thit  it  will  ijal  If  jou  can  wear  the 
sheep-skin  and  haunt  the  ihurdiia  here  for  i  month,  without 
learning  to  he  ind  slandir  md  el  tp  ind  hoof  and  perhaps  play 
your  part  in  i  sedition  and  murder  satjric  drima  — why,  you 
are  a  better  man  thin  I  take  jou  lor  I,  sir  am  1  Creek,  and 
a  philosopher,  though  the  whnlpooL  of  matter  ma)  have,  and 
indeed  has,  invohed  my  ethereal  spark  111  l!ie  bodj  of  a  porter. 
Therefore  youth  continued  Ihe  little  man,  starling  up  upon 
his  balk  like  an  exeited  monke}  and  stretehing  out  one  oratoi'ic 
paw,  "I  bear  i  treble  hatred  to  the  monkish  tribe  First,  as  a 
man  and  a  hush  ind  for  as  lor  the  smilea  of  beauty,  or  olli- 
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animal  asceticism  of  the  monk  to  the  logical  and  methodic  self- 
restraint  of  one  who,  like  your  humblest  of  philosophers,  aspires 
to  a  life  according  to  the  pure  reason." 

'^And  praj,"  asked  Philammon,  half  laughing,  '^who  has 
been  your  tutor  in  philosophy  ?  " 

''The  fountain  of  classic  wisdom,  Hypatia  herself.  As  the 
ancient  sage  —  the  name  is  unimportant  to  a  monk  —  ptimped 
water  nightly  that  he  might  study  by  day,  so  I,  the  guardian  of 
cloaks  and  parasols  at  the  sacred  doors  of  her  lecture-room,  im- 
bibe celestial  knowledge.  From  my  youth,  I  felt  in  me  a  soul 
above  the  matter-entangled  herd.  She  revealed  to  me  the  ^o- 
rious  fact  tliat  I  am  a  spark  of  Divinity  itself.  A  fallen  star,  I 
am,  sir  I "  continued  he,  pensively,  stroking  his  lean  stomach,  — 
^  a  fallen  star  !  —  fallen,  if  the  dignity  of  philosophy  will  allow 
of  the  simile,  among  the  hogs  of  the  lower  world,  —  indeed, 
into  the  hog-bucket  itself.  Well,  afler  all,  I  will  show  you  the 
way  to  the  archbishop's.  There  is  a  philosophic  pleasure  in 
opening  one's  treasures  to  the  modest  young.  Perhaps  you  will 
assist  me  by  carrying  this  basket  of  fruit !  "  And  the  little  man 
jumped  up,  put  his  basket  on  Philammon's  head,  and  trotted  off 
up  a  neighboring  street. 

Philammon  followed,  half  contemptuous,  half  wondering  at 
what  this  philosophy  might  be,  which  could  feed  the  self-conceit  of 
anything  so  abject  as  his  ragged  little  apish  guide ;  but  the  novel 
roar  and  whirl  of  the  street,  the  perpetual  stream  of  busy  faces, 
the  line  of  curricles,  palanquins,  laden  asses,  camels,  elephants, 
which  met  and  passed  him,  and  squeezed  him  up  steps  and  into 
doorways,  as  they  threaded  their  way  through  the  great  Moon- 
gate  into  the  ample  street  beyond,  drove  everything  from  his 
mind  but  wondering  curiosity,  and  a  vague,  helpless  dread  of 
that  great  living  wilderness,  more  terrible  than  any  dead  wilder- 
ness of  sand  which  he  had  leil  behind.  Already  he  longed  for 
the  repose,  the  silence  of  the  Laura,  —  for  faces  which  knew 
him  and  smiled  upon  him  ;  but  it  was  too  late  to  turn  back  now. 
His  guide  held  on  for  more  than  a  mile  up  the  great  main  street, 
crossed  in  the  centre  of  the  city,  at  right  angles,  by  one  equally 


magnificent,  at  each  end  of  which,  miles  awaj,  apponreil,  dim 
and  distant  over  tlie  heads  of  the  hving  stream  of  [ );!.■' sciipn-i, 
the  yellow  sand-hills  of  the  desert ;  while  at  tlie  end  of  (lie  vUlji 
in  frunt  of  then:  gleamed  the  blue  harbor,  through  a  network  of 
countless  masts. 

At  last  they  reached  the  quay  at  the  ojijiosite  end  of  the 
Gtrcet ;  and  there  hurst  on  Philammon's  astonished  eyes  a  va.-it 

semicircle  of  blue  sea,  ringed  with  palaces  and  toM-ers lie 

stopped  inroluntarily ;  and  his  little  guide  stopped  also,  and 
looked  askance  at  the  young  monk,  to  watch  the  effect  whieh 
that  grand  panorama  should  produce  on  him. 

"There! Behold  our  works!  Us  Greeks! — lis  be- 
nighted heathens  !  Look  at  it  and  feel  yourself  what  you  are, 
a  very  small,  conceited,  ignorant  young  person,  who  fancies  that 
your  new  religion  gives  you  a  right  to  despise  every  oJie  else. 
Did  Christians  make  all  this?  Did  Christiani^  build  that  Pha- 
ros there  on  the  left  horn,  —  wonder  of  the  world  ?  Did  Cliris- 
tians  raise  that  mile-long  mole  which  runs  towards  the  land,  with 
its  two  draw-bridges,  connecting  the  two  ports  ?  Did  Chi'istiuns 
build  this  esplanade,  or  this  gate  of  the  Sun  above  otir  heads? 
Or  that  Cifsareiim  on  our  right  here  ?  Look  at  those  oheliska 
before  it !  "  And  he  pointed  upwards  to  those  two  world-fanious 
ones,  one  of  which  still  lies  on  its  ancient  site,  as  Cleojwitra's 
needle-  "  Look  up !  look  up,  I  say,  and  feel  Kiniill,  —  very 
small  indeed!  Did  Cliristijuis  raise  them,  or  engrave  llieni 
from  base  to  point  with  the  wisdom  of  the  ancients  ?  Did  Chris- 
tians build  that  Museum  next  to  it,  or  design  its  statues  and  its 
frescos,  —  now,  alas!  re-echoing  no  more  to  the  hummings  of 
the  Attic  bee  ?     Did  they  pile  up  out  of  the  waves  that  palace 
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^  Other  men  have  labored,  and  we  have  entered  into  their 
labors,"  answered  Philammon,  trying  to  seem  as  unconcerned 
as  he  could.  He  was  indeed  too  utterly  astonished  to  be  angry 
at  anything.  The  overwhelming  vastness,  multiplicity,  and 
magnificence  of  the  whole  scene  ;  the  range  of  buildings,  such 
as  mother  earth  never,  perhaps,  carried  on  her  lap  before  or 
since ;  the  extraordinary  variety  of  form,  —  the  pure  Doric  and 
Ionic  of  the  earUer  Ptolemies,  the  barbaric  and  confused  gor- 
geousness  of  the  later  Roman,  and  here  and  there  an  imitation 
of  the  grand  elephantine  style  of  old  Egypt,  its  gaudy  colors 
relieving,  while  they  deepened,  the  effect  of  its  massive  and 
simple  outlines ;  the  eternal  repose  of  that  great  belt  of  stone, 
contrasting  with  the  restless  ripple  of  the  glittering  harbor,  and 
the  busy  sails  which  crowded  out  into  the  sea  beyond,  like 
white    doves    taking    their    flight    into    boundless    space ;  — 

all  dazzled,  overpowered,  saddened  him This   was  the 

world Was  it  not  beautiful  ?  .  . . .  Must  not  the  men  who 

made  all  this  have  been  —  if  not  great ....  yet ....  he  knew 
not  what  ?  Surely  they  had  great  souls  and  noble  thoughts  in 
them!  Surely  there  was  something  godlike  in  being  able  to 
create  such  things !     Not  for  themselves  alone,  too ;  but  for  a 

nation,  —  for  generations  yet  unborn And  there  was  the 

sea  ....  and  beyond  it,  nations  of  men  innumerable His 

imagination  was  dizzy  with  thinking  of  them Were  they 

all  doomed,  —  lost  ?  .  .  . .  Had  God  no  love  for  them  ? 

At  last,  recovering  himself,  he  recollected  his  errand,  and 
again  asked  liis  way  to  the  archbishop's  house. 

"  This  way,  O  youthful  nonentity  I "  answered  the  little  man, 
leading  the  way  round  the  great  front  of  the  Coisareum,  at  the 
foot  of  the  obelisks. 

Philamraon's  eye  fell  on  some  new  masonry  in  the  pediment, 
ornamented  with  Christian  symbols. 

"  How  ?     Is  this  a  church  ?  " 

"  It  is  the  Ciesaroum.  It  has  become  temporarily  a  church. 
The  immortal  gods  have,  for  the  time  being,  condescended  to 
waive  their  rights ;  but  it  is  the  Caesareum,  nevertheless.     This 


way;  down  lliis  sircct  to  tlio  n;;bt  Tlirrr  -iiil  lie,  poinling 
to  !l  Uoorw-aj  in  the  silk  of  ihc  Mu-uim  ■  i-  (lie  I  i-t  liiiint  oi 
the    Muses  —  'lie   Iccliire-room  ot   !h[  iti  i,  llie  schoi  1  ol   my 

unworthinepa And  here,"  slopping  nt  ihc  tloor  ot    i  ■■|i!i  n 

did  house  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  strctt,  "  is  the  rr^ulmee  of 
that  blest  favorite  of  Athene,  —  NeJth,  as  the  Larbarians  of 
E^pt  would  denominate  the  goddess;  —  ive  men  of  Macedonia 

retain  the  time-honored  Grecian  nomenclature Yoii  may 

put  down  your  basket."  And  he  knocked  at  Ihc  door,  and,  de- 
livering the  fruit  to  a  black  porter,  made  a  po!i(e  obeisance  to 
Philammon,  and  seemed  on  tlie  point  of  taking  his  departure. 

"  But  where  ia  the  archbishop's  hou^e?  " 

"  Close  to  the  Serapcium.  You  cannot  miss  the  i)lnce :  four 
hundred  columns  of  marble,  now  ruined  by  CIn-islian  persecu- 
tors, stand  on  an  eminence " 

"  But  how  far  oif  ?  " 

"  About  three  miles  ;  near  the  gate  of  the  Moon." 

"  Why,  was  not  that  (he  gate  by  which  wo  entered  the  city 
on  the  other  side  ?  " 

"  Exactly  so  ;  you  will  know  your  way  back,  having  already 
traversed  it" 

Fhilammon  checked  a  decidedly  carnal  inclination  to  seize 
the  lililc  fellow  by  the  throat,  and  knock  his  head  against  the 
wall,  and  contented  himself  by  saying,  — 

'•  Then  do  yoH  actually  mean  to  say,  you  heflthcn  villain, 
that  you  have  taken  me  six  or  seven  miles  out  of  my  road  ?  " 

"  Good  words,  young  man.  Tf  you  do  me  harm,  I  eall  for 
help ;  wc  are  close  to  the  Jews'  quarter,  and  there  arc  some 
thousands  there  who  will  swarm  out  like  wasps  on  the  chance  of 
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tity ;  and  so,  beholding  yourself  to  be  nothing,  may  be  moyed  to 
become  something." 

And  he  moved  off. 

Philammon  seized  hmi  by  the  collar  of  his  ragged  tunic,  and 
held  him  in  a  grip  from  which  the  little  man,  though  he  twisted 
like  an  eel,  could  not  escape. 

"  Peaceably  if  you  will ;  if  not,  by  main  force.  You  shall 
go  back  with  me,  and  show  me  every  step  of  the  way.  It  is  a 
just  penalty." 

'^The  philosopher  conquers  circumstances  by  submitting  to 
them.  I  go  peaceably.  Indeed,  the  base  necessities  of  the 
hog-bucket  side  of  existence  compel  me  of  themselves  back  to 
the  Moon-gate,  for  another  early  fruit  job." 

So  they  went  back  together. 

Now  why  Philammon's  thoughts  should  have  been  running 
on  the  ne^t  new  specimen  of  womankind  to  whom  he  had  been 
introduced,  though  only  in  name,  let  psychologists  tell,  but  cer- 
tainly, ailer  he  had  walked  some  half-mile  in  silence,  he  sud- 
denly woke  up,  as  out  of  many  meditations,  and  asked,  — 

"  But  who  is  this  Hypatia,  of  whom  you  talk  so  much  ?  " 

"  Who  is  Hypatia,  rustic  ?  The  Queen  of  Alexandria !  In 
wit,  Athene ;  Hera  in  majesty ;  in  beauty.  Aphrodite ! " 

"  And  who  are  they  ?  "  asked  Philammon. 

The  porter  stopped,  surveyed  him  slowly  from  foot  to  head 
with  an  expression  of  boundless  pity  and  contempt,  and  was  in 
the  act  of  walking  off  in  the  ecstasy  of  his  disdain,  when  he  was 
brought  to  suddenly  by  Philammon's  strong  arm. 

"  Ah  !  —  I  recollect.  There  is  a  compact ....  Who  is 
Athene  ?  The  goddess,  giver  of  wisdom.  Hera,  spouse  of 
Zeus,  Queen  of  the  Celestials.  Aphrodite,  mother  of  love. .... 
You  are  not  expected  to  understand." 

Philammon  did  understand,  however,  so  much  as  this,  that 
Hypatia  was  a  very  unique  and  wonderful  person  in  the 
mind  of  liis  little  guide ;  and  therefore  asked  the  only  further 
question  by  ^hlch  he  could  as  yet  test  any  Alexandrian  phe- 
nomenon,— 


"  And  is  she  a  friend  of  the  patriarch  ?  " 

The  porter  opened  his  eJe^  vtrj  wide  put  hi-,  mi  Idli  finger 
in  a  careful  and  compliealed  fi^hion  bttween  liii  fore  iiid  third 
finger,  and  extending  it  pla)fullj  loward  Phihnimon,  periormtd 
therewith  certain  myalerious  signals,  the  tfli  ct  wbertot  being 
iDtaily  lost  on  him,  the  httle  man  '.toppt.d,  took  another  look  at 
I'bilammon's  stately  bgure,  and  anjwered, — 

"Of  the  human  ratt,  in  general,  ray  young  frund  The 
pliilosopber  must  riac  abovt  the  indiMdual,  lo  the  cunlcinpji 
tion  of  the  unntraU  Ahi'  —  hcie  is  -omethinjj  worth 

seeing,  and  the  gates  are  open."  And  be  stopped  at  tbc  portal 
of  a  vast  building. 

"  Is  this  the  patriarch's  house  ?  " 

"The  patriarch's  tastes  are  more  plebeian.  lie  lives,  they 
fay,  in  two  dirty  little  rooms,  —  knowing  what  is  fit  for  him. 
The  patriarch's  bouse  ?  Its  antipodes,  my  young  friend,  — 
that  is,  if  such  beings  have  a  eosmic  existence,  on  which  point 
llypatia  has  her  doubts.  Tliis  is  the  temple  of  art  .and  beauty; 
the  Delphic  tripod  of  poetic  inspiration  ;  tiie  solace  of  the  earth- 
worn  drudge  ;  in  a  word,  the  theatre  ;  which  jour  paliiarch, 
if  he  could,  would  convert  to-morrow  into  a but  Iho  phi- 
losopher must  not  revile.  Ah !  I  sec  the  prefect's  ajipari- 
tors  at  the  gate.  He  is  making  llie  polity,  as  we  call  it  here  ; 
the  dispositions  ;  settling,  in  short,  the  bill  of  fore  for  the  day, 
in  compliance  with  the  public  palate.  A  facetious  pantomime 
dances  here  on  this  day  every  week, —  admired  by  some,  the 
Jews   especially.      To   the   more   classic   (asle,  many   of  his 
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^  There  's  no  more  sedition  in  him  than  there  is  in  me," 
roared  a  fat  butcher,  who  looked  as  ready  to  fell  a  man  as  an 
ox.  ^  He  was  always  the  first  and  the  last  to  clap  the  holy  pa- 
triw^h  at  sermon." 

'^  Dear  tender  soul,''  whimpered  a  woman ;  ^  and  I  said  to 
him  only  this  morning,  Why  don't  you  flog  my  boys,  Master 
Hierax  ?  how  can  you  expect  them  to  learn  if  they  are  not 
flogged  ?  And  he  said  he  never  could  abide  the  sight  of  a  rod, 
it  made  his  back  tingle  so." 

"  Which  was  plainly  a  prophecy  ! " 

*^  And  proves  him  innocent ;  for  how  could  he  prophesy  if  be 
was  not  one  of  the  holy  ones  ?  " 

"Monks  to  the  rescue!  Hierax  a  Christian  is  taken  and 
tortured  in  the  theatre  1 "  thundered  a  wild  hermit,  his  beard 
and  hair  streaming  about  his  chest  and  shoulders. 

"  Nitria  I  Nitria  I  For  God  and  the  mother  of  God,  monks 
of  Nitna  I  Down  with  the  Jewish  slanderers  I  Down  with 
heathen  tyrants  I "  And  the  mob,  reinforced  as  if  by  magic  by 
himdreds  from  without,  swept  down  the  huge  vaulted  passage, 
carrying  Philammon  and  the  porter  with  them. 

"  My  friends,"  quoth  the  little  man,  trying  to  look  philosophi- 
cally calm,  though  he  was  fairly  off  his  legs,  and  hanging  be- 
tween heaven  and  earth  on  the  elbows  of  the  by-standers; 
"  whence  this  tumult  ?  " 

''The  Jews  got  up  a  cry  that  Hierax  wanted  to  raise  a 
riot  Curse  them  and  their  Sabbath,  they  're  always  rioting  on 
Saturdays  about  this  dancer  of  theirs,  instead  of  working  like 
honest  Christians  I " 

"  And  rioting  on  Sunday  instead.  Ahem !  sectarian  differ- 
ences, which  the  philosopher " 

The  rest  of  the  sentence  disappeared  with  the  speaker,  as  a 
sudden  opening  of  the  mob  let  him  drop,  and  buried  him  under 
innumerable  legs. 

Philammon,  furious  at  the  notion  of  persecution,  maddened 
by  the  cries  around  him,  found  himself  bursting  fiercely  throagh 
the  crowd,  till  he  reached  the  fix)nt  ranks,  whero  tall  gates  ci 


open  iron-work  barred  all  further  |irogruis,  but  left  a  fall  view 
ofiln!  tragedy  ivliidi  was  enacting  wiiliin,  (viiere  llii:  jiwir  inno- 
<:ent  wretch,  suspended  from  a  gibbet,  writhed  mid  iiiii'ieked  at 
every  stroke  of  the  hide-whips  of  his  lormenlors. 

Ill  vain  Philammon  and  ihe  monks  around  liini  knocked  nnd 
beat  at  the  gates ;  Ihey  were  oidy  answered  by  ]aii^Iilcr  :ind 
taunts  from  ihe  apparitors  within,  curses  on  ilie  turbulent  mob 
of  Alexandria,  with  its  patriarch,  clergy,  saints,  and  thurchcs, 
and  promises  to  each  and  all  oulsido,  that  their  luni  would 
come  next;  while  the  piteous  screams  grew  fainter  and  more 
faint,  and  at  last,  with  a  eonvul.sive  shuilder,  motion  and  sulfcr- 
ing  ceased  for  ever  in  the  poor  mangled  body. 

•■They  have  killed  hint!  Martyred  liim !  Back  to  Ihe 
archbishop!  To  the  patriareh's  houte  r  he  will  aven;je  us!" 
And  as  the  horrible  news,  and  ihe  watchword  which  fallowed 
it,  passed  outwards  through  the  crowd,  tlicy  wheeled  round  as 
otie  man,  and  poured  tluxiugh  street  after  street  towards  Cyril's 
house ;  while  I'hilamraon,  beside  himself  wilh  liorror,  r.ige,  and 
pity,  hurried  onward  with  lliem. 

A  lumuIluou^  hour,  or  more  \\  i%  pi  -id  in  Ihe  sirett  before 
he  could  gam  entrance  and  then  he  ms  swept,  along  wilh  the 
mob  III  nbich  he  hid  been  i  i-t  wid^id  through  \  dtrk,  low 
passage,  and  land<d  liri  ithle-s  m  i  qu  ulrnnglc  ot  mcin  and 
new  buildingi,  overhung  by  the  four  hundred  'IitcU  cohimns 
of  the  ruin(d  Senpeium  llii  grrs  wis  ilrndj  prowing  on 
the  ruined  capit  iK  and  n^Llllt^a^c  I  iltlc  ili  1  tvcn  il« 

de''tro>ers  drtam  ihcn   ih  it  the  d  ly  would  t  me  wh.  n  ( ii    only 
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summons  of  the  most  powerful  man  south  of  the  Mediter- 
ranean. 

A  curtain  hung  across  the  door  of  the  inner  chamber,  through 
which  Philammon  could  hear  plainly  the  steps  of  some  one 
walking  up  and  down  hurriedly  and  fiercely. 

"  They  will  drive  me  to  it ! "  at  last  burst  out  a  deep,  sonorous 
voice.  "They  will  drive  me  to  it  ...  .  Their  blood  be  on 
their  own  head !  Is  it  not  enough  for  them  to  blaspheme  God 
and  his  Church,  to  have  the  monopoly  of  all  the  cheating, 
fortune-telling,  usury,  sorcery,  and  coining  of  the  city,  but'  they 
must  deliver  my  clergy  into  the  hands  of  the  tyrant  ?  '* 

"  It  was  so  even  in  the  Apostles'  time,"  suggested  a  softer, 
but  far  more  unpleasant  voice. 

"Then  it  shall  be  so  no  longer!  God  has  given  me  the 
power  to  stop  them ;  and  God  do  so  to  me,  and  more  also,  if  I 
do  not  use  that  power.  To-morrow  I  sweep  out  this  Augean 
stable  of  villany,  and  leave  not  a  Jew  to  blaspheme  and  cheat 
in  Alexandria." 

"  I  am  afraid  such  a  judgment,  however  righteous,  might 
offend  his  excellency  ?  " 

"  His  excellency !  His  tyranny !  Why  does  Orestes  truckle 
to  these  circumcised,  but  because  they  lend  money  to  him  and 
to  his  creatures  ?  He  would  keep  up  a  den  of  fiends  in  Alex- 
andria if  they  would  do  as  much  for  him !  And  then  to  play 
them  off  against  me  and  mine,  to  bring  Religion  into  contempt 
by  setting  the  mob  together  by  the  ears,  and  to  end  with  out- 
rages like  this!  Seditious?  Have  they  not  cause  enough? 
The  sooner  I  remove  one  of  their  temptations,  the  better :  let 
the  other  tempter  beware,  lest  his  judgment  be  at  hand  ! " 

"  The  prefect,  your  holiness  ?  "  asked  the  other  voice,  slily. 

"  Who  spoke  of  the  prefect  ?  Whosoever  is  a  tyrant,  and  a 
murderer,  and  an  oppressor  of  the  poor,  and  a  favorer  of  the 
philosophy  which  despises  and  enslaves  the  poor,  should  not  he 
perish,  though  he  be  seven  times  a  prefect  ?  " 

At  this  juncture  Philammon,  thinking  perhaps  that  he  had 
already  heard  too  much,  notified  his  presence  by  some  slight 


noise,  at  ivlii.-h  llie  secretary,  as  lie  si-oincl  tn  bf,  lia=uly  lifted 
Ilie  curtain,  anri  i^omewliat  siiarply  ,lem:iniie<l  liis  Imsiness.  Tlie 
nani.'s  <,f  ]':iTnbo  ami  ArsPiiiiis,  lioivi'vi-r,  seeme.l  to  paHly  liirn 
al  onto;  iiiiil  the  trembling  youth  ivas  u^IhtliI  into  lb.'  jiie^.'Ticu 
of  iiim  wlio  in  rc-aUtj,  tbougli  not  in  name,  sat  on  tbc  tiirotii; 
of  ihe  Pharaohs. 

Not,  indeed,  in  llieir  outward  pomp;  tbe  fnniilurc  of  the 
chamber  was  but  a  grade  above  that  of  (he  arlii^an's ;  Ihe  dresa 
of  the  great  man  was  coarse  and  simple ;  if  personal  vanity 
peeped  out  anywhere,  it  was  in  the  careful  arranfrement  of  the 
bushy  beard,  and  of  the  few  curling  locks  whicb  tbc  ton.eui-c 
had  spared.  But  the  height  and  miijerly  of  his  fi^'uic,  the  stem 
and  massive  beauty  of  bis  featui-es,  (be  flashin;;  eye,  curling 
lip,  and  projecting  brow,  —  all  marked  biiu  a^  one  born  to  com- 
mand. As  the  youth  entered,  Cyril  stop[)ed  f-bort  in  his  waik, 
and  looking  bim  through  and  through,  with  a  glance  which  burnt 
upon  bia  cheeks  like  fire,  and  made  liim  all  but  wish  the  kindly 
earth  nould  open  and  hide  bini,  took  the  letters,  read  them, 
and  then  began  :  — 

"  Fbilammon.  A  Greek.  You  are  said  to  have  learned  to 
obey.  If  so,  you  have  also  learned  to  nde.  Your  father-abbot 
has  transferred  you  to  my  tutelage.     You  arc  now  to  obey  me." 

»  And  I  will." 

"  Well  said.     Go  to  that  window,  then,  and  leap  into  ibe 

Fhikmmon  walked  to  it,  and  opened  it.  The  pavement  was 
full  twenty  feet  below ;  but  bis  bu.^iiiess  was  to  obey,  and  not 
take  measurements.  There  was  a  flower  in  a  vase  upon  llie 
eill.      He  quietly   removed  it,  niid   in   an   instant   more   would 
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'<  You  wish  to  see  the  world  ?  Perhaps  70a  have  seen  some- 
thing of  it  to-day." 

"  I  saw  the  murder " 

"  Then  you  saw  what  you  came  hither  to  see ;  what  the  world 
is,  and  what  justice  and  mercy  it  can  deal  out.  You  would  not 
dislike  to  see  God's  reprisals  to  man's  tyranny?  ....  Or  to 
be  a  fellow-worker  with  God  therein,  if  I  judge  rightly  by  your 
looks  ?  " 

"  I  would  avenge  that  man." 

'<  Ah !  my  poor  simple  schoolmaster  I  And  his  &te  is  the 
portent  of  portents  to  you  now  I  Stay  awhile,  till  you  haye 
gone  with  Ezekiel  into  the  inner  chambers  of  the  Devil's 
temple,  and  you  will  see  worse  things  than  these,  —  women 
weeping  for  Thammuz ;  bemoaning  the  decay  of  an  idolatry 
which  they  themselves  disbelieve.  That,  too,  is  on  the  list  of 
Hercules'  labors,  Peter  mine." 

At  this  moment  a  deacon  entered.  ....  "Your  Holiness, 
the  rabbis  of  the  accursed  nation  are  below,  at  your  sunmions. 
We  brought  them  in  through  the  back  gate,  for  fear  of " 

"  Right,  right.  An  accident  to  them  might  have  ruined  us. 
I  shall  not  forget  you.    Bring  them  up.    Peter,  take  this  youth, 

introduce  him  to  the  parabolani Who  will  be  the  best 

man  for  him  to  work  under  ?  " 

"  The  brother  Theopompus  is  especially  sober  and  gentle." 

Cyril  shook  his  head  laughingly "  Go  into  the  next 

room,  my  son No,  Peter,  put  him  under  some  fiery  saint, 

some  true  Boanerges,  who  will  talk  him  down,  and  work  him 
to  death,  and  show  him  the  best  and  the  worst  of  everything. 
Cleitophon  will  be  the  man.  Now  then,  let  me  see  my  engage- 
ments :  five  minutes  for  these  Jews,  —  Orestes  did  not  choose 
to  frighten  them :  let  us  see  whether  Cyril  cannot ;  then  an 
hour  to  look  over  the  hospital  accounts ;  an  hour  for  the  schools ; 
a  half-hour  for  the  reserved  cases  of  distress ;  and  another  half- 
hour  fi)r  myself;  and  then  divine  service.  See  that  the  boy  is 
there.  Do  bring  in  every  one  in  their  turn,  Peter  mine.  So 
much  time  goes  in  hunting  for  this  man  and  that  man  .... 


and  life  la  too  short  for  all  lint  Wlitre  arc  these  Jews  iiid 
Cjril  plunged  info  thi,  latter  lialf  of  his  diys  iiork  nith  lint 
untiring  energy,  self  sacrifice,  and  method  nhitl  tommindLd 
fjr  hini,  in  spite  of  all  suspicions  of  his  violence,  anibiliun,  and 
mlngut,  the  lo\ing  awe  and  iinphiit  obedienLC  ot  '■eM.ral  huii 
dred  ihou«and  human  beings 

So  Philijninon  went  out  with  the  parabolani,  i  sort  of  organ 
licd  guild  of  district  \i=itor«  And  m  their  company  In, 

-in  that  afternoon  the  dirk  aide  of  that  uorld  wliCRof  the 
harbor  panorama  had  been  the  bright  one  In  squall  1  mi-.(n, 
fihh  protligaiy,  ignorince,  fciOLitj,  diicontent,  iii'leetcd  m 
bodv,  house,  vmI  'oul  by  the  civil  auiliontii  •.,  proving  ihtir 
e\i-(enre  only  in  aimle-a  ind  singsiinarj  riots,  there  they 
starved  ind  rotted  heap  on  heap  the  mi  -e-.  of  the  old  Gie^'k 
population  close  to  the  greiC  food  evporting  harbor  of  the  vs  orld 
Among  tlie~.e,  fiercely  perhaps,  and  fimtiL^llj,  but  still  among 
them,  and  for  ihem,  labored  those  di-tint  vi  ilor  ,  iiiglit  ind 
day  And  =0  Philammon  toiled  iiv  ij  with  lliem,  cirr\m^  food 
and  clothing  helping  siek  to  the  ho  pital  and  dc  id  to  the  burtil , 
cleaning  out  the  infected  hou-<.s  — toi  ihe  fevtr  wis  all  but 
perenni^  m  those  quarter-  — and  conilorlmg  the  djing  with 
the  good  nevrs  ot  tbi^iicnesS  from  abo*e,  tdl  the  larger  iium- 
lier  had  to  relnm  for  evening  servici  He  hoivcv<r  \*a  kept 
hv  hi-  superior  wait  lung  al  a  sitk  Ind  idi  ind  it  v*  h  1  i(c  at 
niffht  belore  he  got  home  in  i  «  as  rcjiorti  d  lo  Pi  ti  r  the  Reader 
as  having  actiuillid  hiin  tit  like  a  mm  of  G>i  Oa  indeed, 
without  thi  le  1st  thought  ol    lung    m\(Iiin^nol!    or  s,  ||    acri 
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impressions ;  when  he  was  awakened  by  the  tramp  of  hurried 
feet  in  the  street  outside,  and  shouts,  which  gradually,  as  he  be- 
came conscious,  shaped  themselves  into  Xries  of  *^  Alexander's 
church  is  on  fire !     Help,  good  Christians !    Fire !    Help ! " 

Whereat  he  sat  up  in  his  truckle-bed,  tried  to  recollect  where 
he  was,  and  having  with  some  trouble  succeeded,  threw  on  his 
sheep-skin,  and  jumped  up  to  ask  the  news  fix>m  the  deacons  and 
monks  who  were  hurrying  along  the  corridor  outside.  ^  Yes, 
Alexander's  church  was  on  fire " ;  and  down  the  stairs,  they 
poured,  across  the  court-yard,  and  out  into  the  street,  Peter's 
tall  figure  serving  as  a  standard  and  rallying-point 

As  they  rushed  out  through  the  gateway,  Philammon,  dazzled 
by  the  sudden  transition  from  the  darkness  within  to  the  blaze 
of  moon  and  star  light  which  flooded  the  street,  the  walls,  and 
shining  roofs,  hung  back  a  moment.  That  hesitation  probably 
saved  his  life ;  for  in  an  instant  he  saw  a  dark  figure  spring  out 
of  the  shadow,  a  long  knife  flashed  across  his  eyes,  and  a  priest 
next  to  him  sunk  upon  the  pavement  with  a  groan,  while  the 
assassin  dashed  off  down  the  street,  hotly  pursued  by  monks 
and  parabolani. 

Philammon,  who  ran  like  a  desert  ostrich,  had  soon  out- 
stripped all  but  Peter,  when  several  more  dark  figures  sprang 
out  of  doorways  and  corners,  and  joined,  or  seemed  to  join,  the 
pursuit.  Suddenly,  however,  after  running  a  hundred  yards, 
they  drew  up  opposite  the  mouth  of  a  side  street ;  the  assassin 
stopped  also.  Peter,  suspecting  something  wrong,  slackened  his 
pace,  and  caught  Philammon's  arm. 

"  Do  you  see  those  fellows  in  the  shadow  ?  " 

But,  before  Philammon  could  answer,  some  thirty  or  forty 
men,  their  daggers  gleaming  in  the  moonlight,  moved  out  into 
the  middle  of  the  street,  and  received  the  fugitives  into  their 
ranks.  What  was  the  meaning  of  it?  Here  was  a  pleasant 
taste  of  the  ways  of  the  most  Christian  and  civilized  city  of  the 
Empire ! 

"  Well,"  thought  Philammon,  "  I  have  come  out  to  see  the 
world,  and  I  seem,  at  this  rate,  to  be  likely  to  see  enough  of  it" 


Peter  tumod  at  once,  and  fled  ;is  ijuieklj  as  lit  find  pursued; 
while  Pliiliimmon,  considering  diati'clion  tlic  better  part  of  valor, 
followed,  and  iliey  riyoined  tlieii"  paity,  lirtatliless. 

"  There  is  an  armed  mob  at  the  end  of  tlie  stivet." 

"  AsHassinii ! "  "  Jews ! "  "A  consjiiiacy ! "  Up  rose  a  Babcl 
of  doubtful  voices.  The  foe  appeared  in  sight,  advancing 
Elealiliil}',  and  tbc  whole  party  took  to  I1i<;hl,  led  once  more  by 
I'eier,  who  seemed  determined  to  make  tree  use,  in  beluilf  of 
hU  own  safely,  of  tlic  long  legs  wiiicli  nature  Lad  given  iiini. 

Pliilammon  followed,  sulkily  and  unwillingly,  at  a  font's  pace; 
but  he  bad  not  gone  a  dozen  yards  when  a  pitiable  voice  at  hid 
feet  eallcd  to  him,  ^~ 

•^  Help '.  rnerey !  Do  not  leave  me  here  to  be  mui'dered !  I 
nm  a  Christian ;  indeed  I  am  a  Cliri.-iiian !  " 

Philammon  stoojied,  and  lifted  from  the  ground  a  comely 
negro-vroman,  weeping,  and  shivering  in  a  few  taltcred  ivmnanis 
of  clothing. 

"  I  ran  out  when  ihcy  -.  lid  the  dmrch  wis  on  fire,"  aobbed 
the  poor  creature,  "and  tht  Jtws  but  and  woundud  me  Ihiy 
lore  my  shawl  and  tunic  off  mc  before  I  could  gel  aw  a)  from 
them;  and  then  our  own  people  ran  o\(.r  me,  ind  tiod  uik, 
down.  And  now  my  hu^hand  will  bt  it  mi  if  I  e\cr  gel  home 
Quick!  up  this  ■ihIc  siri.t  or  wt -h  dl  be  muidtitiP 

The  armtd  men,  wbosxvLi  llnj  «ne  wen  di  (  on  thcni 
Tliere  was  no  Inni  to  be  lot  ml  Pbilunmon,  i  iiin„'  ii.  r 
that  he  would  not  Je^irt  ]u  r  hurrnd  her  up  tin,  -idc  litLt 
which  she  pointed  out  But  the  pur-uers  liad  eiught  '■i^lit  ot 
ihcm,  and  uhih  the  ma-'S  held  on  up  the  mtiui  etrcct,  three  or 
four  turned  aside  and  ga\  e  clia-e      The  poor  negrt-s  could 


nil  I       .■^tl  \  «U 


he  IrajXMl  upon  lilin.  IdhMl   him  to 
toi'c  tilt"  (laL^L^'T  Iroiii  Ills  IiiiikI.  and 
in  time   to  >trikr  his  new   weapon 
i'ace.     The  man  put  his  hand  to  hu 
a  feUow-raffian,  who  was  close  c 
flashed  with  victory,  took  advanta^ 
fore  the  worthy  pair  could  recove 
blows,  which,  luckily  for  them,  came 
or  the  young  monk  might  have  ha 
swer  for.     As  it  was,  they  turned  an 
miknown  tongoe;  and   Philammon 
and  abne,  with  the  trembling  negreu 
who,  stunned  by  the  blow  and  the  fall, 
mcmta 

It  was  an  over  in  a  minute.  •  •  .  • 
under  the  gateway,  pouring  out  her  Bio 
this  onexpected  deliverance ;  and  Phili 
too^  when  a  thought  struck  him ;  and, 
of  his  shawl  and  sash,  he  handed  them 
considering  them  fairly  enough  as  his  < 
but,  lo  and  behold  I  as  she  was  overw 
a  fresh  mob  poured  into  the  street  : 
were  dose  on  them  before  they  were 
terror  and  despair,  ....  and  then  a 
gled  moonlight  and  torchlio^hf    ^^'^ 


—• 


"  So  he  did,"  said  Philammon,  dragging  up  liis  captive,  "  and 
here  is  his  fellow-scoundrel."  Wliereon  llie  two  worll.ies  were 
speedily  tied  logellier  hy  llie  elbows ;  and  tiie  party  raarciied  on 
once  more  in  search  of  Alexander's  church,  and  the  supposed 

Philammon  looked  round  for  the  negresa,  but  she  had  van- 
ished, lie  was  far  too  much  ashamed  of  being  known  to  have 
been  alone  with  a  woman  to  say  anything  about  her.  Yet  lie 
longed  to  see  her  again ;  an  interest  —  even  something  like  an 
afTection  —  had  already  eprung  up  in  his  heart  toward  the  poor 
simple  creature  whom  he  had  delivered  from  death.  Instead 
of  thinking  her  ungrateful  for  not  staying  to  lell  what  he  had 
done   for   her,  he  was   thankful   to   her   for   having   saved    his 

blushes,  hy  disappearing  so  opportunely And  he  longed 

to  tell  her  so,  —  to  know  if  she  was  hurt,  —  to .     O  Plii- 

lammon  !  only  four  days  from  the  Laura,  and  a  whole  regiment 
of  women  acquaintances  already !  True,  Providence  having 
sent  into  the  world  about  as  many  women  as  men,  it  may  be 
dilTicull  to  keep  out  of  their  way  altogether.  Pei'haps,  too. 
Providence  may  have  intended  them  to  be  of  some  use  io  that 
other  sex,  with  whom  it  has  so  mixed  them  up.  Don't  argue, 
poor  Philammon  ;  Alexander's  church  is  on  lire !  —  forward  ! 

And  so  they  hurried  on,  a  contused  mass  of  monks  and  popu- 
lace, with  their  hapless  prisoners  in  the  centre,  who,  hauled, 
cuffed,  questioned,  and  cursed,  by  twenty  self-elected  inquisitors 
at  once,  thought  fit,  either  from  Jewish  obstinacy,  or  sheer  be 
wilderment,  to  give  no  account  whalsocver  of  themselves. 


stinct   wa>  to  prc-s  Inrwnrd   ;i-^  closr  a>   li<'   dared And 

\\\v.>i'  were  Koniaii  >(»ldi«'i".- 1  —  tlie  coinnni-ors  ot*  llie  world!  — 
the  nK'ii  who-e  name  had  llii-illed  liim  iVoni  his  childhood  with 
va^rue   awe   and   admiration,   dimlv   heard   of  up   there   in   the 

lonely  Laura Koman  soldiers  I     And  here  he  was  face 

to  face  with  tlicni  at  last! 

Ills  curiosity  received  a  sudden  check,  however,  as  he  foum^ 
his  arm  seized  by  an  ollicer,  a>  he  took  him  to  be,  from  the  frold 
ornaments  on  his  helmet  and  cuirass,  who  lifted  his  vine-stock 
threatenin^rly  over  the  youn;;  monk's  head,  and  demanded, — 

'•  AVhat  's  all  this  about?  Why  are  vou  not  (luietly  in  your 
beds,  you  Alexandrian  rascals  ?  " 

*'  Alexander's  church  is  on  fire,"  answered  Philaramon,  think- 
ing the  sliortest  answer  the  wisest. 

'*  So  much  the  better.'* 

"And  the  Jews  are  murderinG^  the  Christians." 

'•  Figlit  it  out,  then.     Turn  in,  men,  it  's  only  a  riot." 

And  the  steel-clad  apparition  suddenly  ilashed  round,  and 
vanished,  tram|)ling  and  jingling  into  the  dark  jaws  of  the  guard- 
house gate,  while  the  stream,  its  temporary  barrier  removed, 
rushed  on  wilder  than  ever. 

Philammon  hurried  on  too  with  them,  not  w^ithout  a  strange 
feeling  of  disa[>pointment.  *'  Only  a  riot !  "  Peter  was  chuck- 
ling to  his  brothers  over  their  cleverness  in  "  having  kept  the 
prisoners  in  the  middle,  and  stopped  the  rascals'  mouths  till 
they  wen;  past  the  guard-house."  '*  A  line  thing  to  boast  of," 
thought  PliiUimmon,  **  in  the  face  of  the  men  who  make  and 
unmake  kings  and  Caesars!"  "Only  a  riot!"  He,  and  the 
corps  of  district  visitors,  —  whom  he   fancied  the  most  august 


it  beciuso  tliey  ivere  indifllTcnt  to  llic  c:iuse  (if  the  Churtli? 
....  or  bt-caufc  lliej-  were  inUifl'troiit  to  iliu  taust  uf"  wliitli 
he  Kus  inclined  to  think  Limsdf  a.  not  unimportiint  raunibcr,  on 
tLc  strength  of  liis  kite  Samsonic  defeat  of  Jewish  persecutors  ? 
At  least,  he  obeyed  the  little  porter's  advice,  and  "  felt  rery 
small  indeed." 

And  he  felt  smaller  i-til!,  being  young  and  alive  to  riJienle, 
when,  at  some  sudden  ebb  or  tlou-,  wave  or  wavelet,  of  llie 
Bulrel  sea,  which  weltered  up  and  down  every  sln/et,  a  slirill 
female  voice  infomied  (hem  from  an  upper  window,  that  Alex- 
ander's cliurch  was  not  on  fire  at  all ;  that  she  bud  gone  to  (lie 
top  of  the  house,  as  they  miglit  have  gone,  if  they  bad  not  been 
fools,  tec,  &.C. ;  and  tliat  it  "  looked  us  safe  and  as  n;rly  as  ever  "  ; 
wherewiih,  abriekbat  or  two  having  been  sent  up  Jn  answer, 
she  shut  the  blind?,  leaving  tliem  to  lialt,  inquire,  diseover  fri'iid- 
ually  and  piecemeal,  after  tlie  meiboJ  of  mobs,  tliey  bad  been 
following  the  nature  of  mobs  ;  that  no  one  bad  seen  the  ehiirch 
on  fire,  or  seen  any  one  else  who  had  seen  the  same,  or  even 
seen  any  light  in  the  sky  in  any  quarter,  or  knew  wIjo  raised 
the  cry;  or  —  or  — in  short,  Alexiinder's  church  was  two  miles 
off;  if  it  was  on  lire,  it  was  eillier  burnt  down  or  saved  by  this 
time;  if  not,  the  iiighl-air  was,  to  say  the  least,  tliilly :  and, 
whether  it  was  or  not,  there  were  ambuscades  of  Jews  ^ — -.Satan 
only  knew  how  strong;  —  in  every  street  between  ihini  and  i(. 
....  Slight  it  not  be  belter  to  secure  llieir  two  |iri>oners,  and 
then  ask  for  further  orders  from  llie  iirel[bi>bop  ?  Wherewith, 
after  Ihe  manner  of  mobs,  they  melted  oii'  ibe  way  lliey  eanie. 
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been  taken  in,  —  that  Alexander's  church  had  never  been  on 
fire  at  all,  —  that  the  Jews  had  murdered  a  thousand  Christians 
at  least,  though  three  dead  bodies,  including  the  poor  priest  who 
lay  in  the  house  within,  were  all  of  the  thousand  who  had  jet 
been  seen, —  and  that  the  whole  Jews'  quarter  was  marching 
upon  them.  At  which  news  it  was  considered  advisable  to  re- 
treat into  the  archbishop's  house  as  quicklj  as  possible,  barri- 
cade the  doors,  and  prepare  for  a  siege,  —  a  work  at  which 
Philammon  performed  prodigies,  tearing  wood-work  from  the 
rooms,  and  stones  from  the  parapets,  before  it  struck  some  of 
the  more  sober-minded  that  it  was  as  well  to  wait  for  some 
more  decided  demonstration  of  attack  before  incurring  so  heavy 
a  carpenter's  bill  of  repairs. 

At  last  the  heavy  tramp  of  footsteps  was  heard  coming  down 
the  street,  and  every  window  was  crowded  in  an  instant  with 
eager  heads  ;  while  Peter  rushed  down  stairs  to  heat  the  large 
coppers,  having  some  experience  in  the  defensive  virtaes  of 
boiling  water.  The  bright  moon  glittered  on  a  long  line  of  hel- 
mets and  cuirasses.     Thank  Heaven  !  it  was  the  soldiery. 

"  Are  the  Jews  coming  ?  "  "  Is  the  city  quiet  ?  "  "  Why 
did  not  you  prevent  this  villany  ?  "  "A  thousand  citizens  mur- 
dered while  you  have  been  snoring  I "  —  and  a  volley  of  similar 
ejaculations,  greeted  the  soldiers  as  they  passed,  and  were 
answered  by  a  cool  —  "  To  your  perches,  and  sleep,  you  noisy 
chickens,  or  we  'U  set  the  coop  on  fire  about  your  ears  ?  " 

A  yell  of  defiance  answered  this  polite  speech,  and  the  sol- 
diery, who  knew  perfectly  well  that  the  unarmed  ecclesiastics 
within  were  not  to  be  trifled  with,  and  had  no  ambition  to 
die  by  coping-stones  and  hot  water,  went  quietly  on  their  way. 

All  danger  was  now  passed ;  and  the  cackling  rose  jubilant, 
louder  than  ever,  and  might  have  continued  till  daylight,  had 
not  a  window  in  the  court-yard  been  suddenly  thrown  open,  and 
the  awful  voice  of  Cyril  commanded  silence. 

"  Every  man  sleep  where  he  can.  I  shall  want  you  at  day- 
break. The  superiors  of  the  parabolani  are  to  come  up  to  me 
with  the  two  prisoners,  and  the  men  who  took  them." 


s  Philaramon  found  hiinself,  witli  i^ome  tivoiity 
other.-i,  in  ihe  great  man's  presence  :  lie  ivas  sitting  iil  his  desk, 
writing,  quietly,  small  notes  on  slijis  of  ija|jiT, 

'^  Here  is  llie  youlli  who  helptil  me  to  pursue  tlie  mur- 
derer, and,  having  outrun  mc,  ivos  attacked  by  the  priwn- 
ers,"  said  Peter,  "My  hands  are  eiean  from  blood,  I  thank 
the  Ijord ! " 

"Three  set  on  me  with  daggers,"  said  Pliilamraon,  ajiologcli- 
cally,  '■  aiid  I  was  foreed  to  take  tlii^t  one's  dagger  away,  and 
beat  off  tlie  two  others  witli  it." 

Cyril  smiled,  and  shook  his  head. 

"  Thou  art  a  brave  boy ;  but  hast  thou  not  rend,  '  If  a  man 
smite  tliee  on  one  cheek,  turn  to  him  llie  other'  ?  " 

"  I  could  not  run  away,  as  Master  Peter  and  the  rest 
did." 

"  So  you  run  away,  eb  ?  my  worthy  friend?  " 

"  Is  it  not  written,"  asked  Peter,  in  his  blandest  lone,  " '  If 
they  persecute  you  in  one  city,  flee  unto  another'  ?  " 

"  Cyril  smiled  again,     "  And  why  could  not  you  run  away, 

Phibmrnon  blushed  scarlet,  but  he  dared  not  lie.  "  There 
was  a  —  a  poor  black  woman,  wounded  and  trodden  down,  and 
I  dare  not  leave  her,  for  she  told  nie  she  was  a  Christian." 

'•  Right,  my  son,  riglil.     I  shall  remember  tins.     What  wiu 

"  I  did  not  hear  it.  —  Slay,  1  think  she  s.-iid  Judith." 
"  Ah  !  the  wife  of  the  porter,  who  stands  at  the  lectiirc-room 
door,  which   God   confound  !     A  devout   woman,   full    of  good 
works,  and  sorely  ill-treated  by  her  heailitn  husband.     Petci-, 


And  the  sUifF  of  orderlies  filed  out,  thanking  Heaven  that 
they  had  a  leader  so  prompt  and  valiant,  and  s[)ent  the  next 
hour  over  the  hall  fire,  eating  millet  cakes,  drinking  bad  beer, 
likening  Cyril  to  Barak,  Gideon,  Samson,  Jephlhah,  Judas 
Maccabeus,  and  all  the  worthies  of  the  Old  Testament,  and  then 
started  on  their  pacific  errand. 

Philammon  was  about  to  follow  them,  when  Cyril  stopped 
him. 
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^  Stay,  my  son ;  you  are  young  and  rash,  and  do  not  know 
the  city.  Lie  down  here  and  sleep  in  the  anteroom.  Three 
hours  hence  the  sun  rises,  and  we  go  forth  against  the  enemies 
of  the  Lord." 

Phihunmon  threw  himself  on  the  floor  in  a  comer,  and  slum- 
bered like  a  child,  till  he  was  awakened  in  the  gray  dawn  by 
one  of  the  parabolani. 

"  Up,  boy !  and  see  what  we  can  do.  Cyril  goes  down  great- 
er than  Barak,  the  son  of  Abinoam,  not  with  ten,  but  with 
thirty  thousand  men  at  his  feet !  " 

"  Ay,  my  brothers !  "  said  Cyril,  as  he  passed  proudly  out 
in  full  ponti6cals,  with  a  gorgeous  retinue  of  priests  and  dea- 
cons, —  ^  the  Catholic  Church  has  her  organization,  her  unity, 
her  common  cause,  her  watchwords,  such  as  the  tyrants  of  the 
earth,  in  their  weakness  and  their  divisions,  may  envy  and 
tremble  at,  but  cannot  imitate.  Could  Orestes  raise,  in  three 
hours,  thirty  thousand  men,  who  would  die  for  him  ?  " 

"  As  we  will  for  you !  *'  shouted  many  voices. 

*'  Say  for  the  kingdom  of  God."    And  he  passed  out 

And  so  ended  Philammon's  first  day  in  Alexandria. 


CHAPTER   VI. 

THE  NEW  DIOGENES. 

About  five  o'clock  the  next  morning,  Raphael  Aben-Ezra 
was  lying  in  bed,  alternately  yawning  over  a  manuscript  of  Philo 
Judaeus,  pulling  the  ears  of  his  huge  British  mastiff,  watching 
the  sparkle  of  the  fountain  in  the  court  outside,  wondering  when 
that  lazy  boy  would  come  to  tell  him  that  the  bath  was  warmed, 
and  meditating,  half  aloud 


"Alas!  poor  me  I  Here  I  am,  back  again, — just  at  the 
point  from  which  I  started ! .  .  .  .  How  am  I  to  get  free  from 
that  heathen  Siren  ?  Plagues  on  her !  I  shall  end  by  falling 
in  love  with  her. ....  I  don't  know  that  I  have  not  got  a  barb 
of  the  blind  boy  in  me  already.  I  felt  absurdly  glad  the  other 
day  when  that  fool  told  me  he  dare  not  accept  her  modest  offer. 
Ha !  ha !  A  delicious  joke  it  would  have  been  to  have  seen 
Orestes  bowing  down  to  stocks  and  stones,  and  Hypatia  installed 
in  the  ruins  of  the  Serapeium,  as  High  Priestess  of  the  Abom- 
ination of  Desolation !  .  .  . .  And  now  ....  Well :  I  call  all 
heaven  and  earth  to  witness  that  I  have  fought  valiantly.  I 
have  faced  naughty  little  Eros  like  a  man,  rod  in  hand.  What 
could  a  poor  human  being  do  more  than  try  to  marry  her  to 
some  one  else,  in  hopes  of  sickening  himself  of  the  whole  mat- 
ter ?  Well,  every  moth  has  its  candle,  and  every  man  his  des- 
tiny. But  the  daring  of  the  little  fool !  What  huge  imaginations 
she  has !  She  might  be  another  Zenobia,  now,  with  Orestes  as 
Odenatus,  and  Raphael  Aben-Ezra  to  play  the  part  of  Longinus 
....  and  receive  Longinus's  salary  of  axe  or  poison.  She  don't 
care  for  me ;  she  would  sacrifice  me,  or  a  thousand  of  me,  the 
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cold-blooded  fieuiatical  archangel  tliat  she  is,  to  water  with  our 
blood  the  foundation  of  some  new  temple  of  cast  rags  and  broken 

dolls O  Raphael  Aben-Ezra,  what  a  fool  you  are 

You  know  you  are  going  off  as  usual  to  her  lecture,  this  very 
morning ! " 

At  this  crisis  of  his  confessions  the  page  entered,  and  an- 
nounced, not  the  bath,  but  Miriam. 

The  old  woman,  who,  in  virtue  of  her  profession,  had  the  pri- 
vate entry  of  all  fashionable  chambers  in  Alexandria,  came  in 
hurriedly :  and,  instead  of  seating  herself  as  usual,  for  a  gossip, 
remained  standing,  and  motioned  the  boy  out  of  the  room. 

"  Well,  my  sweet  mother  ?  Sit.  Ah  !  I  see !  You  rascal, 
you  have  brought  in  no  wine  for  the  lady.  Don't  you  know  her 
little  ways  yet  ?  " 

*'  Eos  has  got  it  at  the  door,  of  course,**  answered  the  boy, 
with  a  saucy  air  of  offended  virtue. 

"  Out  with  you,  imp  of  Satan  ! "  cried  Miriam.  "  This  is  no 
time  for  wine-bibbing.  Raphael  Aben-Ezra,  why  are  you  lying 
here  ?     Did  you  not  receive  a  note  last  night  ?  " 

"  A  note  ?  So  I  did :  but  I  was  too  sleepy  to  read  it.  There 
it  lies.  Boy,  bring  it  here. ....  What 's  this  ?  A  scrap  out  of 
Jeremiah  ?  '  Arise,  and  flee  for  thy  life,  for  evil  is  determined 
against  the  whole  house  of  Israel ! '  —  Does  this  come  from  the 
chief  rabbi  ?  I  always  took  the  venerable  father  for  a  sober 
man £h,  Miriam  ?  " 

^^  Fool !  instead  of  laughing  at  the  sacred  words  of  the  proph- 
ets, get  up  and  obey  them.     I  sent  you  the  note." 

^  Why  can't  I  obey  them  in  bed  ?  Here  I  am,  reading  hard 
at  the  Cabbala,  or  Philo,  —  who  is  stupider  sdU,  —  and  what 
more  would  you  have  ?  " 

The  old  woman,  unable  to  restrain  her  impatience,  literally 
ran  at  him,  gnashing  her  teeth,  and,  before  he  was  aware, 
dragged  him  out  of  bed  upon  the  floor,  where  he  stood  meekly 
wondering  what  would  come  next. 

^  Many  thanks,  mother,  for  having  saved  me  the  one  daily 
torture  of  life,  — ^tting  out  of  bed  by  one's  own  exertion." 

8* 
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^  Raphael  Aben-Ezra !  are  yoa  bo  besotted  with  jour  philos- 
ophy and  your  heathenry,  and  your  laziness,  and  your  contempt 
for  God  and  man,  that  you  will  see  your  nation  given  up  for  a 
prey,  and  your  wealth  plundered  by  heathen  dogs  ?  I  tell  you 
Cyril  has  sworn  that  God  shall  do  so  to  him,  and  more  also,  if 
there  be  a  Jew  left  in  Alexandria  by  to-morrow  about  this 
time." 

^  So  much  the  better  for  the  Jews,  then,  if  they  are  half  as 
tired  of  this  noisy  Pandemonium  as  I  am.  But  how  can  I  help 
it?  Am  I  Queen  Esther,  to  go  to  Ahasuerus  there  in  the 
prefect's  palace,  and  get  him  to  hold  out  the  golden  sceptre  to 
me?" 

*'  Fool !  if  you  had  read  that  note  last  night,  you  might  have 
gone  and  saved  us,  and  your  name  would  have  been  handed 
down  for  ever  from  generation  to  generation  as  a  second  Mor- 
decai." 

"  My  dear  mother,  Ahasuerus  would  have  been  either  fast 
asleep  or  far  too  drunk  to  listen  to  me.  Why  did  you  not  go 
yourself?" 

^  Do  you  suppose  that  I  would  not  have  gone  if  I  could  ? 
Do  you  fancy  me  a  sluggard  like  yourself?  At  the  risk  of  my 
life  I  have  got  hither  in  time,  if  there  be  time,  to  save  you." 

**  Well :  shall  I  dress  ?     What  can  be  done  now  ?  " 

"  Nothing !  The  streets  are  blockaded  by  CyriFs  mob.  — 
There  !  do  you  hear  the  shouts  and  screams  ?  They  are  attack- 
ing the  further  part  of  the  quarter  already." 

"  What !  are  they  murdering  them  ?  "  asked  Raphael,  throw- 
ing on  his  pelisse.  *'  Because,  if  it  has  really  come  to  a  practi- 
cal joke  of  that  kind,  I  shall  have  the  greatest  pleasure  in 
employing  a  counter-irritant.  Here,  boy  !  My  sword  and  dag- 
ger !     Quick ! " 

"  No,  the  hypocrites !  No  blood  is  to  be  shed,  they  say,  if  we 
make  no  resistance,  and  let  them  pillage.     Cyril  and  his  monks 

are  there,  to  prevent  outrage,  and  so  forth The  Angel  of 

the  Lord  scatter  them  I " 

The  conversation  was  interrupted  by  the  Tushing  in  of  the 


whole  household,  in  an  agony  of  (error;  and  Rapliacl,  at  la-t 
ihorouglily  roused,  went  to  a  winilow  wliieh  looki?J  into  (ho 
ftrcet.  Tli«  llioroughfare  was  full  of  stwKliiig  women  and 
fL-rearaing  children  ;  while  men,  old  and  joung,  Icmked  on  at  the 
plunder  of  their  property  with  Irue  .Jewish  doggedness,  too  pru- 
dent to  resist,  but  too  manful  to  complain  ;  while  furniture  came 
flying  out  of  every  window,  and  from  dour  after  door  poured  a 
stream  of  rascality,  carrying  off  money,  jewels,  silkii,  and  all  Ihe 
treasures  which  Jewish  usury  had  accumulated  during  many  a 
generation.  But  unmoved  amid  the  roaring  se.i  of  plunderers 
and  plundered,  etood,  scattered  up  and  down,  Cyril's  spiriirial 
police,  enforcing, by  a  word,  an  obedience  which  the  Roman  sol- 
diers could  only  have  compelled  by  hard  blows  of  the  spcar-biit. 
There  was  to  be  no  outrage,  and  no  outrage  there  was  ;  and 
more  than  once  some  man  in  priestly  robes  hurried  through  the 
crowd,  leading  by  the  hand,  tenderly  enough,  a  lost  child  in 
search  of  its  parents. 

Raphael  stood  watching  silently,  while  Miriam,  who  had  fol- 
lowed him  up  stairs,  paced  the  room  in  an  ecstasy  of  rage,  call- 
ing vainly  to  him  to  speak  or  act. 

"  Let  me  alone,  mother,"  he  said,  at  last.  "  It  will  be  full  ten 
minutes  more  before  they  pay  me  a  visit,  and  in  the  mean  time 
what  can  one  do  belter  than  watch  the  progress  of  thi:',  the  little 
Eso-ltis  ?  " 

"Not  hke  lh.it  lirst  one  !  Then  wc  went  forth  with  cymbals 
and  songs  to  tlie  Reil  Sea  triumph  !  Then  we  borrowed,  every 
woman  of  her  neighbor,  jewels  of  silver,  and  jewels  of  goUl,  and 
raimenl." 

"  And  now  we  pay  them  back  again  ;  ....  it  is  but  fair,  after 
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(with  a  contemptaous  look  round)  ^  with  heathen  imagery ;  and 
our  daughters  are  —  Look  there  I " 

As  she  spoke,  a  beautiful  girl  rushed  shrieking  out  of  an  ad- 
joining house,  followed  by  some  half-drunk  ruffian,  who  was 
clutching  at  the  gold  chains  and  trinkets  with  which  she  was 
profusely  bedecked,  afler  the  fashion  of  Jewish  women.  The 
rascal  had  just  seized  with  one  hand  her  streaming  black  tresses, 
and  with  the  other  a  heavy  collar  of  gold  which  was  wound 
round  her  throat,  when  a  priest,  stepping  up,  laid  a  quiet  hand 
upon  his  shoulder.  The  fellow,  too  maddened  to  obey,  turned, 
and  struck  back  the  restraining  arm  .  •  • .  and  in  an  instant  was 
felled  to  the  earth  by  a  young  monk 

*^  Touchest  thou  the  Lord's  anointed,  sacrilegious  wretch  ? " 
cried  the  man  of  the  desert,  as  the  fellow  dropped  on  the  pave- 
ment, with  his  booty  in  his  hand. 

The  monk  tore  the  gold  necklace  from  his  grasp,  looked  at  it 
for  a  moment  with  childish  wonder,  as  a  savage  might  at  some 
incomprehensible  product  of  civilized  industry,  and  then,  spit- 
ting on  it  in  contempt,  dashed  it  on  the  ground,  and  trampled  it 
into  the  mud. 

'^  Follow  the  golden  wedge  of  Achan,  and  the  silver  of  Iscar- 
iot,  thou  root  of  all  evil ! "  And  he  rushed  on,  yelling,  ^  Down 
with  the  circumcision  !  Down  with  the  blasphemers  I "  —  while 
the  poor  girl  vanished  among  the  crowd. 

Raphael  watched  him  with  a  quaint,  thoughtful  smile,  while 
Miriam  shrieked  aloud  at  the  destruction  of  the  precious  trum- 
pery. 

"  The  monk  is  right,  mother.  If  those  Christians  go  on  upon 
that  method,  they  must  beat  us.  It  has  been  our  ruin  from  the 
first,  our  &ncy  for  loading  ourselves  with  the  thick  clay." 

"What  will  you  do?"  cried  Miriam,  clutching  him  by  the 
arm. 

"  What  will  you  do  ?  " 

"  I  am  safe.  I  have  a  boat  waiting  for  me  on  the  canal  at 
the  garden  gate,  and  in  Alexandria  I  stay ;  no  Christian  hound 
shall  make  old  Miriam  move  a  foot  against  her  wiU.    My  jew- 


eh  are  all    buried,  —  my  girls  all  polil;  save  wlint  you  can, 

"  My  snect  mollicr,  wliy  so  peculiarly  solit-ilous  iilnmt  my 
welfare,  almve  that  of  all  llic  sons  of  JuJali  ?  " 

"  Because  —  because  —  No,  I  '11  lull  you  tjiat  another  time. 
But  I  loved  your  mother,  and  she  loved  me.     Come ! " 

Kaphacl  relapsed  into  silence  for  a  few  minutes,  and  watched 
the  tumult  below. 

"How  those  Christian  priests  keep  llieir  men  in  order! 
There  ia  no  use  resisting  destiny.  They  are  tlic  strong  men  of 
the  lime,  after  all;  and  tlie  little  Exodus  must  needs  have  its 
course.     Miriam,  dauf;hter  of  Jonathan " 

"  I  am  no  man's  dau;;hter!  I  have  neither  father  nor  mother, 
husband  nor Call  me  mother  again ! " 

"  Whatsoever  I  am  to  call  you,  tiicrc  nrc  jewels  enough  in 
that  closet  to  buy  half  Alexandria.     Take  them.     I  am  going." 

"  With  me?" 

"  Out  into  the  world,  my  dear  lady.  I  am  bored  with  riches. 
That  young  savage  of  a  monk  understood  tliem  better  than  we 
Jews  do.     I  shall  just  make  a  virtue  of  necessity,  and  turn 

"Beggar?" 

"  Why  not  ?  Don't  argue.  Those  scoundrels  will  make  me 
one,  whether  1  like  or  not;  so  forth  I  go.  There  will  be  few 
leave-takings.  This  brute  of  a  dog  is  the  only  friend  I  have 
on  earth  ;  and  I  love  her,  because  she  has  the  true  old,  dogjjcd, 
spiteful,  cunning,  obstinate  Maeeabee  spirit  in  her,  —  of  which 
if  we  bad  a  spark  left  in  us  just  now,  there  would  be  no  little 
Eko<Iu9  ;  eh.  Bran,  my  beauty?" 
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"  If  you  choose.  At  all  events  the  easiest  way  to  cat  the 
knot  is  to  expatriate.  I  shall  beg  mj  passage  on  board  the  first 
ship  to  Cjrene,  and  go  and  study  life  in  Italy  with  Heraclian's 
expedition.  Quick,  —  take  the  jewels,  and  breed  fresh  trpables 
for  yourself  with  them.  I  am  going.  My  liberators  are  batter- 
ing the  outer  door  ahready." 

Miriam  greedily  tore  out  of  the  closet  diamonds  and  pearls, 
rubies,  and  emeralds,  and  concealed  them  among  her  ample 
robes :  —  '^  Gro !  go !  Escape  from  her  I   I  will  hide  your  jewels !  ** 

^*  Ay,  hide  them,  as  mother  earth  does  all  things,  in  that  all- 
embracing  bosom.  You  will  have  doubled  them  before  we 
meet  again,  no  doubt.     Farewell,  mother  I " 

"  But  not  for  ever,  Raphael !  not  for  ever !  Promise  me,  ir 
the  name  of  the  four  archangels,  that,  if  you  are  in  trouble  oi 
danger,  you  will  write  to  me,  at  the  house  of  Eudaimon." 

''The  little  porter  philosopher,  who  hangs  about  Hypatia*E 
lecture-room  ?  *' 

^  The  same,  the  same.  He  will  give  me  your  letter,  and  I 
swear  to  you,  I  will  cross  the  mountains  of  Kaf  to  deliver  you  I 
—  I  will  pay  you  all  back.  By  Abraham,  Isaac,  and  Jacob  I 
swear  I  May  my  tongue  cleave  to  the  roof  of  my  mouth,  if  I 
do  not  account  to  you  for  the  last  penny  I " 

''  Don*t  commit  yourself  to  rash  promises,  my  dear  lady.  If 
I  am  bored  with  poverty,  I  can  but  borrow  a  few  gold  pieces  of 
a  rabbi,  and  turn  peddler.  I  really  do  not  trust  you  to  pay 
me  back,  so  I  shall  not  be  disappointed  if  you  do  not.  Why 
should  I?" 

"  Because  —  because  —  0  God  I  No,  —  never  mind  I  You 
shall  have  all  back.  Spirit  of  Elias  I  where  is  the  black  agate  ? 
Why  is  it  not  among  these  ?  —  The  broken  half  of  the  black 
agate  talisman  ?  " 

Raphael  turned  pale.  "  How  did  you  know  that  I  have  a 
black  agate  ?  " 

^  How  did  I  ?  How  did  I  not  ? ''  cried  she,  clutching  him  by 
the  arm.  «  Where  is  it  ?  All  depends  on  that  I  Fool  I "  she 
went  on,  throwing  him  ofif  from  her  at  arm's  length,  as  a  sadden 


"  By  the  soul  of  my  fathers,  tlien,  you  mysterious  old  witoh, 
who  seem  to  know  everytbiDg,  that  is  exactly  what  I  have 

Miriam  clapped  her  hands  together  wildly.  "Lost!  lost! 
lost !  No !  I  will  have  it,  if  I  tear  it  out  of  her  heart !  I  will 
be  avenged  of  her,  —  the  strange  woman  who  flatters  with  her 
words,  to  whom  the  simple  go  in,  and  know  not  that  the  dead 
are  there,  and  that  her  guests  are  in  the  depiha  of  hell!  God 
do  so  to  me,  and  more  also,  if  she  and  her  sorceries  be  on  earth 
a  twelvemonth  hence  ! " 

"  Silence,  Jezebel!  Heathen  or  none,  she  is  n£  pure  as  the 
sunlight!     I  only  gave  it  her  because  she  fancied  the  talisman 

upon   iL" 

*  To  enchant  you  with  it,  to  your  ruin  ! " 

"  Brute  of  a  slave-dealer !  you  fancy  every  one  as  base  as 
the  poor  wretches  whom  you  buy  and  sell  to  shame,  that  you 
may  make  them  as  much  the  children  of  hell,  if  that  be  possible, 
as  yourself! " 

Miriam  looked  at  him,  her  large  black  eyes  widening  and 
kindling.  For  an  instant  she  felt  for  her  poniiird  —  and  then 
buret  into  an  agony  of  tears,  hid  her  face  in  her  withered 
hands,  and  rushed  from  the  room,  as  a  crash  and  shout  below 
announced  the  bursting  of  the  door. 

"  There  she  goes,  with  my  jewels.  And  here  come  my 
guests,  with  the  young  monk  at  Iheir  head.  —  One  rising  when 
the  other  sets.  A  worthy  pair  of  Dioscuri !  Come,  Bran  ! 
....  Boys!      Slaves!     Where   are   yon?     Steal   every  one 
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alas  I  the  young  monk  who  had  just  trampled  the  necklace  into 
the  mud  ....  no  other,  in  fact,  than  Philammon. 

"  Welcome,  my  worthy  guests  I  Enter,  I  beseech  you,  and 
ful^,  in  your  own  peculiar  way,  the  precepts  which  bid  you  not 
be  over-anxious  for  the  good  things  of  this  life.  ....  For 
eating  and  drinking,  my  kitchen  and  cellar  are  at  your  service. 
For  clothing,  if  any  illustrious  personage  will  do  me  the  honor 
to  change  his  holy  rags  with  me,  here  are  an  Indian  shawl- 
pelisse  and  a  pair  of  silk  trousers  at  his  service.  Perhaps  you 
will  accommodate  me,  my  handsome  young  captain,  choragus  of 
this  new  school  of  the  prophets  ?  " 

Philammon,  who  was  the  person  addressed,  tried  to  push  by 
him  contemptuously. 

"  Allow  me,  sir.  I  lead  the  way.  This  dagger  is  poisoned, 
—  a  scratch  and  you  are  dead.  This  dog  is  of  the  true  BriUsh 
breed ;  if  she  seizes  you,  red-hot  iron  will  not  loose  her,  till  she 
hears  the  bone  crack.  If  any  one  will  change  clothes  with  me, 
all  I  have  is  at  your  service.  If  not^  the  first  that  stirs  is  a 
dead  man." 

There  was  no  mistaking  the  quiet,  high-bred  determination  of 
the  speaker.  Had  he  raged  and  blustered,  Philammon  could 
have  met  him  on  his  own  ground :  but  there  was  an  easy  self- 
possessed  disdain  about  him,  which  utterly  abashed  the  young 
monk,  and  abashed,  too,  the  whole  crowd  of  rascals  at  his  heels. 

"  I  '11  change  clothes  with  you,  you  Jewish  dog  I "  roared  a 
dirty  fellow  out  of  the  mob. 

"  I  am  your  eternal  debtor.  Let  us  step  into  this  side  room. 
Walk  up  stairs,  my  friends.  Take  care,  there,  sir  I  —  That  por- 
celain, whole,  is  worth  three  thousand  gold  pieces;  broken,  it 
is  not  three  pence.  I  leave  it  to  your  good  sense  to  treat  it  ac- 
cordingly. Now  then,  my  friend !  "  And  in  the  midst  of  the 
raging  vortex  of  plunderers,  who  were  snatching  up  every- 
thing which  they  could  carry  away,  and  breaking  everything 
which  they  could  not,  he  quietly  divested  himself  of  his  finery, 
and  put  on  the  ragged  cotton  tunic,  and  battered  straw  hat, 
which  the  fellow  handed  over  to  him. 
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Fhilammon,  who  had  had  from  the  first  no  mind  to  plunder, 
stood  watching  Raphael  with  dumb  wonder ;  and  a  shudder  of 
regret,  he  knew  not  why,  passed  through  him,  as  he  saw  the 
mob  tearing  down  pictures,  and  dashing  statues  to  the  ground. 
Heathen  thej  were,  doubtless ;  but  still  the  Njmphs  and  Venuses 

looked  too  lovely  to  be  so  brutallj  destroyed There  was 

something  almost  humanly  pitiful  in  their  poor  broken  arms  and 
legs,  as  they  lay  about  upon  the  pavement  ....  He  laughed 
at  himself  for  the  notion ;  but  he  could  not  laugh  it  away. 

Raphael  seemed  to  think  that  he  ought  not  to  laugh  it  away; 
for  he  pointed  to  the  fragments,  and  with  a  quaint  look  at  the 
young  monk, — 

^  Our  nurses  used  to  tell  us, 

If  yon  can't  make  it 

Yoa  ought  not  to  break  it" 

^  I  had  no  nurse,"  said  Philammon. 

"  Ah !  —  that  accounts  —  for  this  and  other  things.  Well,* 
he  went  on,  with  the  most  provoking  good-nature,  '^  you  are  in 
a  fair  road,  my  handsome  youth ;  I  wish  you  joy  of  your  fellow- 
workmen,  and  of  your  apprenticeship  in  the  noble  art  of  monk- 
ery. Riot  and  pillage,  shrieking  women  and  houseless  children, 
in  your  twentieth  summer,  are  the  sure  path  to  a  saintship, 
such  as  Paul  of  Tarsus,  who,  with  aU  his  eccentricities,  was  a 
gentleman,  certainly  never  contemplated.  I  have  heard  of 
Phoebus  Apollo  under  many  disguises,  but  this  is  the  first  time 
I  ever  saw  him  in  the  wolf's  hide." 

'^  Or  in  the  lion's,"  said  Philammon,  trying  in  his  shame  to 
make  a  fine  speech. 

<<  Like  the  Ass  in  the  Fable.  Farewell !  Stand  out  of  the 
way,  friends !     'Ware  teeth  and  poison ! " 

And  he  disappeared  among  the  crowd,  who  made  way 
respectfully  enough  for  his  dagger  and  his  brindled  companion. 


CHAPTER   VII. 

THOSE   BY  WHOM   OFFENCES    COME. 

Philammon*s  heart  smote  him  all  that  day,  whenr<er  he 
thought  of  his  morning's  work.  Till  then  all  Christians^  monks 
above  all,  had  been  infallible  in  his  ejes:  all  Jews  and  hea- 
thens insane  and  accursed.  Moreover,  meekness  under  insult, 
fortitude  in  calamity,  the  contempt  of  worldly  comfort,  the  wor- 
ship of  poverty  as  a  noble  estate,  were  virtues  which  the  Church 
Catholic  boasted  as  her  peculiar  heritage :  on  which  side  had 
the  balance  of  those  qualities  inclined  that  morning  ?  The  fig- 
ure of  Kaphael,  stalking  out  ragged  and  penniless  into  the 
wide  world,  haunted  him,  with  its  quiet,  self-assured  smile. 
And  there  haunted  him,  too,  another  peculiarity  in  the  man 
which  he  had  never  before  remarked  in  any  one  but  Arse- 
nius,  —  that  ease  and  grace,  that  courtesy  and  self-restraint, 
which  made  Haphaers  rebukes  rankle  all  the  more  keenly, 
because  he  felt  that  the  rebuker  was  in  some  mysterious  way 
superior  to  him,  and  saw  through  him,  and  could  have  won  him 
over,  or  crushed  him  in  argument,  or  in  intrigue,  — ^  or  in  any- 
thing, perhaps,  except  mere  brute  force.  Strange,  that  Ra- 
phael, of  all  men,  should  in  those  few  moments  have  reminded 
him  so  much  of  Arsenius  ;  and  that  the  very  same  qualities 
which  gave  a  peculiar  charm  to  the  latter  should  give  a  peculiar 
unlovcliness  to  the  former,  and  yet  be,  without  a  doubt,  the 
same.  What  was  it?  Was  it  rank  which  gave  it?  Ai*se- 
nius  had  been  a  great  man,  he  knew,  —  the  companion  of 
kings.  And  Raphael  seemed  rich.  '  Ho  had  heard  the  mob 
crying  out  against  the  prefect  for  favoring  him.     Was  it  then 
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familiarity  wiih  ihe  great  ones  of  (he  world  wliich  jiriHliiecd 
this  manner  and  lone  ?  It  was  a  real  strenjrth,  wlietlier  in 
Arsenius  or  in  Raphael,  lie  felt  humbled  before  it,  —  envied 
il.  If  it  made  Arsenius  a  more  complete  and  more  i>njiiivHtin<r 
person,  why  should  it  not  do  (he  same  for  him?  Why  should 
not  he,  too,  have  his  share  of  il  ? 

Bringing  wiih  it  such  thoughts  as  these.  Ihe  lime  rnn  on  till 
noon,  and  the  midday  meal,  and  tlie  afternoon's  ivork,  lo 
which  I'hilammon  looked  forward  joyfully  as  a  refuge  from  his 
own  thoughts. 

He  was  sitting  on  his  sheep-skin  upon  a  step,  basking,  like  a 
Irue  son  of  the  desert,  in  a  bhize  of  fiery  sun?liine,  which  made 
the  black  stonework  too  hot  (o  touch  with  ihe  hare  hand,  walcli< 
ing  iheswalloivs  as  they  threaded  the  columns  of  the  Sei'apeiuni, 
and  thinking  how  oCieti  he  had  delighted  in  their  air-<lanee,  as 
they  turned  and  hawked  up  and  down  the  dear  old  glen  at  Scelis. 
A  crowd  of  citizens,  with  causes,  appeals,  and  petitions,  were 
pasfing  in  and  out  from  ilie  patriarcli's  audience-room.  Peter 
and  the  archdeacon  were  waiting  in  tjie  shade  close  by,  for  the 
gathering  of  ihe  parabolani,  and  talking  over  llic  ni'irning'.^i 
work  in  an  earnest  whisper,  in  which  the  names  of  Ilypalia 
and  Orestes  were  now  and  then  audihle. 

An  oldjiriest  came  up,  and,  bowing  reverently  enough  to  Ihe 
arcltdeacon,  retjuesled  the  help  of  one  of  the  parabolanr.     lie 
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him  a  man,  brother  Peter.  Any  bodj  will  do.  What  is  that 
boy  —  Fhilammon  —  doing  there  ?  Let  him  go  with  Master 
Hieracas." 

Peter  seemed  not  to  receive  the  proposition  favorablj,  and 
whispered  something  to  the  archdeacon  .... 

^  No.  I  can  spare  none  of  the  rest  Importunate  persons 
must  take  their  chance  of  being  well  served.  Come,  —  here 
are  our  brethren  ;  we  will  all  go  together." 

'^  The  further  together  the  better  for  the  boy's  sake,"  gram- 
bl^d  Peter,  loud  enough  for  Philammon  —  perhaps  for  the  old 
priest  —  to  overhear  him. 

So  Philammon  went  out  with  them,  and  as  he  went  ques- 
tioned his  companions,  meekly  enough,  as  to  who  Raphael  was. 

^A  friend  of  Hypatial"  —  that  name  too  haunted  him; 
and  he  began,  as  stealthily  and  indirectly  as  he  could,  to  obtain 
information  about  her.  There  was  no  need  for  his  caution ;  for 
the  very  mention  of  her  name  roused  the  whole  party  into  a 
fury  of  execration. 

^<  May  God  confound  her,  siren,  enchantress,  dealer  in  spells 
and- sorceries !  She  is  the  strange  woman  of  whom  Solomon 
prophesied." 

*<  It  is  my  opinion,"  said  another,  ^  that  she  is  the  forerunner 
of  Antichrist." 

^^  Perhaps  the  virgin  of  whom  it  is  prophesied  that  he  will  be 
bom,"  suggested  another. 

<*  Not  that,  I  '11  warrant  her,"  said  Peter,  with  a  savage 
sneer. 

'^And  is  Raphael  Aben-Ezra  her  pupil  in  philosophy?" 
asked  Pliilammon. 

"  Her  pupil  in  whatsoever  she  can  find  wherewith  to  delude 
men's  souls,"  said  the  old  priest.  ^^  The  reality  of  philosophy 
has  died  long  ago,  but  the  great  ones  find  it  still  worth  their 
while  to  worship  its  shadow." 

''Some  of  them  worship  more  than  a  shadow,  wh^i  they 
haunt  her  house,"  said  Peter.  ^  Do  you  think  Orestes  goes 
thither  only  for  philosop  hy  ?  " 


"We  must  not  judge  barsh  judgments,"  said  the  old  priest; 
"  Sjnesius  of  Cjrenc  is  ft  holy  man,  aiid  j'ct  lie  ioves  Jlypatiii 
well." 

*•  lie  a  holy  man  ?  —  and  keejis  a  wile?  One  «iio  had  tlie 
insolence  to  tell  the  blessed  Theophilus  liimselt'  that  he  would 
not  be  made  bishop  unless  he  were  allowed  to  remain  wiih  her; 
ftnd  despised  the  gift  of  the  Holy  Ghost  in  comparison  of  tlie 
carnal  joys  of  wedlock,  not  knowing  the  Scriptures,  which  saith 
that  those  who  arc  in  the  Hesh  cannot  please  God  !  'Wall  siiid 
Siricius  of  Rome  of  such  men,  '  Can  the  Holy  Spirit  of  God 
dwell  in  other  than  holy  bodies?'  Xo  wonder  that  Mich  a  one 
as  Synesius  grovela  at  the  feet  of  Orestes'  mistress ! " 

"  Then  she  is  prortigale  ?  "  asked  Philammon. 

"  She  must  he.  Has  a  heathen  failh  and  grace  ?  And  with- 
out faith  and  grace,  arc  not  all  our  righteousnesses  as  lilthy  rags  ? 
What  says  St.  Paul  ?  —  That  God  haa  given  them  over  to  a 
reprobate  mind,  full  of  all  injustice,  unclcanness,  covetous- 
ness,  maliciousness,  jou  know  tlie  catalogue.  —  Why  do  you 
ask  me  ? " 

"  Alas  !  and  is  she  this  ?  " 

"  Alas !  —  And  why  alas  ?  How  would  the  Gospel  be  glori- 
fied if  heathens  were  holier  than  Christians  ?  It  ought  to  be 
so,  therefore  it  is  so.  If  she  seems  to  have  virtues,  they,  being 
done  without  the  grace  of  Ciirist,  are  only  bedizened  vices,  cun- 
ning shams,  the  Devil  transformed  into  an  angel  of  light.  And 
as  for  chastity,  the  (lower  and  crown  of  all  virtues,  —  whosoever 
says  that  she,  being  yet  a  heathen,  has  that,  blasphemes  the 
Holy  Spirit,  whose  peculiar  and  highest  gift  it  is,  and  is  anathe- 
ma maranatha  for  ever !     Amen  ! "     And  Peter,  devoutly  cross- 


104  HYPJLTIA. 

this  great  city,  and  all  its  priests ;  and  they  and  the  archdeacon 
are  the  masters  of  it  and  us.  Thej  and  that  Peter  manage 
Cyril's  work  for  him,  and  when  03rril  makes  the  archdeacon  a 
bishop,  he  will  make  Peter  archdeacon. ....  Thej  have  their  re- 
ward, thej  have  their  reward ;  and  so  has  Cjril,  for  that  matter." 

"  How  ?  " 

<*  Why,  don't  say  I  said  it  But  what  do  I  care  ?  I  have 
nothing  to  lose,  I  'm  sure,  here.  But  they  do  say  that  there  are 
two  ways  of  promotion  in  Alexandria :  one  by  deserving  it,  the 
other  by  paying  for  it.     That 's  all." 

"  Impossible  I " 

'^  O,  of  course,  quite  impossible.  But  all  I  know  is  just  this, 
that  when  that  fellow  Martinian  got  back  again  into  Pelusium, 
after  being  turned  out  by  the  late  bishop  for  a  rogue  and  hypo- 
crite as  he  was,  and  got  the  ear  of  this  present  bishop,  and  was 
appointed  his  steward,  and  ordained  priest,  —  I  'd  as  soon  have 
ordained  that  streetrdog,  —  and  plundered  him,  and  brought  him 
to  disgrace, —  for  I  don't  believe  this  bishop  is  a  bad  man,  but 
those  who  use  rogues  must  expect  to  be  called  rogues,  —  and 
ground  the  poor  to  the  earth,  and  tyrannized  over  the  whole 
city,  so  that  no  man's  property,  or  reputation,  scarcely  their 
lives,  were  safe  ;  and,  after  all,  had  the  impudence,  when  he  was 
called  on  for  his  accounts,  to  bring  the  Church  in  as  owing  him 
money ;  I  just  know  this,  that  he  added  to  all  his  other  shame- 
lessness  this,  that  he  offered  the  patriarch  a  large  sum  of  money 

to  buy  a  bishopric  of  him And  what  do  you  think  the  par 

triarch  answered  ?  " 

"  Excommunicated  the  sacrilegious  wretch,  of  course  1 " 

"  Sent  him  a  letter  to  say  that,  if  he  dared  to  do  such  a  thing 
again,  he  should  really  be  forced  to  expose  him  I  So  the  fellow, 
taking  courage,  brought  his  money  himself  the  next  time  ;  and 
all  the  world  says  that  Cyril  would  have  made  him  a  bishop 
after  all,  if  Abbot  Isidore  had  not  written  to  remonstrate." 

*'  He  could  not  have  known  the  man's  character,"  said  poor 
Philammon,  hunting  for  an  excuse. 

"•  The  whole  Delta  was  ringing  with  it.  Isidore  had  writtea 
to  him  again  and  again." 
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^  Surely,  then,  his  wish  was  to  prevent  scandal,  and  preserve 
the  unity  of  the  Church  in  the  eyes  of  the  heathen." 

The  old  man  laughed  bitterly. 

^Ah,  the  old  story,  —  of  preventing  scandals  by  retaining 
them,  and  fancying  that  sin  is  a  less  evil  than  a  little  noise ;  as 
if  the  worst  of  all  scandals  was  not  the  being  discovered  in 
hushing  up  a  scandaL  And  as  for  unity,  if  you  want  that,  you 
must  go  back  to  the  good  old  times  of  Dioclesian  and  Decius." 

"  The  persecutors  ?  "  . 

^Ay,  boy,  —  to  the  times  of  persecution,  when  Christians 
died  like  brothers,  because  they  lived  like  brothers.  You  will 
see  very  Httle  of  that  now,  except  in  some  little  remote  county 
bbhopric,  which  no  one  ever  hears  of  from  year's  end  to  year's 
end.  But  in  the  cities  it  is  all  one  great  fight  for  place  and 
power.  Every  one  is  jealous  of  his  neighbor.  The  priests  are 
jealous  of  the  deacons,  and  good  cause  they  have.  The  county 
bishops  are  jealous  of  the  metropolitan,  and  he  is  jealous  of  the 
North  African  bishops,  and  quite  right  he  is.  What  business 
have  they  to  set  up  for  themselves,  as  if  they  were  infallible  ? 
It 's  a  schism,  I  say,  —  a  complete  schisuL  They  are  just  as 
bad  as  their  own  Donatists.  Did  not  the  Council  of  Nice  settle 
that  the  Metropolitan  of  Alexandria  should  have  authority  over 
Xiibya  and  Fentapolis,  according  to  the  ancient  custom  ?  " 

^  Of  course  he  ought,"  said  Philammon,  jealous  for  the  honor 
of  his  own  patriarchate. 

"^  And  the  patriarchs  of  Rome  and  Constantinople  are  jealous 
of  our  patriarch." 

"  Of  Cyril  ?  " 

^  Of  course,  because  he  won't  be  at  their  beck  and  nod,  and 
let  them  be  lords  and  masters  of  Africa." 

^^  But  surely  these  things  can  be  settled  by  councils  ?  " 

^  Councils  ?  Wait  till  you  have  been  at  one.  The  blessed 
Abbot  Isidore  used  to  say,  that  if  he  ever  was  a  bishop,  —  which 
he  never  will  be,  —  he  is  far  too  honest  for  that,  —  he  would 
never  go  near  one  of  them ;  for  he  never  had  seen  one  which 
did  not  call  out  every  evil  passion  in  men's  hearts,  and  leave  the 
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question  more  confounded  with  words  than  thej  found  it,  even 
if  the  whole  matter  was  not  settled  beforehand  by  some  cham« 
berlain,  or  eunuch,  or  cook  sent  from  court,  as  if  he  were  an 
anointed  vessel  of  the  Spirit,  to  settle  the  dogmas  of  the  Holy 
Catholic  Church." 

"Cook?" 

"  Why,  Yalens  sent  his  chief  cook  to  stop  Basil  of  CsBsarea 
from  opposing  the  court  doctrine I  tell  you,  the  great  bat- 
tle in  these  cases  is  to  get  votes  from  courts,  or  to  get  to  court 
yourself.  When  I  was  young,  the  Council  of  Antioch  had  to 
make  a  law  to  keep  bishops  from  running  off  to  Constantinople 
to  intrigue,  under  pretence  of  pleading  the  cause  of  the  orphan 
and  widow.  But  what 's  the  use  of  that,  when  every  noisy  and 
ambitious  man  shifts  and  shifts,  from  one  see  to  another,  till  he 
settles  himself  close  to  Rome  or  Byzantium,  and  gets  the  £m* 
peror's  ear,  and  plays  into  the  hands  of  his  courtiers  ?  " 

"  Is  it  not  written,  *  Speak  not  evil  of  dignities  *  ?  "  said  Phi- 
lammon,  in  his  most  sanctimonious  tone. 

"  Well,  what  of  that  ?  I  don't  speak  evil  of  dignities,  when 
I  complsdn  of  the  men  who  fill  them  badly,  do  I  ?  " 

"  I  never  heard  that  interpretation  of  the  text  before.** 

"  Very  likely  not.  That  *s  no  reason  why  it  should  not  be 
true  and  orthodox.  You  will  soon  hear  a  good  many  more 
things,  which  are  true  enough,  —  though  whether  they  are  ortho- 
dox or  not  the  court  cooks  must  settle.  Of  course,  I  am  a  dis- 
appointed, irreverent  old  grumbler.  Of  course  ;  and  of  course, 
too,  young  men  must  needs  buy  their  own  experience,  instead  of 
taking  old  folks*  at  a  gift.  There,  —  use  your  own  eyes,  and 
judge  for  yourself.  There  you  may  see  what  sort  of  saints  are 
bred  by  this  plan  of  managing  the  Catholic  Church.  There 
comes  one  of  them.     Now  !  I  say  no  more ! " 

As  he  spoke,  two  tall  negroes  came  up  to  them,  and  set  down 
before  the  steps  of  a  large  church  which  they  were  passing  an 
object  new  to  Philammon,  —  a  sedan-chair,  the  poles  of  which 
were  inlaid  with  ivory  and  silver,  and  the  upper  part  inclosed 
in  rose-colored  silk  curtains. 


'■  Wliat  is  iDpide  that  cage  ?  "  asked  lie  of  llio  oi<l  prie?I,  as 
the  negroes  stood  wiping  the  perspinUion  from  tlicir  forelieads, 
and  a  smart  slave-girl  stepped  forward,  with  a  p.iraiol  and  slip- 
[icrs  in  licr  Land,  mid  rercrenlly  lilted  the  lower  edge  of  the 
curtoio. 

"  A  BainI,  I  tell  you !  " 

An  embroidered  shoe,  with  a  large  gold  cross  on  the  inslep, 
was  put  forth  delicately  from  beneath  (he  curtain,  and  tlie  kneel- 
ing maid  put  on  the  slipper  over  it. 

"TlicrG!"  whispered  the  old  grumbler.  "Not  enough,  you 
see,  to  use  Christian  men  as  besisls  of  burden.  Abbot  Isidore 
used  lo  say,  —  ay,  and  (old  Iron,  the  pleader,  to  bis  face,  — 
that  he  could  not  conceive  how  a.  man  who  loved  Christ,  and 
knew  ihe  grace  which  has  ma'ie  all  men  free,  could  kei'p  a 

"  Nor  can  I,"  said  Philammon. 

"  But  we  think  otherwise,  you  see,  in  Alexandria  here.  We 
can't  even  walk  up  the  steps  of  God's  temple  without  an  ad- 
ditional prelection  to  our  delicate  feet." 

"  I  Lad  thought  it  was  writ(en,  '  Put  off  thy  shoes  from  off 
thy  feel,  for  the  place  where  Ibou  slande.st  is  holy  ground.'" 

*■  Ah  !  there  are  a  good  many  more  things  wrilleu  wiiii'h  we 

do  not  find  it  convenient  to  recollect. Look  !      There  is 

one  of  the  pillars  of  the  Church,  —  the  richest  and  most  pious 
lady  in  Alexandria." 

And  forth  Stepped  a  figure,  at  which  Philammon's  eyes 
ojKjned  wider  than  they  Iiad  done  even  nt  Ihe  sight  of  Pi'lagia. 
Whatever  thoughts  the  rich  and  careless  grace  of  her  attire 
tnight  have  mised  in  his  mind,  it  had  certainly  not  given  hh 
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gown  of  white  silk  was  bedizened,  from  waist  to  ankle,  with 
certain  mysterious  red  and  green  figures,  at  least  a  foot  long, 
which  Fhilammon  gradually  discovered  to  be  a  representatioD, 
in  the  very  lowest  and  ugliest  style  of  £edlen  art,  of  Dives  and 
Lazarus ;  while  down  her  back  hung,  upon  a  bright  blue  shawl, 
edged  with  embroidered  crosses,  Job  sitting,  potsherd  in  hand, 
surrounded  by  his  three  friends,  —  a  memorial,  the  old  'priest 
whispered,  of  a  pilgrimage  which  she  had  taken  a  year  or  two 
before,  to  Arabia,  to  see  and  kiss  the  identical  dnngKil^  on 
which  the  patriarch  had  sat. 

Round  her  neck  hung,  by  one  of  half-ardozen  necklaces,  a 
manuscript  of  the  Grospels,  gUt-edged  and  clasped  with  jewels ;  * 
the  lofly  diadem  of  pearls  on  her  head  carried  in  front  a  large 
gold  cross ;  while  above  and  around  it  her  hair,  stiffened  with 
pomatum,  was  frizzled  out  half  a  foot  from  a  wilderness  of 
plaits  and  curls,  which  must  have  cost  some  hapless  slaTe-girl 
an  hour's  work,  and  perhaps  more  than  one  scolding,  that  very 
morning. 

Meekly,  with  simpering  fisice  and  downcast  eyes,  and  now  and 
then  a  penitent  sigh  and  shake  of  the  head  and  pressore  of  her 
hand  on  her  jewelled  bosom,  the  fair  penitent  was  proceeding 
up  the  steps,  when  she  caught  sight  of  the  priest  and  the  monk, 
and  turning  to  them,  with  an  obeisance  of  the  deepest  humility, 
entreated  to  be  allowed  to  kiss  the  hem  of  their  garments. 

^You  had  far  better,  madam,"  said  Fhilammon,  bluntly 
enough,  "  kiss  the  hem  of  your  own.  You  carry  two  lessons 
there  which  you  do  not  seem  to  have  learnt  yet" 

In  an  instant  her  face  flashed  up  into  pride  and  fury.  ^  I 
asked  for  your  blessing,  and  not  for  a  sermon.  I  can  have 
that  when  I  like.'* 

''And  such  as  you  like,"  grumbled  the  old  priest,  as  she 
swept  up  the  steps,  tossing  some  small  coin  to  the  ragged  boys, 
and  murmuring  to  herself,  loud  enough  for  Philammon's  hear- 
ing, that  she  should  ''  certainly  inform  the  confessor,  and  that 
she  would  not  be  insulted  in  the  streets  by  savage  monks.** 

^  Now  she  will  confess  her  sins  inside,  —  all  but  those  which 


.  .  .  .  And  he  will  keep  the  chani,  and  perhaps  the  shawl,  too. 
And  she  will  go  home,  believing  that  she  has  fulfilled  to  the  \cvy 
letter  the  command  to  break  off  her  sins  by  almsgiving,  and 
only  sorry  that  the  good  priest  happened  to  hit  on  that  partieu- 
lar  gewgaw ! " 

"  What,"  asked  Philammon ;  "  dare  she  actually  not  refuse 
such  importunity  ?  " 

"  From  a  poor  priest  like  me,  stoutly  enough ;  but  from  a 

popular  ecclesiastic  like  him As  Jerome  says,  in  a  letter 

of  his  I  once  saw,  ladies  think  twice  in  such  cases  b<?fore  they 
offend  the  city  newsmonger.    Have  you  anything  more  to  say  ?  " 

Philammon  had  nothing  to  say ;  and  wisely  held  his  peace, 
while  the  old  grumbler  ran  on,  — 

"  Ah,  boy,  you  have  yet  to  learn  city  fashions !  When  you 
are  a  little  older,  instead  of  speaking  unpleiisant  truths  to  a  fine 
lady  with  a  cross  on  her  forehead,  you  will  be  ready  to  run  to 
the  pillars  of  Hercules  at  her  beck  and  nod,  for  the  sake  of  her 
disinterested  help  toward  a  fashionable  pulpit,  or  perhaps  a 
bishopric.     The  ladies  settle  that  for  us  here." 

«  The  women  ?  " 

"  The  women,  lad.  Do  you  suppose  that  they  heap  priests 
and  churches  with  wealth  for  nothing?  They  have  their  re- 
ward. Do  you  suppose  that  a  preacher  gets  into  the  pulpit  of 
that  church  there,  without  looking  anxiously,  at  the  end  of  each 
peculiarly  flowery  sentence,  to  see  whether  her  saintship  there 
IB  clapping  or  not?  She,  who  has  such  a  deUcate  sense  for 
orthodoxy,  that  she  can  scent  out  Novatianism  or  Origenism 


where  no  oilier  mortal  nosu  h-oiiM  ?ti-i|ip(t  it.     She  ■k'Iio  mer;ts  at 

llio  ciiv,  to  >ut[le  our  tli>ci]iliiii:  fur  ih.  iH  tin:  eoiirt  i-iMiks  ilo  our 
doctrine.  Slia  ivlio  liiis  v\<ii).  it  i,s  nliispi-rca.  Ilig  c.ir  of  llie  Au- 
piislii  riildicriii  lii-r-elt;  and  ?et»lj  montlilj'  letters  to  Iier  at 
CV>iisl!itiliti(j|ilc,  and  ini^lit  give  tlii!  [lalriareli  him.-^i'lf  some 
lr<nil.lcs  if  lie  crossed  her  h(.ly  will  ? '' 

•■■\\'hiH!  ivill  Cvril  irnekle  to  Mieli  i-rmlnres?" 
'■  Cyril  is  a  ivIsJ  ni;i.i  in  lii~:  gwieration.  —  too  wiiic,  fon.c  .=ay. 
for  a  eliild  of  tltu  li»1i(.  Hut  ut  lea-,1.  lie  kn«\vd  then;  i^i  no  n^e 
lighting  ivilli  those  ivlioni  ynn  cannot  eonqner;  and  while  \u; 
can  ^'et  money  out  of  these  ^ri'ul  ladies  lor  his  idmshnnsi^s,  and 
ori,I.an-hon^.'S,  and  lodsiii'-T-houses,  and  lio-.|.il;ds.  and  work- 
>)io|>s,  and  all  tliL-  rest  uf  il.  — and  in  lli:i(,  I  will  wly  for  him, 
there  is  no  niiin  oa  .'artli  equal  to  him.  hut  AirlirosL'  of  Milan 
and  KiLsil  of  C;esarea,  —  ivhy,  I  don't  (|uarrel  whh  him  lor 
niakittg  the  liest  of  ii  had  matter;  and  a  very  had  matter  it  is, 
boy,  and  lias  heen  ever  sinee  emjiemrs  and  eoiirtiers  hai  e  ^ven 
up  biirnini:;  and  eriteifyiiig  lis,  and  taken  to  [lairoiiizing  and 


only  .■xa--iT:i(ioiis  i,(  trynic  |>wvislinc?p,  of  ?clfi,sli  dlpLippoiiil- 
iiiL'ul:  iinil  jfl,  hiiil  not  Arsoziius  ivjiniyJ  liim?  ILul  lie  not 
foretiilU,  word  for  word,  wlial  tlic  youtli  would  linJ,  —  wliiit  liu 
Lad  found?  Tlicn  uiis  Saint  Tuul'^  great  iilcii  an  empty  iind 
an  irejiossible  dream?  No!  God's  word  could  not  ftiU;  the 
Cburch  couid  not  err.  Tbe  fault  could  not  be  in  licr,  but  in 
her  eoeuiies  ;  not,  as  the  old  man  said,  in  ber  loo  great  [irospor- 
ily,  but  in  bcr  slavery.  And  iben  the  worJri  wliitb  he  had 
heard  from  Cyril  at  tbeir  first  interview  rose  before  him  as  the 
true  exjilaniilion.  How  could  the  Chiireh  woik  fi'cely  and 
healthily  while  she  Wiis  cnisbeil  and  fetlored  by  the  ruler?  of  thia 
world?  And  how  eould  they  be  anything  but  the  tyranla  and 
antichrists  they  were,  while  they  were  menaceil  and  deluded  by 
heathen  pliilosopby,  and  vain  Bysl<-ms  of  human  wisdom  ?  If 
Orestea  was  the  curse  of  the  Alexandrian  Ciiurch,  then  Hypa- 
tia  was  tbe  curse  of  Orestes.  On  her  hea<l  the  Inic  blame  lay. 
She  was  the  root  of  the  evil.  Who  would  extirpate  it  ?  .  ... 
Why  should  not  he  ?  It  might  be  dangeroua :  yet,  successful 
or  unsuccessful,  it  must  be  glorious.  The  cause  of  Christianity 
wanted  great  examples.  Might  he  not  —  and  his  young  lieart 
beat  high  at  the  ihonghl,  —  might  he  not,  by  some  great  act  of 
daring,  self-sacrifice,  divine  madness  of  faith,  like  David's  of  old, 
when  he  went  out  against  the  giant,  aivakcn  scllish  and  luxu- 
rious souls  to  a  noble  emulation,  and  recall  to  their  minds,  per- 
haps to  their  lives,  the  patterns  of  those  roarljTS  who  were  the 
pride,  the  glory,  the  heirloom  of  Egypt  ?  And  as  figure  after 
figure  rose  before  bis  imagination,  of  simple  men  and  weak 
women  who  had  conquered  temptation  and  shame,  torture  and 
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word  again,  and  he  began  questicming  them  eagerly  for  more 
information  about  Hjpatia. 

On  that  point,  indeed,  he  obtained  nothing  but  fresh  invec- 
tive ;  but  when  his  companions,  after  talking  of  the  triumph 
which  the  true  faith  had  gained  that  morning,  went  on  to  speak 
of  the  great  overflow  of  Paganism  twentj  years  before,  mider 
the  patriarch  Theophilus ;  of  Olympiodoms  and  his  mob,  who 
held  the  Serapeium  for  many  days  by  force  of  arms  against 
the  Christians,  making  sallies  into  the  city,  and  torturing  and 
murdering  the  prisoners  whom  they  took ;  of  the  martyrs  who, 
among  those  very  pillars  which  overhung  their  heads,  had  died 
in  torments  rather  than  sacrifice  to  Serapis ;  and  of  the  final  vic- 
tory, and  the  soldier  who,  in  presence  of  the  trembling  mob,  clove 
the  great  jaw  of  the  colossal  idol,  and  snapped  for  ever  the  speU 
of  heathenism, — Philammon's  heart  burned  to  distinguished  him- 
self like  that  soldier,  and  to  wipe  out  his  qualms  oi  conscience  by 
some  more  unquestionable  deed  of  Christian  prowess.  There 
were  no  idols  now  to  break:  but  there  was  philosophy, — 
^  Why  not  carry  war  into  the  heart  of  the  enemy's  camp,  and 
beard  Satan  in  his  very  den  ?  Why  does  not  some  man  of  God 
go  boldly  into  the  lecture-room  of  the  sorceress,  and  testify 
against  her  to  her  face  ?  " 

"  Do  it  yourself,  if  you  dare,"  said  Peter.  "  We  have  no 
wish  to  get  our  brains  knocked  out  by  all  the  profligate  young 
gentlemen  in  the  city." 

*^  I  will  do  it,"  said  Philammon. 

"  That  is  if  his  holiness  allows  you  to  make  such  a  fool  ci 
yourself." 

'^  Take  care,  sir,  of  your  words.  Tou  revile  the  blessed  mar- 
tyrs, from  St.  Stephen  to  St  Telemachus,  when  you  call  such  a 
deed  foolishness." 

"  I  shall  most  certainly  inform  his  holiness  of  your  insolence.** 

'<  Do  so,"  said  Philammon  who,  possessed  with  a  new  idea, 
wished  for  nothing  more.  And  there  the  matter  dropped  for 
the  time. 


"  The  presumption  of  llie  jiiung  in  tliij  goiieriiliou  is  growing 
insufliTable,"  said  I'elfi-  to  liis  master  lliat  evening. 

"  So  much  iliu  bettiT.  Tliey  put  llit-ir  tlUt-rs  on  ihoir  mettle 
in  Ilie  rui:y  of  good  wofks.     Dut  who  lias  been  jiresuniing  lo- 

"  That  mad  boy  wliom  I'ambo  sent  up  from  tlie  dtserts 
dared  to  ofier  liimself  Oi  champion  of  the  faith  against  Il3'patia. 
lie  actually  pro|)osed  to  go  into  her  leclurc-room  and  urgue 
with  her  10  lier  tiiee.  What  tliink  you  of  that  for  a  specimen 
of  youtLfuL  modesty  and  selt-di^trust  ?  " 

Cyril  was  silent  awliilc 

"  What  answer  am  I  to  have  llie  honor  of  liiking  back  ?  A 
month's  relegation  to  Nilria  on  bread  and  water  ?  Ygu,  I  am 
sure,  wilt  nut  allow  such  things  to  go  mipunislied  ;  indeed,  if 
tUey  do,  there  is  an  end  to  all  authority  and  discipline." 

Cyril  was  istilt  silent ;  wliiUt  Peter's  brow  clouded  lii5t.  At 
last  he  answered, — 

"  The  cau^e  wants  mai'tyr^j.     Send  llie  boy  to  mc." 

Peter  went  down,  with  a  shrug  and  an  expression  of  face 
which  looked  but  too  like  envy,  and  ushered  up  the  trembling 
youth,  who  dropped  on  Iiis  kness  us  soon  as  he  entered. 

"  So  you  wish  to  go  into  the  heathen  womini's  leetnrc-room 
and  defy  her  ?      Have  you  courage  for  it  ?  " 

-God  will  give  iHne." 

"  Yon  will  be  raui-dered  by  her  pupils," 

"  I  can  defend  myself,"  siud  Philammon,  with  a  pardonable 
glance  downward  at  bis  sinewy  limbs.  "And  if  not:  what 
death  more  glorious  timn  martyrdom  ? " 

Cyril  smiled  genially  enough.     "  Promi.^e  mc  two  things." 


"  Contradict,  denounce,  defy.  But  give  no  reasons.  If  you 
do,  yon  are  lost.  Slic  is  subtler  tlian  llie  serpent,  skilled  in  all 
llic  tr'nrki  of  Idgie,  and  you  will  become  a  laughing-stock,  and 
run  awny  iii  shame.     Pi-omis"  me." 

"  I  do"." 

"When?" 

"  The  sooner  the  better.     At  wliat  hour  does  the  accursed 

woman  lecture  lo-morrow.  P?ler?" 

'■  \Vc  -^aw  licr  CO  into  tlie  Museum  at  nine  this  morning." 
"  T!ii-ii  -..  nt  nim!  lo-raorroiv.     There  is  money  for  you." 
'•■\Vliiiti-  Ibis  for?"  asked   riiiliimnion.  iiii-nin-  curiously 
\hr  llr>l  c.iiis  whicli  lie  ever  had  liiindled  in  his  life. 

'•To  ]<:,y  f.ir  yotir  cnlianc.'.  To  the  jniilo'oph.T  none  enters 
vitlioul  ui-mci-.'  Kot  so  to  the  Ciiurcb  of  God.  nppn  all  day 
Innu'  to  llic  lic^'gar  and  the  plave.  If  you  convert  her,  well. 
And  if  not.''  .  .  .  !^  And  he  added  to  himself  between  his  leelb, 
"  Anil  if  not,  urdl  also,—  perhai^s  better." 

"Ay!"  said  I'eler  biderly,  a,s  hi:  ushered  Piiilammon  out. 
"C,  11].  to  Itaniotb  Oilea.l,  and  prosper,  youns  fool!  What 
evil  spirit  sent  you  here  to  feed  (be  noble  patriarch's  only  iveak- 

"  What  r!„  you  mean  ?  "  a-ked  Philammon,  .as  llercely  as  be 
dar<>. 

'■ 'Die  fancy  that  prcaehinj;-,  and  prolcslations,  and  marlyr- 
dom-i,  can  drive  oat  Die  Canaanilcs,  who  can  only  be  pot 
rid  ..r  vvirb  the  sword  of  the  Lord  aad  of  Gideon.  His 
uncle  T!i..o|,bili,s  knew  lliat  well  enough.  If  he  bad  not, 
Olym|iiodoras    might    have    been    master    of  Ah-xandri.i.    and 


CHAPTER   VIII. 


THE  EAST   WINB. 


As  Hjpada  went  forth  the  next  morning,  m  all  her  glory, 
with  a  crowd  of  philosophers  and  philosophasters,  students,  and 
fine  gentlemen,  following  her  in  reverent  admiration  across  the 
street  to  her  lecture-room,  a  ragged  beggar-man,  accompanied 
by  a  huge  and  villainous-looking  dog,  planted  himself  right  be- 
fore her,  and,  extending  a  dirty  hand,  whined  for  an  alms. 

Hypatia,  whose  refined  taste  could  never  endure  the  sight, 
much  less  the  contact,  of  anything  squalid  and  degraded,  re- 
coiled a  little,  and  bade  the  attendant  slave  get  rid  of  the  man 
with  a  coin.  Several  of  the  younger  gentlemen,  however,  con- 
sidered themselves  adepts  in  that  noble  art  of  ^  upsetting ''  then 
in  vogue  in  the  African  universities,  to  which  we  all  have  rea- 
son enough  to  be  thankful,  seeing  that  it  drove  Saint  Augustine 
from  Carthage  to  Bome^  and  they,  in  compliance  with  the 
usual  fashion  of  tormenting  any  simple  creature  who  came  in 
their  way  by  mystification  and  insult,  commenced  a  series  of 
personal  witticisms,  which  the  beggar  bore  stoically  enough. 
The  coin  was  offered  him,  but  he  blandly  put  aside  the  hand  of 
the  giver,  and,  keeping  his  place  on  the  pavement,  seemed 
inclined  to  dispute  Hypatia's  further  passage. 

^  What  do  you  want  ?  Send  the  wretch  and  his  frightful 
dog  away,  gentlemen  I "  said  the  poor  philosopher,  in  some  trep- 
idation. 

"  I  know  that  dog,"  said  one  of  them ;  "  it  is  Aben-Ezra's. 
Where  did  you  find  it  before  it  was  lost,  you  rascal  ?  " 

'<  Where  your  mother  found  you  when  she  palmed  you  off  upon 


Inr  ;^'<)o(liiiMn,  ii)y  cliii*!,  —  in  tlie  sliive-niarkct.  Fair  sibyl,  have 
3011  already  li)r;r(»tt('ii  your  liuinl)li'st  pupil,  as  these  young  dogs 
|ja\c,  wIh)  arr.  ah-j-ady  trvin^r  to  upset  liieir  miuster  and  in>truclor 
in  I  In-  aM;_nli('  sci<'n(M'  of  hullying?" 

And  llir  htggar,  hfting  his  broad  straw  hat,  disclosed  the  fea- 
tures oj'  Uapha(d  Aben-Kzra.     llypatia.  recoiled  with  a  shriek 

of    hUlpl"is<'. 

*'Ah  !  you  an!  astonislied.     At  what,  I  i^ray?" 

*'  To  sec.  you,  sir,  thus  !  '* 

'*  Why,  then  ?  You  liavc  been  preaching  to  us  all  a  long 
time  the  glory  of  abstraction  from  the  allunnnents  of  sense.  It 
augui's  ill,  surely,  Ibr  your  e>tin)at<'.  either  of  your  pupils  or  of 
your  own  eloquenc*',  if  you  nrv.  so  struck  with  consternation  be- 
cause one  of  iheni  has  actually  at  last  obeyed  you.'' 

'*  Wliat  is  the  nH'aning  of  this  masquerade,  most  excellent 
sir?"  a^ked  ilyjiatia,  and  a  dozen  voices  beside. 

''  Ask  Cyril.  I  am  on  my  way  to  Italy,  in  the  character  of 
tlie  New  Diogenes,  to  look,  like  hira,  for  a  man.  When  I  have 
found  one,  I  shall  feel  great  j>leasure  in  returning  to  acquaint 
you  with  the  amazing  news.  Farewell  !  I  wished  to  look  once 
moH'  at  a  ceiiain  comitenance,  though  I  have  turned,  as  you  see, 
('vnic  ;  and  int<'nd  ln*nc<'forth  to  attend  no  tea(dier  but  mv  doij, 
who  will  luckily  (diarge  no  i\'Vr>  for  in>truction  ;  if  she  did,  I 
iww^l  go  nnlaiight,  i'or  my  ancestr:J  wealth  made  it>elf  wings 
ye>|ri-day  moining.  You  are  aware,  doubtless,  of  the  IMebisci- 
tinn  against  the  ,f(!ws,  which  was  carried  into  ellect  under  the 
aus|)iees  of  a  certain  holy  tribune  of  the  people?" 


Iid'ai 


nous  I 


*'  And  (langerous,  my  dear  lady.     Success  is  inspiriting  .  .  .  . 


"  Thank  you.  genllemen.  But  really  yoii  hnvc  boon  my  butts 
far  Icto  long  for  uiu  to  lliiuk  cf  beeoniiiii,'  jour^,  JMiiJucn,  oui; 
word  in  jiriviile  boforo  I  go." 

Hypalia  leant  fonvard,  anil,  speaking  in  Syriac,  wliispcred 
hurriedlj-,  — 

"  O,  stay,  sir,  I  beseech  you  1  You  are  the  wisest  of  my  pu- 
pils,—  pcrhapa  my  only  true  pupil My  futher  will   find 

some  concealment  for  you  from  these  wretches  ;  and  if  you  need 
money,  remember,  he  is  your  dobtor.  We  have  never  repaid 
you  the  gold  which " 

'■  Fairest  Muse,  lliat  was  but  my  cntranec-fee  to  Parnassus. 
It  is  I  who  am  in  your  debt ;  and  I  have  brought  my  arrears,  in 
the  form  of  this  opal  ring.  As  for  shchcr  near  you,"  he  went 
on,  lowering  his  voice,  and  speaking,  like  lier,  in  Syriae,  "  Hy- 
patia  the  Gentile  is  far  too  lovely  for  the  peace  of  mind  of 
Raphael  the  Jew."  And  he  drew  from  Ins  finger  Miriam's  ring, 
and  oSercd  it 

"  Impossible  ! "  said  Hypatia,  blushing  scarlet :  "  I  cannot 
acce|)t  it." 

**  i  beseech  you.  It  is  the  last  eartlily  burden  I  have,  except 
this  snail's  prison  of  flesh  and  blood.  Jly  dagger  will  open  a 
crack  through  that  when  it  becomes  intolerable.  But  ns  I  do 
not  intend  to  leave  my  shell,  if  I  can  lielji  it,  except  just  when 
and  how  I  choose  ;  and  as,  if  I  take  this  ring  willi  me,  some  of 
Ilcraclian's  Circum  eel  lions  will  assuredly  knock  my  brains  out 
for  the  sake  of  ii,  —  I  must  entreat." 

"  Never !  Can  you  not  sell  the  ring,  and  escape  to  Synesius  ? 
He  will  give  you  shelter," 

"  The  hospitable  hurricane  !     Shelter,  yes  ;  but  rcsl,  none. 
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^^  Here,  gentlemen  of  Alexandria !  Does  anj  gay  youth  wish 
to  pay  his  debts  once  and  for  all  ?  —  Behold  the  Bainbow  of 
Solomon,  an  opal  such  as  Alexandria  never  saw  before,  which 
would  buy  any  one  of  you,  and  his  Macedonian  papa,  and  Mace- 
donian mamma,  and  his  Macedonian  sisters,  and  horses,  and  par- 
rots, and  peacocks,  twice  over,  in  any  slave-market  in  the  world. 
Any  gentleman  who  wishes  to  possess  a  jewel  worth  ten  thou- 
sand gold  pieces,  will  only  need  to  pick  it  out  of  the  gutter  into 
which  I  throw  it  Scramble  for  it,  ye  young  Phssdrias  and 
Pamphili !  There  are  Laides  and  Thaides  enough  about  who 
will  help  you  to  spend  it." 

And  raising  the  jewel  on  high,  he  was  in  the  act  of  tossing  it 
into  the  street,  when  his  arm  was  seized  from  behind  and  the 
ring  snatched  from  his  hand.  He  turned,  fiercely  enough,  and 
saw  behind  him,  her  eyes  flashing  fury  and  contempt,  old  Mi- 
riam. 

Bran  sprang  at  the  old  woman's  throat  in  an  instant :  but  re- 
coiled again  before  the  glare  of  her  eye.  Raphael  called  the 
dog  off,  and,  turning  quietly  to  the  disappointed  spectators,  — 

*'  It  is  all  right,  my  luckless  friends.  You  must  raise  money 
for  yourselves,  after  all ;  which,  since  the  departure  of  my  na- 
tion, will  be  a  somewhat  more  difficult  matter  than  ever.  The 
overruling  destinies,  whom,  as  you  all  know  so  well  when  you 
are  getting  tipsy,  not  even  philosophers  can  resist,  have  restored 
the  Rainbow  of  Solomon  to  its  original  possessor.  Farewell, 
Queen  of  Philosophy !  When  I  find  the  man,  you  shall  hear 
of  it.  Mother,  I  am  coming  with  you  for  a  friendly  word  before 
we  part,  though,"  he  went  on  laughing,  as  the  two  walked  away 
together,  "  it  was  a  scurvy  trick  of  you  to  balk  one  of  The  Na- 
tion of  the  exquisite  pleasure  of  seeing  those  heathen  dogs 
scrambling  in  the  gutter  for  his  bounty." 

Hypntia  went  on  to  the  Museum,  utterly  bewildered  by  this 
strange  meeting,  and  its  still  stranger  end.  She  took  care,  nev- 
ertheless, to  betray  no  sign  of  her  deep  interest  till  she  found 
herself  alone  in  her  little  waiting-room  adjoining  the  lecture- 
hall  ;  and  there,  throwing  herself  into  a  chair,  she  sat  and  thought, 


till  she  found,  lo  licr  surprise  and  a  h    t     r  kl        ilu 

k-r  dn-i-k!;.     Not  lliat  her  I   son  I     J  pa  k  o      H       on  lor 

R^pliiifl.      If  there  liiid  ever  beajd^rol       i      I  ly 

Jew  liad  himself  taken  care  to  ard  t  otf  bj  1  e  e  „  "  "^ 
frivolous  lone  witli  which  1  e  qua  hed  e  ery  approach  to  il  cp 
feeling,  either  in  himself  or  in  o  hers  As  lor  1  s  compl  men  s 
lo  her  beauty,  she  was  far  too  n  uch  accu  omed  to  such  to  bo 
either  pleased  or  displeased  by  I  m  But  1  e  f  1  as  si  s  d 
tliut  she  had  lost  perliaps  lier  only  true  pupil ;  and  more,  —  per- 
haps her  oilly  true  master.  For  slie  saw  cleaily  enough,  that 
under  that  Silcnus'  mask  was  hidden  a  nature  capable  of —  per- 
haps more  than  she  dare  think  of.  S)ie  liad  always  felt  him  lier 
superior  in  practical  cunningi  and  that  morning  had  proved  lo 
her  what  she  had  long  suspected,  that  he  was  possibly  also  her 
superior  in  that  moral  earnestness  and  strength  of  will  for  which 
she  looked  in  vain  among  the  enervated  Greeks  who  surrounded 
her.  And  even  in  those  mattcra  in  which  he  professed  himself 
her  pupil,  she  had  long  been  alternately  delighted  by  finding 
that  he  alone,  of  all  her  school,  seemed  thoroughly  and  instinc- 
tively to  comprehend  her  every  word,  and  chilled  by  the  disa- 
greeable suspicion  that  be  was  only  playing  with  her,  and  her 
mathematics  and  geometry,  and  mctaphysic  and  dialectic,  like  a 
fencer  practising  with  foils,  while  he  reserved  his  real  strength 
for  some  object  more  worthy  of  hira.  More  than  once  some 
paradox  or  question  of  his  had  shaken  her  neatest  systems  into 
a  thousand  cracks,  and  opened  up  ugly  depths  of  doubt,  even  on 
the  most  seemingly  palpable  certainties ;  or  some  half-jesting 
allusion  to  those  Hebrew  Scriptures,  the  quantity  and  quality  of 
his  faith  in  nhich  he  would  never  confess,  made  her  indignant 
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a  worthy  rival  of  the  great  Stoics  of  old  time.  Could  Zeno  him- 
self have  asked  more  from  frail  humanity  ?  Moreover,  Raphael 
had  heen  of  infiDite  practical  use  to  her.  He  wcnrked  out,  un- 
asked, her  mathematical  problems;  he  looked  out  authorities, 
kept  her  pupils  in  order  bj  his  bitter  tongue,  and  drew  fresh 
students  to  her  lectures  by  the  attractions  of  his  wit,  his  argu- 
ments, and  last,  but  not  least,  his  unrivalled  cook  and  cellar. 
Above  all,  he  acted  the  part  of  a  fierce  and  valiant  watch-dog 
on  her  behalf,  against  the  knots  of  clownish  and  often  brutal 
sophists,  the  wrecks  of  the  old  Cynic,  Stoic,  and  Academic 
(schools,  who,  with  venom  increasing,  after  the  wont  of  parties, 
with  their  decrepitude,  assailed  the  beautifully  bespangled  card- 
castle  of  Neo-Platonism,  as  an  empty  medley  of  aU  Greek  phi- 
losophies with  all  Eastern  superstitions.  All  such  Philistines 
had  as  yet  dreaded  the  pen  and  tongue  of  Baphael  even  more 
than  those  of  the  chivalrous  Bishop  of  Cyrene,  though  he  cer- 
tainly, to  judge  from  certain  of  his  letters,  hated  them  as  much 
as  he  could  hate  any  human  being ;  which  was,  after  all,  not 
very  bitterly. 

But  the  visits  of  Synesius  were  few  and  far  between ;  the 
distance  between  Carthage  and  Alexandria,  and  the  labor  of  his 
diocese,  and,  worse  than  all,  the  growing  difference  in  purpose 
between  him  and  his  beautiful  teacher,  made  his  protection  all 
but  valueless.  And  now  Aben-Ezra  was  gone  too,  and  with 
him  were  gone  a  thousand  plans  and  hopes.  To  have  converted 
him  at  last  to  a  philosophic  faith  in  the  old  gods  I  To  have 
made  him  her  instrument  for  turning  back  the  stream  of  human 
error  I . . . .  How  often  had  that  dream  crossed  her  I  And  now, 
who  would  take  his  place  ?  Athanasius  ?  Synesius  in  his  good 
nature  might  dignify  him  with  the  name  of  brother,  but  to  her 
he  was  a  powerless  pedant,  destined  to  die  without  having 
wrought  any  deliverance  on  the  earth,  as  indeed  the  event 
proved.  Plutarch  of  Athens  ?  He  was  superannuated.  Syri- 
anus  ?  A  mere  logician,  twisting  Aristotle  to  mean  what  she 
knew,  and  he  ought  to  have  known,  Aristotle  never  meant  Her 
father  ?    A  man  of  triangles  and  conic  sections.     How  paltry 
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they  all  looked  by  the  eide  of  the  uafathoioable  Jew !  —  Spin- 
ners of  cliftrming  cobwebs  ....  But  tvuuld  the  flies  condesceDd 
to  be  caught  in  them  .'  Builders  of  pretty  houses  ....  If  peo- 
ple would  but  enter  and  live  in  them  !  Preachers  of  superfine 
morality  ....  which  their  admiring  pupils  never  dreanit  of  prac- 
tising. Without  her,  she  well  knew,  philosophy  must  die  in 
Alexandria.  And  was  it  her  wisilom  —  or  other  and  more 
earthly  charms  of  hers  —  which  enabled  her  to  keep  it  alive  ? 
Sickening  thought !  0  that  she  were  ugly,  only  to  test  the  power 
of  her  doctrines  !  .  . . . 

Ho !  The  odds  were  fearful  enough  already :  she  ivoiilil  be 
glad  of  any  lielp,  however  earthly  and  carnal.  But  was  not  the 
work  hopeless  ?  What  she  wanted  was  men  who  could  act 
while  she  thought.  And  those  were  just  the  men  whom  she 
would  find  nowhere,  but  —  she  knew  it  too  well  —  in  the  liatcd 
Christian  priesthood.  And  Uien  that  fearful  Iphigenia  sacrifice 
kiooied  in  the  distance  as  inevitable.  The  only  hope  of  philos- 
ophy was  in  her  despair ! 

She  dashed  away  the  tears,  and  proudly  entered  the  lecture- 
hall,  and  ascended  the  tribune  like  a  goddess,  amid  the  shouts  of 
her  audience  ....  What  did  she  caie  for  iheni  ?  Would  they 
do  what  tihe  told  them  ?  She  was  half  through  her  lectui-e  be- 
fore sbe  could  recollect  herself,  and  banish  from  her  mind  the 
thought  of  Uaphael.     And  at  that  point  we  will  take  the  lu^- 
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house  of  flesh,  appointed  to  arouse  in  them  dim  reooUecUons  of 
that  real  world  of  souls  whence  thej  came.  Awakened  once  to 
them ;  seeing,  through  the  veil  of  sense  and  fact,  the  spiritual 
truth  of  which  they  are  but  the  accidental  garment,  concealing 
the  yerj  thing  which  they  make  palpable,  —  the  philosopher 
may  neglect  the  fact  for  the  doctrine,  the  shell  for  the  kernel,  the 
body  for  the  soul,  of  which  it  is  but  the  symbol  and  the  vehicle. 
What  matter,  then,  to  the  philosopher  whether  these  names  of 
men.  Hector  or  Priam,  Helen  or  Achilles,  were  ever  visible  as 
phantoms  of  flesh  and  blood  before  the  eyes  of  men  ?  What 
matter  whether  they  spoke  or  thought  as  he  of  Scios  says  they 
did  ?  What  matter,  even,  whether  he  himself  ever  had  earthly 
life  ?  The  book  is  here,  —  the  word  which  men  call  his.  Let 
the  thoughts  thereof  have  been  at  first  whose  they  may,  now 
they  are  mine.  I  have  taken  them  to  myself,  and  thought  them 
to  myself,  and  made  them  parts  of  my  own  souL  Nay,  they 
were  and  ever  will  be  parts  of  me ;  for  they,  even  as  the  poet 
was,  even  as  I  am,  are  but  a  part  of  the  universal  souL  What 
matter,  then,  what  myths  grew  up  around  those  mighty  thoughts 
of  ancient  seers  ?  Let  others  try  to  reconcile  the  Cyclic  frag- 
ments, or  vindicate  the  Catalogue  of  ships.  What  has  the  phi- 
losopher lost,  though  the  former  were  proved  to  be  contradictory 
and  the  latter  interpolated  ?  The  thoughts  are  there,  and  ours. 
Let  us  open  our  hearts  lovingly  to  receive  them,  from  whence 
soever  they  may  have  come.  As  in  men,  so  in  books,  the  soul 
is  all  with  which  our  souls  must  deal ;  and  the  soul  of  the  book 
is  whatsoever  beautiful,  and  true,  and  noble,  we  can  find  in  it. 
It  matters  not  to  us  whether  the  poet  was  altogether  conscious 
of  the  meanings  which  we  can  find  in  him.  Consciously  or  un- 
consciously to  him,  the  meanings  must  be  there  ;  for  were  they 
not  there  to  be  seen,  how  could  we  see  them  ?  There  are  those 
among  the  un initiate  vulgar  —  and  those,  too,  who  carry  under 
the  philosophic  cloak  hearts  still  uninitiate  —  who  revile  such 
interpretations  as  merely  the  sophistic  and  arbitrary  sports  of 
fancy.  It  lies  with  them  to  show  what  Homer  meant,  if»  >ur 
spiritual  meanings  be  absurd ;  to  tell  the  world  why  Homer  is 


ailmirable,  if  that  for  wliich  we  liold  liim  up  to  admirnlion  does 
not  exist  in  liim,  'Will  they  say  llmt  llic  limmr  nliit'li  iic  liiis 
enjoyed  for  a;.'cs  was  iiispireil  by  tiiat  wliuli  sikius  to  be  liis  lirsl 
;.iid  literal  nieiining  ?  And  more,  wil!  tlir-y  veiiliiie  to  iiinmle 
that  literal  meaning  to  him  ?  Can  tbty  suppose  iliat  the  divine 
Eoul  of  Homer  could  degrade  itself  to  write  of  nctual  physical 
feastings,  and  nuptials,  and  dances,  actual  nightly  thefts  of 
horses,  actual  fidelity  of  dogs  and  swineherds,  actual  intermar- 
riages between  deities  and  men,  or  Ihat  it  is  this  seeming  vulgar- 
ity which  has  won  for  him  fiom  the  wisest  of  every  age  the  title 
of  the  father  of  poetry  ?  Degrading  thouglit  I  fit  only  for  the 
coarse  and  sense-bound  tribe  who  ean  appreciate  notliing  but 
what  is  palpable  to  sense  and  sight !  As  soon  believe  the  Chris- 
tian Scriptures,  wlien  they  tell  us  of  a  deity  who  lias  hands  and 
feet,  eyes  and  ears,  who  condescends  to  command  the  patterns 
of  furniture  and  culinary  utensils,  and  is  made  perfect  by  being 
bom  —  disgusting  thought!  —  as  the  son  of  a  village  maiden, 
and  defiling  himself  with  the  wants  and  sorrows  of  the  lowest 
slaves !" 

"  It  is  false  1  blasphemous  !  The  Scriptures  cannot  lie  !  " 
cried  a  voice  from  the  further  end  of  the  room. 

It  was  I'liilammon's.  lie  h^id  been  Iblening  to  the  ^liole 
lecture,  and  yet  not  so  much  listening  as  watching,  in  bewilder- 
ment, the  beauty  of  the  speaker,  the  grace  of  her  action,  the 
melody  of  her  voice,  and  last,  but  not  least,  the  maze  of  her 
rhetoric,  as  it  glittered  before  his  mind's  eye,  like  a  cobweb  dia- 
monded with  dew.  A  sea  of  new  thoughts  and  questions,  if  not 
of  doubts,  came  rushing  in  at  every  sentence  on  his  acute  Greek 
intellect,  all  the  more  plentifully  and  irresistibly  because  bis 
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she  not  a  heathen  and  a  false  prophetess  ?  Here  was  something 
tangible  to  attack ;  and  half  in  indignation  at  the  blasphemy, 
half  in  order  to  force  himself  into  action,  he  had  sprang  up  and 
spoken. 

A  yell  arose.  "  Turn  the  monk  out ! "  "  Throw  the  rustic 
through  the  window  I "  cried  a  dozen  joung  gentlemen.  Several 
o(  the  most  valiant  began  to  scramble  over  the  benches  up  to 
him ;  and  Philammon  was  congratulating  himself  on  the  near 
approach  of  a  glorious  martyrdom,  when  Hjrpatia's  voice,  calm 
and  silvery,  stifled  the  tumult  in  a  moment. 

^  Let  the  youth  listen,  gentlemen.  He  is  but  a  monk  and  a 
plebeian,  and  knows  no  better ;  he  has  been  taught  thus.  Let 
him  sit  here  quietly,  and  perhaps  we  may  be  able  to  teach  him 
otherwise." 

And  without  interrupting,  even  by  a  change  of  tone,  the 
thread  of  her  discourse,  she  continued :  — 

^  Listen,  then,  to  a  passage  from  the  sixth  book  of  the  '  Iliad,' 
in  which  last  night  I  seemed  to  see  glimpses  of  some  mighty 
mystery.  You  know  it  well :  yet  I  will  read  it  to  you ;  the  very 
sound  and  pomp  of  that  great  verse  may  tune  our  souls  to  a  fit 
key  for  the  reception  of  lofly  wisdom.  For  well  said  Abamnon 
the  Teacher,  that  *  the  soul  consisted  first  of  harmony  and 
rhythm,  and,  ere  it  gave  itself  to  the  body,  had  listened  to  the 
divine  harmony.  Therefore  it  is  that  when,  afler  having  come 
into  a  body,  it  hears  such  melodies  as  most  preserve  the  divine 
footstep  of  harmony,  it  embraces  such,  and  recollects  from  them 
that  divine  harmony,  and  is  impelled  to  it,  and  finds  its  home  in 
it,  and  shares  of  it  as  much  as  it  can  ^are.' " 

And  therewith  fell  on  Philammon's  ear,  for  the  first  time,  the 
mighty  thunder-roU  of  Homer's  verse :  — 

*'  So  spoke  the  stewardess :  bat  Hector  rushed 
From  the  hoaso,  the  same  way  back,  down  stately  streets, 
Through  the  broad  city,  to  the  Scaian  gates, 
Whereby  he  must  go  forth  toward  the  plain. 
There  running  toward  him  came  Andromache, 
His  ample-dowered  wife,  Eetion's  child,  — 
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Eetion  the  great-hearted,  he  who  dwelt 

In  Theb^  under  Placoe,  and  the  woods 

Of  Placos,  mling  over  Kilic  men. 

His  daughter  wedded  Hector  brazen-helmed, 

And  met  him  then ;  and  with  her  came  a  maid, 

Who  bore  in  arms  a  playful-hearted  babe. 

An  infant  still,  akin  to  some  &ir  star, 

Only  and  well-loved  child  of  Hector's  house, 

Whom  he  had  named  Scamandrios,  but  the  rest 

Astjanax,  because  his  sire  alone 

Upheld  the  weal  of  Ilion  the  holy. 

He  smiled  in  silence,  looking  on  his  child : 

But  she  stood  close  to  him,  with  many  tears ; 

And  hung  upon  his  hand,  and  spoke,  and  called  him. 

**  *  My  hero,  thy  great  heart  will  wear  thee  out ; 
Thou  pitiest  not  thine  infant  child,  nor  me 
The  hapless,  soon  to  be  thy  widow ; 
The  Greeks  will  slay  thee,  falling  one  and  all 
Upon  thee :  but  to  me  were  sweeter  far, 
Haying  lost  thee,  to  die ;  no  cheer  to  me 
Will  come  thenceforth,  if  thou  shouldst  meet  thy  fate ; 
Woes  only :  mother  have  I  none,  nor  sire. 
For  that  my  sire  dirine  Achilles  slew. 
And  wasted  utterly  the  pleasant  homes 
Of  KiUc  folk  in  Theb^  lofty-walled, 
And  slew  Eetion  with  the  sword ;  yet  spared 
To  strip  the  dead :  awe  kept  his  soul  from  that 
Therefore  he  burnt  him  in  his  graven  arms. 
And  heaped  a  mound  above  him ;  and  around. 
The  damsels  of  the  ^gis  holding  Zeus, 
The  nymphs  who  haunt  the  upland,  planted  elms. 
And  seven  brothers  bred  with  me  in  the  halls. 
All  in  one  day  went  down  to  Hades  there ; 
For  all  of  them  swift-foot  Achilles  slew 
Beside  the  lazy  kine  and  snow-white  sheep. 
And  her,  my  mother,  who  of  late  was  queen 
Beneath  the  woods  of  Placos,  he  brought  here 
Among  his  other  spoils ;  yet  set  her  free 
Again,  receiving  ransom  rich  and  great. 
But  Artemis,  whose  bow  is  all  her  joy. 
Smote  her  to  death  within  her  father*s  halls. 
Hector !  so  thou  art  father  to  me  now, 

11  ♦ 
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Mother,  and  brother,  and  husband  fiur  and  itroog ! 
O,  come  now,  pity  me,  and  stay  thou  here 
Upon  the  tower,  nor  make  thy  child  an  orphan 
And  me  thy  wife  a  widow ;  range  the  men 
Here  by  the  fig-tree,  where  the  city  lies 
Lowest,  and  where  the  wall  can  well  be  scaled ; 
For  here  three  times  the  best  hare  tried  the  assaolt 
Round  either  Ajax,  and  Idomenens, 
And  round  the  Atridai  both,  and  Tydens'  son. 
Whether  some  cnnning  seer  tanght  the  craft, 
Or  their  own  spirit  stirred  and  drofe  tiiem  on.' 

"  Then  spake  tall  Hector,  with  the  glancing  helm 
*  All  this  I  too  have  watched,  my  wife ;  yet  mnch 
I  hold  in  dread  the  scorn  of  Trojan  men 
And  Trojan  women  with  their  trailing  shawls, 
If,  like  a  coward,  I  should  skulk  from  war. 
Beside,  I  have  no  lust  to  stay ;  I  have  learnt 
Aye  to  be  bold,  and  lead  the  Tan  of  fight. 
To  win  my  father,  and  myself,  a  name. 
For  well  I  know,  at  heart  and  in  my  thought. 
The  day  will  come  when  Bios  the  holy 
Shall  lie  in  heaps,  and  Priam,  and  the  folk 
Of  ashen-speared  Priam,  perish  all. 
But  yet  no  woe  to  come  to  Trojan  men, 
Nor  even  to  Hecabe,  nor  Priam  king, 
Nor  to  my  brothers,  who  shall  roll  in  dust, 
Many  and  fair,  beneath  the  strokes  of  foes, 
So  moves  mc,  as  doth  thine,  when  thou  shalt  go 
Weeping,  led  oiF  by  some  brass-harnessed  Greek, 
Robbed  of  the  daylight  of  thy  liberty. 
To  weave  in  Argos  at  another's  loom, 
Or  bear  the  water  of  Messeis  home. 
Or  Hypereia,  with  unseemly  toils. 
While  heavy  doom  constrains  thee,  and  perchance 
The  folk  may  say,  who  see  thy  tears  run  down, 
**  This  was  the  wife  of  Hector,  best  in  fight 
At  Ilium,  of  horse-taming  Trojan  men.** 
So  will  they  say  perchance ;  while  unto  thee 
Now  grief  will  come,  for  such  a  husband's  loss, 
Who  might  have  warded  off  the  day  of  thrall. 
But  may  the  soil  be  heaped  above  my  oorpse 
Before  I  hear  thy  shriek  and  see  thy  shame  I ' 
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"  He  cpcke,  And  strctclicd  his  arms  to  lake  the  child : 
But  back  the  child  upon  his  nurse's  breast 
Slirunk  crjinj^,  frightened  nt  lii$  fuihcr's  looks, 
Fearing  ihe  brasa  and  eiest  of  horse's  hair 
Which  waved  above  the  helmet  lerriblj'. 
Then  out  that  failior  dear  and  mollicr  laughed, 
And  glorious  Hector  took  the  helmet  olT, 
And  laid  it  gleaming  on  tbe  ground,  and  kissed 
Ills  darling  diild,  and  danced  him  in  his  arms  ; 
And  spoke  in  prajer  to  Zeos,  and  all  the  gods : 
*  Zen,  and  je  other  gods,  O  grant  that  this 
Mf  child,  like  me,  maj  grow  the  champion  hero 
As  good  in  strength,  and  rule  with  migbl  in  Tro?  ; 
That  men  may  saj,  "  The  boj  is  belter  fur 
Than  was  his  sire,"  when  he  retnrns  from  war, 
Bearing  a  gorf  harness,  having  slain 
A  foeman,  and  his  mother's  heart  rejoice.' 
Thus  BBjing.  on  Ihc  hands  of  his  dear  wife 
Be  laid  the  child  ;  and  she  received  him  back 
Id  fragrant  hosom,  smiling  through  her  tears."  ' 

"  Such  is  Ihe  mylh.  Do  you  fancy  Ihat  in  it  Homer 
to  hand  down  to  Ilie  admiration  of  ages  such  earthly  c 
places  83  a  mothers  brute  affection,  and  the  terrors  of  an  in- 
fanl  ?  burely  the  di  cper  in  iglit  of  the  philo  opher  may  be 
allowed  without  the  reprtach  of  fancifulncss,  to  =ee  in  it  the 
adumbration  of  =ome  deeper  mjalery 

"The  elect  =oul  for  m  tince,  —  is  not  ih  name  A-.t^inix 
king  of  the  cilj  ,  hy  the  fact  of  its  etiicml  pirenligt  thi, 
leader  and  lord  of  all  nrtund  it  iLougli  it  knows  it  not'     A 
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ture,  the  nurse  and  jet  the  enemy  of  man,  —  Andromache,  as 
the  poet  well  names  her,  because  she  fights  with  that  being, 
when  grown  to  man's  estate,  whom  as  a  child  she  nourished. 
Fair  is  she,  yet  unwise;  pampering  us,  afler  the  fashion  of 
mothers,  with  weak  indulgences ;  fearing  to  send  us  forth  into 
the  great  realities  of  speculation,  there  to  forget  her  in  the  pur- 
suit of  glory,  she  would  have  us  while  away  our  prime  within 
the  harem,  and  play  for  ever  round  her  knees.  And  has  not 
the  elect  soul  a  father,  too,  whom  it  knows  not?  Hector,  he 
who  is  without,  —  unconfined,  unconditioned  by  Nature,  yet  its 
husband?  —  the  all-pervading  plastic  Soul,  informing,  organ- 
izing, whom  men  call  Zeus  the  lawgiver,  ^ther  the  fire,  Osiris 
the  life-giver ;  whom  here  the  poet  has  set  forth  as  the  defender 
of  the  mystic  city,  the  defender  of  harmony  and  order  and 
beauty  throughout  the  universe  ?  Apart  sits  his  great  father, 
—  Priam,  the  first  of  existences,  father  of  many  sons,  the  Abso- 
lute Reason ;  unseen,  tremendous,  immovable,  in  distant  glory ; 
yet  himself  amenable  to  that  abysmal  unity  which  Homer  calls 
Fate,  the  source  of  all  which  is,  yet  in  Itself  Nothing,  without 
predicate,  unnamable. 

<<  From  It  and  for  It  the  universal  Soul  thrills  through  the 
whole  creation,  doing  the  behests  of  that  Reason  from  which  it 
overflowed,  unwillingly,  into  the  storm  and  crowd  of  material 
appearances;  warring  with  the  brute  forces  of  gross  matter, 
crushing  all  which  is  foul  and  dissonant  to  itself,  and  clasping 
to  its  bosom  the  beautiful,  and  all  wherein  it  discovers  its  own  re- 
flex ;  impressing  on  it  its  signature,  reproducing  from  it  its  own 
likeness,  whether  star,  or  daemon,  or  soul  of  the  elect :  —  and 
yet,  as  the  poet  hints  in  anthropomorphic  language,  haunted  all 
the  while  by  a  sadness,  —  w^eighed  down  amid  all  its  labors 
by  the  sense  of  a  fate,  —  by  the  thought  of  that  First  One 
from  whom  the  Soul  is  originally  descended ;  from  whom  it,  and 
its  Father  the  Reason  before  it,  parted  themselves  when  they 
dared  to  think  and  act,  and  assert  their  own  free-wilL 

'^And  in  the  mean  while,  alas!  Hector,  the  father,  fights 
around,  while  his  children  sleep  and  feed ;  and  he  is  away  in 


the  wars,  and  they  know  Lira  not,  —  know  not  thai  Ihcy  the  in- 
dividuals are  but  part*  of  him  the  universal.  And  jet  at 
moments  —  oh!  ihrii;t  ble^-^od  lli<*y  ivhofe  cdt'Stial  pariTitagc 
has  made  sut-h  momciils  part  of  their  ai>pointed  de-iiiiv  —  at 
moments  flashes  on  the  human  eLild  the  intuition  of  tlie  unutter- 
able secret.  In  the  spangled  glory  of  the  summer  night,  —  in 
the  roar  of  the  Nile-flood,  sweeping  down  fertility  in  every 
wave, — in  the  awful  depths  of  the  temple  shrine.  —  in  the 
wild  melodies  of  old  Orphic  singers,  or  before  the  images  of 
those  gods  of  whose  perfect  beauty  the  divine  theosophists  of 
Greece  caught  a  fleeting  shadow,  and  with  the  sudden  might  of 
artistic  ecstasy  smote  it,  as  by  an  enchanter's  wand,  into  an  eter- 
nal sleep  of  snowy  stone,  —  in  these  there  flashes  on  the  inner 
eye  a  vision  beautiful  and  terrible,  of  a  force,  an  energj-,  a 
soul,  an  idea,  one  and  yet  miihon-fold,  ru-^hing  through  all  created 
ihingii,  like  the  wind  across  a  lyre,  thrilling  the  strings  into  celes- 
tial harmony,  —  one  lifehiood  through  the  million  veins  of  the 
uniTerse,  from  one  great  unseen  heart,  whose  ihimderous  pulses 
the  mind  hears  far  away,  beating  for  ever  in  the  abysmal  soli- 
tude, beyond  the  heavens  and  the  galaxies,  beyond  tlie  cpaees 
and  the  times,  themselves  but  veins  and  runnels  from  its  all- 
leeming  sea. 

"  Happy,  thrice  happy,  they  who  once  have  dared,  even 
though  breathless,  blinded  with  tears  of  awful  joy,  struck  down 
npon  their  knees  in  utter  helplessness,  as  they  feel  themselves 
but  dead  leaves  in  the  wind  which  sweeps  the  universe,  —  ha]ipy 
they  who  have  dared  to  gaze,  if  hut  for  an  instant,  on  the  terror 
of  that  glorious  pageant;  who  have  not,  like  the  young  Asiy- 
anar,  clung  shrieking  to  the  breast  of  mother  Nature,  scared 
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JOntliU-ia^t.s  they  arc;  for  Driiy  i-  in  them,  and  they  in  It. 
i''(;r  ill':  u\i\i\  tills  hunlcn  of  irnli\  i(hiality  vanishes,  and,  recof'- 
iii/in;r  ih«-rii>(lv<;s  a-  T.ortion<  of  the  iiiiivcrsal  SouL  thev  ri.-e 
(jj.w.ird.  thn^irjh  and  h^-voiid  that  Kf.-a-on  from  whence  tht*  soul 
(iroi<  •mU,  to  lh«-  luiint  of  all, — the  inclfable  and  Supreme  C)ne, 
—  and  -ecin;,'  Ii,  hL-eome  by  that  act  [>ortions  of  Its  essence, 
'i'ln-y  sjx.ak  no  more,  but  It  speaks  in  them,  and  their 
whole  beirifr,  transmuted  by  that  jrlorious  sunliirht  into  uhose 
rays  thr-y  liave  dared,  like  the  eade,  to  ;raze  without  shrinking, 
becomes  an  harmonious  vehicle  for  the  words  of  Deity,  and,  pas- 
si\r;  ii-elf,  Utters  th(j  secrets  of  the  innnortal  gods.     AViJat  wonder 

if  to  the  brute  mass  they  seem   as  dreamers  ?      Be  it  so 

Smile  if  you  will.  ]»ut  a>k  me  not  to  teach  vou  thinjis  un- 
speakabh',  above  all  sciences,  which  the  word-battle  of  dialectic, 
the.  diM-ur>ive  struggles  of  reason,  can  never  reach,  but  which 
nnj.^t  be  >(;en  only,  and  when  seen,  confessed  to  be  unspeakable. 
Hence,  thou  disputer  of  the  Academy  I  —  hence,  thou  sneering 
Cynic !  —  hence,  thou  sense-worshipping  Stoic,  wlio  fanciest 
that  the  >oul  is  to  derive  her  knowledge  from  those  material  ap- 


So  beautiful !  So  calm  and  mercitul  to  him  !  So  cnthu>ia.N- 
tic  towards  all  which  was  noble  !  Had  not  she,  too,  spoken  of 
the  unseen  world,  of  the  hope  of  immortality,  of  the  conquest 
of  the  spirit  over  the  flesh,  just  as  a  Christian  might  have  done  ? 
Was  the  gulf  between  them  so  infinite  ?  If  so,  why  had  her  as- 
pirations awakened  echoes  in  his  own  heart,  —  echoes,  too,  just 
such  as  the  prayers  and  lessons  of  the  Laura  used  to  awiiken  ? 
If  the  fruit  was  so  hke,  must  not  the  root  be  like  also  ?  .  .  .  . 
Could  that  be  a  counterfeit?  that  a  minister  of  Satan  in  the 
robes  of  an  angel  of  light  ?  Light,  at  least,  it  was,  —  purity, 
simplicity,   courage,   earnestness,  tenderness,  flashed   out  from 

eye,  lip,  gesture A  heathen,  who  disbeUeved  ?  .  .  .  .  What 

was  the  meaning  of  it  all  ? 

But  the  finishing  stroke  yet  remained  which  was  to  comi)let(, 
the  utter  confusion  of  his  mind.  For  before  he  had  gone  fifty 
yards  up  the  street,  his  little  friend  of  the  fruit-bitskct,  whom  he 
had  not  seen  since  he  vanished  under  the  feet  of  the  mob,  in  the 
gateway  of  the  theatre,  clutched  him  by  the  arm  and  burst 
forth,  breathless  with  running,  — 

^  The  —  gods  —  heap  their  favors  —  on  those  w  ho  —  who 
least  deserve  them  !  Rash  and  insolent  rustic  !  And  this  is  the 
reward  of  thy  madness  !  '* 

"  Off  with  you  ! "  said  Philammon,  who  had  no  mind  at  the 
moment  to  renew  his  acquaintance  with  the  little  porter.  But 
the  guardian  of  parasols  kept  a  firm  hold  on  his  sheep-skin. 

"  Fool !  Hypatia  herself  commands !  Yes,  you  will  see  her, 
have  speech  with  her !  while  I  —  I  the  illuminated,  —  I  the 
appreciating,  —  I    the   obedient,  —  I   the  adoring,  —  who   for 
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these  three  years  past  have  grovelled  in  the  kennel,  that  the 
hem  of  her  garment  might  touch  the  tip  cf  my  little  finger,  — 
I  — I  — I  —  " 

"  What  do  you  want,  madman  ?  " 

^^She  calls  for  thee,  insensate  wretch!  Theon  sent  me,^ 
breathless  at  once  with  running  and  with  envy  —  Go  I  fiivor- 
ite  with  the  unjust  gods  ! " 

«  Who  is  Theon  ?  " 

"  Her  father,  ignorant  1  He  commands  thee  to  be  at  her 
house  —  here  —  opposite  —  to-morrow  at  the  third  hour. 
Hear  and  obey !  There !  they  are  coming  out  of  the  Museum, 
and  all  the  parasols  will  get  wrong  I     O  miserable  me !  ** 

And  the  poor  little  fellow  rushed  back  again,  while  Fhilam- 
mon,  at  his  wits'  end  between  dread  and  longing,  started  off,  and 
ran  the  whole  way  home  to  the  Serapeium,  regardless  of  car- 
riages, elephants,  and  foot-passengers ;  and,  having  been  knocked 
down  by  a  surly  porter,  and  lefl  a  piece  of  his  sheep-skin  between 
the  teeth  of  a  spiteful  camel,  —  neither  of  which  insults  he  had 
time  to  resent,  —  arrived  at  the  archbishop's  house,  found  Peter 
the  reader,  and  tremblingly  begged  an  audience  from  CyriL 


Cyuil  heard  Philiimmon's  story  and  Ilypalia's  iiu-ssa^re  with 
a  quiet  smile,  and  then  dismissed  the  youtli  to  an  afternoon  of 
labor  in  the  city,  commanding  him  to  mention  no  word  of  what 
had  happened,  and  to  come  to  him  that  evening  and  receive  his 
order,  when  he  should  have  had  time  to  think  over  the  matter. 
So  forth  Philammon  went  with  liis  companions,  through  lanes 
and  alleys  hideous  with  filth  and  poverty,  compulsory  idleness 
and  native  sin.  Fearfully  real  and  practical  it  all  was  ;  but  he 
saw  it  ail  dimly,  as  in  a  dream.     Before  his  eyes  one  face  was 

shining ;  in  his  ears  one  silvery  voice  was  ringing "  He 

is  a  monk,  and  knows  no  better.'*  ....  True !  And  how 
should  he  know  better?  How  could  he  tell  how  much  more 
there  was  to  know,  in  that  great  new  universe,  in  such  a  cranny 
whereof  his  life  had  till  now  been  past?  He  had  heard  but 
one  side  already.  What  if  there  were  two  sides  ?  Had  he  not 
a  right  —  that  is,  was  it  not  proper,  fair,  prudent,  that  he  should 
hear  both,  and  then  judge  ? 

Cyril  had  hardly,  perhaps,  done  wisely  for  the  youth,  in  send- 
ing him  out  about  the  practical  drudgery  of  benevolence,  before 
deciding  for  him  what  w^as  his  duty  with  regard  to  llypatia's 
invitation.  He  had  not  calculated  on  the  new  thoughts  which 
were  tormenting  the  young  monk ;  perhaps  they  would  have 
been  unintelligible  to  him,  had  he  known  of  them.  Cyril  had 
been  bred  up  under  the  most  stern  dogmatic  training,  in  those 
vast  monastic  establishments  which  had  arisen  amid  the  neigh- 
boring saltpetre  quarries  of  Nitria,  where  thousands  toiled  in 

12 
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voluntary  poverty  and  starvation  at  vast  bakeries,  dyeries,  brick- 
fields, tailors'  shops,  carpenters'  yards ;  and  expended  the  profits 
of  their  labor,  not  on  themselves,  for  they  had  need  of  nothing, 
but  on  churches,  hospitals,  and  alms.  Educated  in  that  world 
of  practical  industrial  productions  as  well  as  of  religious  exer- 
cise, which  by  its  proximity  to  the  great  city  accustomed  monks 
to  that  world  which  they  despised ;  entangled  from  boyhood  in 
the  intrigues  of  his  fierce  and  ambitious  uncle,  Theophilus,  Cyril 
had  succeeded  him  in  the  patriarchate  6f  Alexandria  without 
having  felt  a  doubt,  and  stood  free  to  throw  his  fiery  energy 
and  clear  practical  intellect  into  the  cause  of  the  Church  with- 
out scruple,  even,  where  necessary,  without  pity.  How  could 
such  a  man  sympathize  with  the  poor  boy  of  twenty,  suddenly 
dr^ged  forth  from  the  quiet  cavern-shadow  of  the  Laura  into 
the  full  blaze  and  roar  of  the  world's  noonday  ?  He,  too,  was 
cloister-bred.  But  the  busy  and  fanatic  atmosphere  of  Nitria, 
where  every  nerve  of  soul  and  body  was  kept  on  a  life-long 
artificial  strain,  without  rest,  without  simplicity,  without  human 
affection,  was  utterly  antipodal  to  the  government  of  the  remote 
and  needy,  though  no  less  industrious  commonwealths  of  Coeno- 
bites, who  dotted  the  lonely  mountain-glens,  far  up  into  the 
heart  of  the  Nubian  desert.  In  such  a  one  Philammon  had  re- 
ceived, from  a  venerable  man,  a  mother's  sympathy  as  well  as  a 
father's  care ;  and  now  he  yearned  for  the  encouragement  of  a 
gentle  voice,  for  the  greeting  of  a  kindly  eye,  and  was  lonely 
and  sick  at  heart  ....  And  still  Hypatia's  voice  haunted  his 
ears,  like  a  strain  of  music,  and  would  not  die  away.  That 
lofly  enthusiasm,  so  sweet  and  modest  in  its  grandeur,  that 
tone  of  pity  —  in  one  so  lovely  it  could  not  be  called  contempt 
—  for  the  many ;    that  delicious   phantom  of  being  an  elect 

spirit  ....  unlike  the  crowd ^*  And  am  I  altogether 

like  the  crowd  ?  "  said  Philammon  to  himself,  as  he  staggered 
along  under  the  weight  of  a  groaning  fever-patient  ''Can 
there  be  found  no  fitter  work  for  me  than  this,  which  any  porter 
from  the  quay  might  do  as  well  ?  Am  I  not  somewhat  wasted 
on  such  toil  as  this  ?    Have  I  not  an  intellect,  a  taste,  a  reason  ? 


....  so  dinerent  from  lier  !  Their  talk  s('<'inL-il  mere  ;2;os.sip, — 
scandalous,  too,  and  liard-jud^infi:,  most  of  it  ;  about  that  man's 
private  ambition,  and  that  woman's  proud  look ;  and  who  had 
stajed  for  the  Eucharist  the  Sunday  before,  and  who  had  gone 
out  after  the  sermon  ;  and  how  the  majority  who  did  not  stay 
could  possibly  dare  to  go,  and  how  the  minority  who  did  not  go 
could  possibly  dare  to  stay Endless  suspicions,  sneers,  com- 
plaints ....  what  did  they  care  for  the  eternal  glories  and  the 
beatific  vision  ?  Their  one  test  for  all  men  and  things,  from  the 
patriarch  to  the  prefect,  seemed  to  be,  —  Did  he  or  it  advance  the 
cause  of  the  Church  ?  —  which  Philamraon  soon  discovered  to 
mean  their  own  cause,  their  influence,  their  sclf-glorilication. 
And  the  poor  boy,  as  his  faculty  for  fault-finding  quickened  un- 
der the  influence  of  theirs,  seemed  to  see,  under  the  humble 
stock-phrases  in  which  they  talked  of  their  labors  of  love,  and 
the  future  reward  of  their  present  humiliations,  a  deep  and 
hardly-bidden  pride,  a  faith  in  their  own  infallibility,  a  contemp- 
tuous impatience  of  every  man,  however  venerable,  who  differed 
from  their  party  on  any,  the  slightest,  matter.  They  spoke  with 
sneers  of  Augustine's  Latinizing  tendencies,  and  with  open  exe- 
crations of  Chrysostom,  as  the  vilest  and  most  impious  of  schis- 
matics ;  and,  for  aught  Philammon  knew,  they  were  right 
enough.  But  when  they  talked  of  wars  and  desolation  ptist  and 
impending,  without  a  word  of  pity  for  the  shiin  and  ruined,  as  a 
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just  judgment  of  Heaven  upon  heretics  and  heathens ;  when 
they  argued  over  the  awful  struggle  for  power  which,  as  he 
gathered  from  their  words,  was  even  then  pending  between  the 
Emperor  and  the  Count  of  Africa,  as  if  it  contained  but  one 
question  of  interest  to  them,  —  Would  Cjril,  and  thej  as  his 
body-guard,  gain  or  lose  power  in  Alexandria?  and  lastly, 
when,  at  some  mention  of  Orestes,  and  of  Hypatia  as  his  ooon- 
sellor,  they  broke  out  into  open  imprecations  of  Grod's  curse,  and 
comforted  themselves  with  the  prospect  of  everlasting  torment 
for  both ;  —  he  shuddered  and  asked  himself  involuntarily.  Were 
these  the  ministers  of  a  Gospel?  Were  these  the  fruits  of 
Christ's  Spirit  ?  .  • . .  And  a  whisper  thrilled  through  the'  inmost 
depth  of  his  soul,  —  '^  Is  there  a  Gospel  ?  Is  there  a  Spirit  of 
Christ  ?    Would  not  their  fruits  be  different  from  these  ?  " 

Faint,  and  low,  and  distant,  was  that  whisper ;  like  the  mut- 
ter of  an  earthquake  miles  below  the  soil.  And  yet,  like  the 
earthquake-roll,  it  had  in  that  one  moment  jarred  every  belief, 
and  hope,  and  memory  of  his  being  each  a  hair's  breadth  from 

its  place Only  one  hair's  breadth.     But  that  was  enough ; 

his  whole  inward  and  outward  world  changed  shape,  and  cracked 
at  every  joint  What  if  it  were  to  fall  in  pieces  ?  His  brain 
reeled  with  the  thought  He  doubted  his  own  identity.  The 
very  light  of  heaven  had  altered  its  hue.  Was  the  firm  ground 
on  which  he  stood  after  all  no  solid  reality,  but  a  fragile  shell 
which  covered  —  what  ? 

The  nightmare  vanished,  and  he  breathed  once  more.  What 
a  strange  dream  I  The  sun  and  the  exertion  must  have  made 
him  giddy.     He  would  forget  all  about  it 

Weary  with  labor,  and  still  wearier  with  thought,  he  returned 
that  evening,  longing,  and  yet  dreading,  to  be  permitted  to  speak 
with  Hypatia.  He  half  hoped  at  moments  that  Cyril  might 
think  him  too  weak  for  it ;  and  the  next,  all  his  pride  and  daring, 
not  to  say  his  faith  and  hope,  spurred  him  on.  Might  he  but 
face  the  terrible  enchantress,  and  rebuke  her  to  her  face  !  And 
yet  so  lovely,  so  noble  as  she  looked  I  Could  he  speak  to  her, 
except  in  tones  of  gentle  warning,  pity,  counsel,  entreaty? 


JUiglit  he  not  convert  litr,  —  save  iiei' ?  Glorious  lliimglit  ! 
To  win  sucli  ii  soul  lo  llif>  true  caii^u  !  To  ho.  ablu  lo  sliow,  jis 
thu  fir^t  t'ruils  of  his  mission,  llic  vtry  diiinijiion  of  IjeiilliL-ndiim  ! 
Il  w;ti  wortli  « liile  to  havu  livtil  ojjIj  to  do  that ;  and  liuving 
(lone  it,  to  <lie. 

The  archbishop's  lodgings,  vhen  he  entered  thcm,  were  in  a 
state  of  ferment  even  greater  iban  usual.  Groups  of  monks, 
priests,  parabolani,  and  eitizens,  rich  and  poor,  were  hanging 
about  Ihe  courl-yitnl,  talking  earnestly  and  angrily.  A  largo 
party  of  monks  fresh  from  Jiitria,  wjlh  ragged  hair  and  beards, 
and  the  peculiar  expression  of  countenance  which  fanatics  of  all 
creeds  acquire,  fierce  Lind  yet  aliject,  self-eon scious  and  yet  un- 
governed,  silly  and  yet  sly,  with  features  coarsened  and  degraded 
by  continual  fasting  and  self-torture,  prudishly  shrouded  from 
bead  to  liec-l  in  their  long,  ragged  gowns,  were  gesliculaling 
wildly  and  loudly,  and  calling  on  their  more  peaceable  conipan- 
ions,  in  no  measured  terms,  to  revenge  some  insult  offered  to  the 
Church. 

"  What  is  (he  matter  ?  "  asked  I'liilammon  of  a  fjuii't,  portly 
citizen,  who  stood  looking  up,  with  a  most  perplexed  visage,  at 
the  windows  of  tlie  palrjareli's  aparimonts, 

"  Don't  ask  me ;  I  have  nothing  lo  do  with  it.  Why  doi'3  not 
his  holiness  come  out  and  speak  to  them?  IJIessi^d  Virgin, 
mother  of  God  !  that  we  were  well  through  it  .ill ! " 

"  Coward  !  "  bawled  a  monk  in  his  ear.  "  Thc^ie  shopkeepers 
care  for  nothing  but  seeing  their  stalls  safe.  Rather  than  lose 
a  day's  custom,  they  would  gi^e  the  very  churches  to  be  plun- 
dered by  Ihe  heathen  !  " 

"  We  do  not  want  them  !  "  cried  another,     "  We   managed 


forlli  .IS  iiinibs  among  wolve?.  "Wliat  necessity  was  there  for 
letting  the  ]>releet  know  tliat  llie  Jews  were  gone  ?  lie  ivoulil 
liiive  fouri.]  it  oiii  for  liimself  last  enougb,  the  next  time  he  wnnl- 

"  Wliat  is  all  lliis  about,  i-evereml  sir?"  a^^ked  Philammon  of 
Pclcr  ilie  ri'ailer,  wlio  mode  his  iippcaraiice  at  ilurt  moniont  in 

the  quadrniigle,  walking  with  great  strides,  like  the  soul  of  Aga- 
memnon across  iLe  meads  of  Asphodi,-],  anil  apjiarontlj-  beside 
himself  with  rage. 

"  Ail !  you  lieie  ?  You  may  go  to-morrow,  young  fool !  The 
patriiiivli  ean't  talk  to  jon.  Why  shonld  he?  Some  peojde 
have  a  great  deal  too  much  iiolii-c  taken  of  ihem,  in  my  opinion. 
Yes ;  jou  may  go.  If  your  head  is  not  turned  already,  you 
may  go  and  get  it  torned  to-morrow.  We  shall  see  whether  he 
who  ex.nlts  himself  is  not  .ihascd,  liefore  all  is  over  1 "  And  be 
was  striding  away,  when  rhilammoti,  at  the  risk  of  an  explo- 
sion, Etopped  bim. 

me  to  fee  him,  sir,  before  " 
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^  Seize  him  I  hold  him  I ''  half  blubbered  he.  <<  The  traitor  I 
the  heretic  I     lie  holds  commanion  with  heathens  I " 

«  Down  with  him  ! "  "  Cast  him  out  I"  "  Carry  him  to  the 
archbishop  I "  while  Philammon  shook  himself  free,  and  Peter 
returned  to  the  charge. 

^  I  call  all  good  Catholics  to  witness !  He  has  beaten  an 
ecclesiastic  in  the  courts  of  the  Lord*8  house,  even  in  the  midst 
of  thee,  O  Jerusalem  I  And  he  was  in  Hjpatia's  lecture-room 
this  morning ! " 

A  groan  of  pious  horror  rose.  Philammon  set  his  back 
against  the  walL 

^  His  holiness  the  patriarch  sent  me.'' 

^  He  confesses,  he  confesses  I  He  deluded  the  pietj  of  the 
patriarch  into  letting  him  go,  under  color  of  converting  her ; 
and  even  now  he  wants  to  intrude  on  the  sacred  presence  of 
Cjril,  burning  onlj  with  carnal  desire  that  he  maj  meet  the 
sorceress  in  her  house  to-morrow  I " 

^  Scandal  1 "  ^  Abomination  in  the  holy  place  I "  and  a  rush 
at  the  poor  jouth  took  place. 

His  blood  was  thoroughly  up.  The  respectable  part  of  the 
crowd,  as  usual  in  such  cases,  prudently  retreated,  and  lefl  him 
to  the  mercy  of  the  monks,  with  an  eye  to  their  own  reputation 
for  orthodoxy,  not  to  mention  their  own  personal  safety ;  and  he 
had  to  help  himself  as  he  could.  He  looked  round  for  a  weap- 
on. There  was  none.  The  ring  of  monks  were  baying  at  him 
like  hounds  round  a  bear ;  and  though  he  might  have  been  a 
match  for  any  one  of  them  singly,  yet  their  sinewy  limbs  and 
determined  faces  warned  him  that  against  such  odds  the  struggle 
would  be  desperate. 

^'  Let  me  leave  this  court  in  safety  I  God  knows  whether  I  am 
an  heretic ;  and  to  Him  I  commit  my  cause.  The  holy  patri- 
arch shall  know  of  your  iniquity.  I  will  not  trouble  you ;  I 
give  you  leave  to  call  me  heretic,  or  heathen,  if  you  will,  if  I 
cross  this  threshold  till  Cyril  himself  sends  for  me  back  to  shame 
you." 

And  he  turned  and  forced  his  way  to  the  gate^  amid  a  yell  of 
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derision  which  brought  every  drop  of  blood  in  his  body  into  his 
cheeks.  Twice,  as  he  went  down  the  vaulted  passage,  a  rash 
was  made  on  him  from  behind,  but  the  soberer  of  his  persecu- 
tors checked  it.  Yet  he  could  not  leave  them,  young  and  hot- 
headed as  he  was,  without  one  last  word,  and  on  the  threshold 
he  turned. 

"  You !  who  call  yourselves  the  disciples  of  the  Lord,  and 
are  more  like  the  demoniacs  who  abode  day  and  night  in  the 
tombs,  crying  and  cutting  themselves  with  stones " 

In  an  instant  they  rushed  upon  him ;  and,  luckily  for  him, 
rushed  also  into  the  arms  of  a  party  of  ecclesiastics,  who  were 
hurrying  inwards  from  the  street,  with  faces  of  blank  terror. 

"  He  has  refused  I "  shouted  the  foremost.  '*  He  declares 
war  against  the  Church  of  Grod  !  " 

**  O  my  friends ! "  panted  the  archdeacon,  ^  we  are  escaped 
like  the  bird  out  of  the  snare  of  the  fowler.  The  tyrant  kept 
us  waiting  two  hours  at  his  palace  gates,  and  then  sent  lictors 
out  upon  us,  with  rods  and  axes,  telling  us  that  they  were 
the  only  message  which  he  had  for  robbers  and  rioters." 

'<  Back  to  the  patriarch  ! "     And  the  whole  mob  streamed  in 

again,  leaving  Philammon  alone  in  the  street and  in  the 

world. 

Whither  now  ? 

He  strode  on  in  his  wrath  some  hundred  yards  or  more,  be* 
fore  he  asked  himself  that  question.  And  when  he  asked  it,  he 
found  himself  in  no  humor  to  answer  it  He  was  adrifl,  and 
blown  out  of  harbor  upon  a  shoreless  sea,  in  utter  darkness ;  all 
heaven  and  earth  were  nothing  to  him.  He  was  alone  in  the 
blindness  of  anger. 

Gradually  one  fixed  idea,  as  a  light-tower,  began  to  glimmer 
through  the  storm.  ....  To  see  Hypatia  and  convert  her.  He 
had  the  patriarch's  leave  for  that.  That  must  be  right.  That 
would  justify  him,  —  bring  him  back,  perhaps,  in  a  triumph 
more  glorious  than  any  Ca&sar's,  leading  captive,  in  the  fetters  of 
the  Gospel,  the  Queen  of  Heathendom.  Yes,  there  was  that 
left,  for  which  to  live. 
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His  passion  cooled  down  gracluallj  as  he  wandered  on  in  the 
fading  evening  light,  up  one  street  and  down  another,  till  he 
had  utterly  lost  his  way.  What  matter  ?  He  should  find  that 
Lecture-room  to-morrow,  at  least  At  last  he  found  himself  in 
a  broad  avenue  which  he  seemed  to  know.  Was  that  the  Sun- 
gate  in  the  distance?  He  sauntered  carelessly  down  it,  and 
found  himself  at  last  on  the  great  Esplanade,  whither  the  little 
porter  had  taken  him  three  days  before.  He  was  dose  then  to 
the  Museum,  and  to  her  house.  Destiny  had  led  him,  uncon- 
sciously, towards  the  scene  of  his  enterprise.  It  was  a  good 
omen  ;  he  would  go  thither  at  once.  He  might  sleep  upon  her 
door-step  as  well  as  upon  any  other.  Perhaps  he  might  catch  a 
glimpse  of  her  going  out  or  coming  in,  even  at  that  late  hour 
It  might  be  well  to  accustom  himself  to  the  sight  of  her 
There  would  be  the  less  chance  of  his  being  abashed  to-morroi7i 
before  these  sorceress  eyes.  And,  moreover,  to  tell  the  truth 
his  self-dependence  and  his  self-will  too,  crushed,  or  rather  laid 
to  sleep,  by  the  discipline  of  the  Laura,  had  started  into  wild 
life,  and  gave  him  a  mysterious  pleasure  which  he  had  not  felt 
since  he  was  a  disobedient  little  boy,  of  doing  what  he  chose, 
right  or  wrong,  simply  because  he  chose  it  Such  moments 
come  to  every  free-willed  creature.  Happy  are  those  who  have 
not,  like  poor  Philammon,  been  kept  by  a  hotbed  cultivation 
from  knowing  how  to  face  them.  But  he  had  yet  to  learn,  or 
rather  his  tutors  had  to  learn,  that  the  sure  path  toward  willing 
obedience  and  manful  self-restraint  lies  not  through  slavery, 
but  through  liberty. 

He  was  not  certain  which  was  Hypatia's  house ;  but  the  door 
of  the  Museum  he  could  not  forget  So  there  he  sat  himself 
down  under  the  garden  wall,  soothed  by  the  cool  night,  and  the 
holy  silence,  and  the  rich  perfume  of  the  thousand  foreign  fiow- 
ers  which  filled  the  air  with  enervating  balm.  There  he  sat, 
and  watched,  and  watched,  and  watched  in  vain  for  some 
glimpse  of  his  one  object  Which  of  the  houses  was  hers  ? 
Which  was  the  window  of  her  chamber  ?  Did  it  look  into  the 
street  ?    What  business  had  his  &ncy  with  women's  chambers  ? 
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....  But  that  one  open  window,  with  the  lamp  burning  brightlj 
inside, —  he  could  not  help  looking  up  to  it,  — he  could  not  help 
fancying,  —  hoping.  He  even  moved  a  few  jards,  to  see  bet- 
ter the  bright  interior  of  the  room.  High  up  as  it  was,  he  could 
still  discern  shelves  of  books,  —  pictures  on  the  walls.  Was 
that  a  voice  ?  Yes  I  —  a  woman's  voice  —  reading  aloud  in 
metre  —  was  plainly  distinguishable  in  the  dead  stillness  of  the 
night,  which  did  not  even  awaken  a  whisper  in  the  trees  above 
his  head.     He  stood,  spell-bound  by  curiosity. 

Suddenly  the  voice  ceased,  and  a  woman's  figure  came  for* 
ward  to  the  window,  and  stood  motionless,  gazing  upward  at  the 
spangled  star-world  overhead,  and  seeming  to  drink  in  the  glorj; 

and  the  silence,  and  the  rich  perfume Could  it  be  she? 

Every  pulse  in  his  body  throbbed  madly Could  it  be  ? 

What  was  she  doing  ?  He  could  not  distinguish  the  features  ; 
but  the  full  blaze  of  the  eastern  moon  showed  him  an  upturned 
brow,  between  a  golden  stream  of  glittering  tresses  which  hid 
her  whole  figure,  except  the  white  hands  clasped  upon  her 
bosom Was. she  praying  ?  Were  these  her  midnight  sor- 
ceries ?  . .  . . 

And  still  his  heart  throbbed  and  throbbed,  till  he  almost  fim- 
cied  she  must  hear  its  noisy  beat,  —  and  still  she  stood  motion- 
less, gazing  upon  the  sky,  like  some  exquisite  chryselephantine 
statue,  all  ivory  and  gold.  And  behind  her,  round  the  bright 
room  within,  painting,  books,  a  whole  world  of  unknown  science 

and  beauty and  she  the  priestess  of  it  all inviting 

him  to  learn  of  her  and  be  wise  ?  It  was  a  temptation  I  He 
would  fiee  from  it !  —  Fool  that  he  was !  and  it  might  not  be 
she,  afler  all  I    - 

He  made  some  sudden  movement  She  looked  down,  saw 
him,  and,  shutting  the  blind,  vanished  for  the  night  In  vain, 
now  that  the  temptation  had  departed,  he  sat  and  waited 
for  its  reappearance,  half  cursing  himself  for  having  broken 
the  spelL  But  the  chamber  was  dark  and  silent  henceforth ; 
and  Philammon,  wearied  out,  found  himself  soon  wandering 
back  to  the  Laura  in  quiet  dreams,  beneath  the  balmy  semi- 
tropic  night 


PniLAMMON  was  aroused  from  liis  slumbers  at  sunrise  the 
next  morning  by  the  attendants  who  ciune  in  to  sweep  out  tlie 
lecture-rooms,  and  wandered,   disconsokitely  enough,    up    and 
down  the  street ;  longing  for  and  yet  dreading  the  three  weary 
hours  to  be  over  which  must  pass  before  he  would  be  admitted 
to  Hypatia.     But  he  had  tasted  no  food  since  noon  the  day 
before :  he  had  had  but  three  hours'  sleep  the  previous  night, 
and  had  been  working,  runnmg,  and  fighting  for  two  whole  days 
without  a  moment's  peace  of  body  or  mind.     Sick  with  hunger 
and  fatigue,  and  aching  from  head  to  foot  with  his  hard  niglit's 
rest  on  the  granite  flags,  he  felt  as  unable  as  man  could  well  do 
to  collect  his  thoughts  or  brace  his  nerves  for  the  coming  inter- 
view.    How  to  get  food  he  could  not  guess :  but  having  two 
hands,  he  might  at  least  earn  a  coin  by  carrying  a  load ;  so  he 
went  down  to  the  Esplanade  in  search  of  work.     Of  that,  alas, 
there    was   none.      So   he  sat  down  upon  the  parapet  of  the 
quay,  and  watched  the  shoals  of  sardines  which  played  in  and 
out  over  the  marble  steps  below,  and  wondered  at  the  strange 
crabs  and  sea-locusts  which  crawled  up  and  dovni  the  face  of 
the  masonry,  a  few  feet  below  the  surface,  scrambling  for  bits  of 
ofial,  and  making  occasional  fruitless  dashes  at  the  nimble  little 
silver  arrows  which  played  round  them.     And  at  last  his  whole 
soul,  too  tired  to  think  of  anything  else,  became  absorbed  in  a 
mighty  struggle  between  two  great  crabs,  who  held  on  stoutly, 
each  by  a  claw,  to  his  respective  bunch  of  seaweed,  while  with 
the  others  they  tugged,  one  at  the  head  and  the  other  at  the 
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tail  of  a  dead  fish.  Which  would  conquer  ?  . . . .  Ay,  which  ? 
And  for  five  minutes  Philammon  was  alone  in  the  world  with 

the  two  struggling  heroes Might  not  thej  be  emblematic  ? 

Might  not  the  upper  one  typifj  Cyril  ?  —  the  lower  one  ^Hypar 
tia? — and  the  dead  fish  between,  himself?  ....  But  at  last  the 
dead-lock  was  suddenly  ended,  —  the  fish  parted  in  the  middle, 
and  the  typical  Hypatia  and  Cyril,  losing  hold  of  their  respec- 
tive sea-weeds  by  the  jerk,  tumbled  down,  each  with  its  half  fish, 
and  vanished  head  over  heels  into  the  blue  depths,  in  so  undig- 
nified a  manner  that  Philammon  burst  into  a  shout  of  laughter. 

^  What 's  the  joke  ?  "  asked  a  well-known  voice  behind  him  ; 
and  a  hand  patted  him  familiarly  on  the  back.  He  looked 
round,  and  saw  the  little  porter,  his  head  crowned  with  a  full 
basket  of  figs,  grapes,  and  water-melons^  on  which  the  poor 
youth  cast  a  longing  eye.  '*  Well,  my  young  firiend,  and  why 
are  you  not  at  church  ?  Look  at  all  the  saints  pouring  into  the 
Caesareum  there,  behind  you." 

Philammon  answered  sulkily  enough  something  inarticalate. 

^  Ho,  ho !  Quarrelled  with  the  successor  of  the  Apostles 
already  ?  Has  my  prophecy  come  true,  and  the  strong  meat  oi 
pious  riot  and  plunder  proved  too  highly  spiced  for  your  young 
palate.     Eh  ?  " 

Poor  Philammon  I  Angry  with  himself  for  feeling  that  the 
porter  was  right;  shrinking  from  the  notion  of  exposing  the 
failings  of  his  fellow-Christians ;  shrinking  still  more  from  mak- 
ing such  a  jackanapes  his  confidant :  and  yet  yearning  in  his 
loneliness  to  open  his  heart  to  some  one,  he  dropped  out  hint  by 
hint,  word  by  word,  the  events  of  the  past  evening ;  and  fin- 
ished by  a  request  to  be  put  in  the  way  of  earning  his  break&st. 

<'  Earning  your  break&st  ?  Shall  the  favorite  of  the  gods  — 
shall  the  guest  of  Hypatia  earn  his  breakfast^  while  I  have  an 
obol  to  share  with  him?  Base  thought  I  Youth!  I  have 
wronged  you.  Unphilosophically  I  allowed,  yesterday  morning 
envy  to  ruffle  the  ocean  of  my  intellect.  We  are  now  friends 
and  brothers,  in  hatred  to  the  monastic  tribe." 

^  I  do  not  hate  them,  I  tell  you,"  said  Philammon.  ^  Bui 
these  Nitrian  savages " 
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^  Are  the  perfect  examples  of  monkery,  and  you  hate  them ; 
and  therefore,  all  greaters  contammg  the  less,  you  hate  all  less 
monastic  monks,  —  I  have  not  heard  logic  lectures  in  vain. 
Now,  up  !  The  sea  woos  our  dusty  limbs ;  Nereids  and  Tritons, 
charging  no  cruel  coin,  call  us  to  Nature's  baths.  At  home  a 
mighty  sheat-fish  smokes  upon  the  festive  board ;  beer  crowns 
the  horn,  and  onions  deck  the  dish :  come  then,  my  guest  and 
brother  I " 

Philammon  swallowed  certain  scruples  about  becoming  the 
guest  of  a  heathen,  seeing  that  otherwise  there  seemed  no 
chance  of  having  anything  else  to  swallow ;  and,  after  a  refresh- 
ing plunge  in  the  sea,  followed  the  hospitable  little  fellow  to 
Hypatia's  door,  where  he  dropped  his  daily  load  of  fruit,  and 
then  into  a  narrow  by-street,  to  the  ground-floor  of  a  huge  block 
of  lodgings,  with  a  common  staircase,  swarming  with  children, 
cats,  and  chickens ;  and  was  ushered  by  his  host  into  a  little 
room,  where  the  savory  smell  of  broiling  fish  revived  Fhilam- 
mon's  heart 

"  Judith  I  Judith  I  where  lingerest  thou  ?  Marble  of  Pentel- 
icus !  Foam-flake  of  the  wine-dark  main  I  Lily  of  the  Mareotic 
lake  I  You  accursed  black  Andromeda,  if  you  don't  bring  the 
breakfast  this  moment,  1 11  cut  you  in  two  !  " 

The  inner  door  opened,  and  in  bustled,  trembling,  her  hands 
full  of  dishes,  a  tall,  lithe  negress,  dressed  in  true  negro  fashion, 
in  a  snow-white  cotton  shift,  a  scarlet  cotton  petticoat,  and  a 
bright  yellow  turban  of  the  same,  making  a  light  in  that  dark 
place  which  would  have  served  as  a  landmark  a  mile  ofl*.  She 
put  the  dishes  down,  and  the  porter  majestically  waved  Philam- 
mon to  a  stool,  while  she  retreated,  and  stood  humbly  waiting  on 
her  lord  and  master,  who  did  not  deign  to  introduce  to  his  guest 

the  black  beauty  which  composed  his  whole  seraglio But, 

indeed,  such  an  act  of  courtesy  would  have  been  needless,  for 
the  first  morsel  of  fish  was  hardly  safe  in  poor  Philammon's 
mouth,  when  the  negress  rushed  upon  him,  caught  him  by  the 
head,  and  covered  him  with  rapturous  kisses. 

Up  jumped  the  little  man  with  a  yell,  brandishing  a  knife  in 
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one  hand  and  a  leek  in  the  other,  while  Phihunmon,  scarcely 
less  scandalized,  jumped  up  too,  and  shook  himself  free  of  the 
lady,  who,  finding  it  impossible  to  vent  her  feelings  further  on 
his  head,  instantly  changed  her  tactics,  and,  wallowing  on  the 
floor,  began  franticly  kissing  his  feet 

"  What  is  this  ?  Before  my  face !  Up,  shameless  baggage, 
or  thou  diest  the  death ! "  and  the  porter  pulled  her  up  upon  her 
knees. 

"  It  is  the  monk !  the  young  man  I  told  you  of,  who  saved  me 
from  the  Jews  the  other  night !  What  good  angel  sent  him  here 
that  I  might  thank  him?"  cried  the  poor  creature, while  the 
tears  ran  down  her  black,  shining  face. 

'<  I  am  that  good  angel,"  said  the  porter,  with  a  look  of  in- 
tense self-satisfaction.  ''Rise,  daughter  of  Erebus;  thou  art 
pardoned,  being  but  a  female.     What  says  the  poet  ? 

*  Woman  is  passion's  slave,  while  rightfal  lord 
0*er  her  and  passion,  roles  the  nobler  male.* 

Youth  I  to  my  arms  !  Truly  say  the  philosophers,  that  the  uni- 
verse is  magical  in  itself,  and  by  mysterious  sympathies  links 
like  to  like.  The  prophetic  instinct  of  thy  future  benefits  towards 
me  drew  me  to  thee  as  by  an  invisible  warp,  hawser,  or  chain- 
cable,  from  the  moment  I  beheld  thee.  Thou  wert  a  kindred 
spirit,  my  brother,  though  thou  knewest  it  not.  Therefore  I 
do  not  praise  thee,  —  no,  nor  thank  thee  in  the  least,  though 
thou  hast  preserved  for  me  the  one  palm  which  shadows  my 
weary  steps,  —  the  single  lotus-flower  (in  this  case- black,  not 
white)  which  blooms  for  me  above  the  mud-stained  ocean-wastes 
of  the  Hylic  Borboros.  That  which  thou  hast  done,  thou  hast 
done  by  instinct,  —  by  divine  compulsion,  —  thou  oouldst  no 
more  help  it  than  thou  canst  help  eating  that  fish ;  and  art  no 
more  to  be  praised  for  it." 

"  Thank  you,"  said  Philammon. 

"  Comprehend  me.  Our  theory  in  the  schools  for  such  cases 
is  this,  —  has  been  so  at  least  for  the  laft  six  months,  —  similar 
particles,  from  one  original  source,  exist  n  you  and  me.     Similar 


causes  produce  similar  elTecls  ;  our  allractious,  aTifi[>:il)iie?,  im- 
puUos,  iire  llitTLTore,  in  similar  circum-Jtanccs,  alwilulflj-  tlic 
fame  ;  aiwl  Ibcrtfore  you  did  the  otlior  niylil — exiicily  ivluit  I 
should  liavc  donu  in  your  case." 

PhiLimmon  thought  Die  laltcr  part  of  the  llieory  open  lo 
question,  but  lie  had  by  no  means  stopped  eating  ivhcn  he  rose, 
and  his  mouth  was  much  too  full  of  fish  (o  argue. 

"  And  therefore,"  continued  the  litlle  man,  "  we  arc  to  consider 
ourselves  henceforth  as  one  soul  in  two  bodies.  You  may  liuve 
llio  best  of  the  corporeal  part  of  the  division  ....  yet  it  is  the 
soul  which  makes  the  person.  You  may  trust  me,  I  shall  nfit 
disdain  my  brotherhood.  If  any  one  insults  you  lieneeforth,  you 
have  but  lo  call  for  me  ;  and,  if  I  be  within  hearing,  vvliy,  by 
this  right  arm " 

And  he  attempted  a  pat  on  Pliilammon's  head,  which,  aa 
there  was  a  head  and  shoulders  ditl'erence  between  them,  might 
on  the  whole  have  been  considered,  from  a  theatric  point  of 
Tiew,  as  a  failure.  IVhereon  the  little  man  seized  the  calabash 
of  beer,  and  filling  therewith  a  cow's  horn,  his  thumb  on  the 
email  end,  raised  it  bigh  in  air. 

« T     1     T      h  M  at  ■  t  rv'  ■ !   1      ' " 
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A  gentle  and  reverent  ^<  Amen  "  rose  from  the  other  end  of  the 
room.  It  was  the  negress.  She  saw  hun  look  up  at  her, 
dropped  her  eyes  modestly,  and  bustled  away  with  the  remnants^ 
while  Philammon  and  his  host  started  for  Hypatia's  lecture-room. 

"  Your  wife  is  a  Christian  ?  "  asked  he,  when  they  were  out- 
side the  door. 

"  Ahem !     The  barbaric  mind  is  prone  to  superstition. 

Yet  she  is,  being  but  a  woman  and  a  negress,  a  good  soul,  and 
thrifly,  though  requiring,  like  all  lower  animals,  occasional  chas- 
tisement I  married  her  on  philosophic  grounds.  A  wife  was 
necessary  to  me,  for  several  reasons :  but  mindful  that  the  phi- 
losopher should  subjugate  the  material  appetite,  and  rise  above 
the  swinish  desires  of  the  flesh,  even  when  his  nature  requires 
him  to  satisfy  them,  I  purposed  to  make  pleasure  as  unpleasant 
as  possible.  I  had  the  choice  of  several  cripples, — their  par- 
ents, of  ancient  Macedonian  family,  like  myself  were  by  no 
mpans  adverse ;  but  I  required  a  housekeeper,  with  whose  da« 
ties  the  want  of  an  arm  or  a  leg  might  have  interfered." 

"  Why  did  you  not  marry  a  scold  ?  "  asked  Philammon. 

"  Pertinently  observed.  And,  indeed,  the  example  of  Soc- 
rates rose  luminous  more  than  once  before  my  imagination.  But 
philosophic  calm,  my  dear  youth,  and  the  peaceful  contemplation 
of  the  ineffable?  I  could  not  relinquish  these  luxuries.  So 
having,  by  the  bounty  of  Hypatia  and  her  pupils,  saved  a  small 
sum,  I  went  out,  bought  me  a  negress,  and  hired  six  rooms  in 
the  block  we  have  just  lefl,  where  I  let  lodgings  to  young  stu- 
dents of  the  Divine  Philosophy." 

"  Have  you  any  lodgers  now  ?  " 

'<  Ahem !  Certain  rooms  are  occupied  by  a  lady  of  rank. 
The  philosopher  will,  above  all  things,  abstain  from  babbling. 

To  bridle  the  tongue,  is  to .     But  there  is  a  closet  at  your 

service  ;  and  for  the  hall  of  reception,  which  you  have  just  lefl, 
—  are  you  not  a  kindred  and  fraternal  spark  ?  We  can  com- 
bine our  meals,  as  our  souls  are  already  united." 

Philammon  thanked  him  heartily  for  the  offer,  though  he 
shrank  from  accepting  it ;  and  in  ten  minutes  more  found  him- 


self  at  ihc  door  of  h         j- L  1    1    L     h  J  I  I 

ihe  night  bofore.     I      is    h      1  1        1      b  J 

He  wa.^  luinJed  ov      ly     U     k  i  I  I      li 

guidt-d  bim  up  iliro     hi  d  d  II         lb 

rj-,  where  live  or  s      j  mo  b     ly  d 

under  Theon's  sup  d    ce    m       pjm        an        j       aud 

drawing  geometric  d    <Tnm 

Phikunmou  gazed       n      Ij         h  ymbol 

unknown  lo  him,  and         d      d     h    1        Id}  Id 

come  when  he  too         Id       J  r-      d    h  j  lb 

ejes  fell  again  ashwljb         m        1  dl] 

tikin  and  matted  lo<.k^  n   b       d  <ni     d  m[        11  Id 

hardly  collect  him?  11    d       h         b  y    b        mm  h 

able  old  man,  a^  he  b    k      d  I  m     1      ly  b         m  lad 

led  him,  with  the         r,    t    h     y  d  g  his 

ear8.  through  the  doo    by  wh    h  1      1    d  d       d     I        a 

gallery,  till  he  slopp  d  and  knock  d  h   mbl)  doo 

She  must  be  within !  .  .  .  .  Now!  ....  At  Li-t !  .  .  .  .  His 
kneea  koocked  together  under  him.  His  heart  sank  nnd  sank 
into  abysses.  Poor  wretch !  .  .  .  .  lie  ivas  half-minded  once 
to  esca|>e  and  dash  into  llic  street  ....  but  was  it  not  bis 
one  hope,  bis  one   object?  ....  But  why  did  not  iliat  old 

mxin  speak?     If  he  would  but  have  said  something If 

he   would  have  only  looked  cross,  contemptuous But 

vith  the  same  impressive  gravity  as  of  a  man  upon  a  business 
in  which  he  had  no  voice,  and  wished  it  to  be  understood  lliat 
he  had  none,  the  old  man  silently  opened  the  door,  and  Phi- 
lammon  followed There  she  was !  Looking  more  glori- 
ous than  ever ;  more  than  when  glowin';  with  the  enthusiasm 


150  HTPATIA. 

Another  snme  put  an  end  to  the  speech,  and  the  old  man  retreat- 
ed humhlj  toward  another  door,  with  a  somewhat  anxious  visage, 
and  then,  lingering  and  looking  back,  his  hand  upon  the  latch,  — 

"  If  jou  require  any  one,  you  know,  you  have  only  to  call,  — 
we  shall  be  all  in  the  library." 

Another  smile;  and  the  old  man  disappeared,  leaving  the 
two  alone. 

Fhilammon  stood  trembling,  choking,  his  eyes  fixed  on  the 
floor.  Where  were  all  the  fine  things  he  had  conned  over  for 
the  occasion  ?  He  dared  not  look  up  at  that  &ce,  lest  it  should 
drive  them  out  of  his  head.  And  yet  the  more  he  kept  his 
eyes  turned  from  the  face,  the  more  he  was  conscious  of  it,  con- 
scious that  it  was  watching  him ;  and  the  more  all  the  fine  words 
were,  by  that  very  knowledge,  driven  out  of  his  head.  .... 
When  would  she  Speak  ?    Perhaps  she  wished  him  to  speak 

first    It  was  her  duty  to  begin ;  for  she  had  sent  for  him 

But  still  she  kept  silence,  and  sat  scanning  him  intently  from 
head  to  foot,  herself  as  motionless  as  a  statue ;  her  hands  folded 
together  before  her,  over  the  manuscript  which  lay  upon  her 
knee.  If  there  was  a  blush  on  her  cheek  at  her  own  daring, 
his  eyes  swam  too  much  to  notice  it. 

When  would  the  intolerable  suspense  end  ?  She  was,  per- 
haps, as  unwilling  to  speak  as  he.  But  some  one  must  strike 
the  first  blow ;  and,  as  often  happens,  the  weaker  party,  impelled 
by  sheer  fear,  struck  it,  and  broke  the  silence  in  a  tone  half  in- 
dignant, half  apologetic :  — 

"  You  sent  for  me  hither ! " 

'^  I  did.  It  seemed  to  me,  as  I  watched  you  during  my  lec- 
ture, both  before  and  after  you  were  rude  enough  to  interrupt 
me,  that  your  offence  was  one  of  mere  youthful  ignorance.  It 
seemed  to  me  that  your  countenance  bespoke  a  nobler  na- 
ture than  tliat  which  the  gods  are  usually  pleased  to  bestow 
upon  monks.  That  I  may  now  ascertain  whether  or  not  my 
surmises  were  correct,  I  ask  you  for  what  purpose  are  you 
come  hither?" 

Fhilammon  hailed  the  question  as  a  godsend.    Now  for  his 
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message !  And  yet  he  faltercil,  as  lie  answered  willi  a  des- 
perate effort,  —  "To  rebuke  you  for  joiir  sins." 

"My  sins?  T\liatsins?"  she  asked,  as  she  looked  up  with 
a  stalely,  slow  surprise  in  those  Large  gray  eyes,  before  wliieli 
Lis  own  glance  sank  abashed,  he  knew  not  why,  TVhat  sins? 
—  He  knew  not.  Did  she  look  like  a  Mcssalina?  But  was 
she  not  a  heathen  and  a  sorceress  ?  —  And  yet  he  blushed,  and 
stammered,  and  hung  down  his  head,  as,  shrinking  at  the  sound 
of  his  own  words,  he  replied, — 

"  The  foul  soreeries  —  and  profligacy  worse  than  sorceries, 
in  wliich  they  say  "  —  lie  could  get  no  farther :  for  he  looked 
up  again  and  saw  an  awful  quiet  I'milc  upon  that  face.  His 
words  had  raised  no  blush  upon  the  uiaihlc  cheek. 

"  They  eay !  The  bigots  and  slanderers ;  wild  beasts  of  the 
desert,  and  fanatic  intriguer-:,  who,  in  the  words  of  Ilijn  they 
call  their  master,  compass  heaven  and  earth  to  make  one  prose- 
lyte, and  when  they  have  found  him  miki,  him  ti\ofold  moie 
the  child  of  hell  than  themselves.  Go  —  I  forgi\e  jou,  —  you 
are  young,  and  know  not  yet  the  nijstery  of  the  world  Sli 
ence  will  teach  you  some  day  that  the  outward  frame  is  the 
sacrament  of  the  soul's  inward  beaut}  Such  a  soul  I  hid 
fancied  your  face  expressed  ;  but  I  w  as  miiiliki  n  i  oul  he  iris 
alone  harbor  such  foul  suspicions,  and  fdnty  others  to  be  it  hit 
they  know  they  might  beeome  tliemichc  Go'  Do  I  look 
like  —  ?  The  very  tapering  of  these  fingei-^,  if  thou  could-t 
read  iheir  symboli.-m,  would  give  j  jur  drejni  llie  he  And 
she  flashed  full  on  him,  like  sun-ra}s  Irom  a  mirror,  the  lull 
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"  Go,  —  I  forgive  you.  But  know  before  you  go,  that  the 
celestial  milk  which  fell  from  Here's  bosom,  bleaching  the  plant 
which  it  touched  to  everlasting  whiteness,  was  not  more  taintless 
than  the  soul  of  Theon*s  daughter." 

He  looked  up  in  her  face  as  he  knelt  before  her.  Unerring 
instinct  told  him  that  her  words  were  true.  He  was  a  monk, 
—  accustomed  to  believe  animal  sin  to  be  the  deadliest  and  worst 
of  all  sins,  —  indeed,  "  the  great  offence  "  itself,  beside  which 
all  others  were  comparatively  venial :  where  there  was  physical 
purity  must  not  all  other  virtues  follow  in  its  wake  ?  All  other 
failings  were  invisible  under  the  dazzling  veil  of  that  great 
loveliness,  —  and  in  his  self-abasement  he  went  on,  — 

*'  O  do  not  spurn  me !  Do  not  drive  me  away  1  I  have 
neither  friend,  home,  nor  teacher.  I  fled  last  night  from  the 
men  of  my  own  faith,  maddened  by  bitter  insult  and  injustice,  — 
disappointed  and  disgusted  with  their  ferocity,  narrowness,  igno- 
rance. I  dare  not,  I  cannot,  I  will  not,  return  to  the  obscurity 
and  the  dulness  of  a  Thebaid  Laura.  I  have  a  thousand  doubts 
to  solve,  a  thousand  questions  to  ask,  about  that  great  ancient 
world  of  which  I  know  nothing,  —  of  whose  mysteries,  they  say, 
you  alone  possess  the  key !    I  am  a  Christian ;  but  I  thirst  for 

knowledge I  do  not  promise  to  believe  you,  —  I  do  not 

promise  to  obey  you ;  but  let  me  hear !  Teach  me  what  you 
know,  that  I  may  compare  it  with  what  I  know If  in- 
deed "  (and  he  shuddered  as  he  spoke  the  words)  "  I  do  know 
anything ! " 

"  Have  you  forgotten  the  epithets  which  you  used  to  me  just 
now  ?  " 

"  No,  no  I  But  do  you  forget  them ;  they  were  put  into  my 
mouth.  I  —  I  did  not  believe  them  when  I  said  them.  It  was 
agony  to  me ;  but  I  did  it,  as  I  thought,  for  your  sake,  —  to 
save  you.  O  say  that  I  may  come  and  hear  you  again  I  Only 
from  a  distance,  —  in  the  very  farthest  comer  of  your  lecture- 
room.  I  will  be  silent;  you  shall  never  see  me.  But  your 
words  yesterday  awoke  in  me  —  no,  not  doubts;  but  still  I 
must,  I  must  hear  more,  or  be  as  miserable  and  homeless  in- 


warillj-  Oj  I  am  in  my  oiitward  circum.-lancLi  I "'    AiiJ  Ic  looki; J 
up  imploringly  for  consent. 

"  Risf.     This  passion  and  lliat  attitude  are  fitting  nciilier  for 

And  as  Fbilaniinon  rose,  she  rose  also,  went  into  the  library 
to  Iter  father,  and  in  a  few  minutes  relumed  widi  liim. 

"  Come  with  me,  young  man,"  said  he,  laying  his  hand  Xindly 
enough  on  Philammon's  shoulder "  Tlie  rest  of  this  mat- 
ter you  and  I  can  settle  " ;  and  Pliilanimon  followed  liini,  not 
daring  to  look  back  at  Hjiiatia,  while  the  whole  room  swam  bo- 
fore  his  eyes. 

"  So,  fo ;  I  hear  }'ou  have  been  saying  rude  things  to  my 
daughter.    'Well,  she  has  forgiven  yoii " 

"  Has  she  ?  "  asked  the  young  monk,  wiili  an  eager  start. 

"  Ah !  you  may  well  look  astonished.  But  1  forgive  you, 
too.  It  is  lucky  for  you,  however,  that  I  (Jid  not  hear  you,  or 
else,  old  man  as  I  am,  I  can't  say  what  I  might  not  have  done. 
Ah,  you  little  know,  you  lillle  know  what  she  is  ! "  —  and  the 
old  pedant's  eyes  kindled  with  loving  pride.  ''May  the  god3 
give  you  some  day  such  a  daughter !  —  that  is,  if  you  learn  to 
deserve  it,  —  as  virtuous  as  she  is  wi-e.  :is  wise  as  she  is  beauti- 
fuL  Truly,  they  have  repaid  mo  i'or  my  laliors  iti  their  service. 
Look,  young  man  !  litilc  as  you  merit  it,  here  is  a  pledge  of  your 
forgiveness,  such  as  the  richest  .ind  noblest  in  Alexandria  ai-c 
glad  to  purchase  with  many  an  ounce  of  gold,  —  a  ticket  of  fi-eo 
admi.-sion  lo  all  her  Icclnrcs  hinccfurlli !  Now  g.i;  you  have 
been  favored  beyond  your  deserts,  and  should  k-ani  that  t!ie 
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He  tried  to  feel  content ;  but  he  dare  not  All  before  him  was 
anxietj,  uncertainty.  He  had  cut  himself  adrift ;  he  was  on  the 
great  stream.  Whither  would  it  lead  him  ?  Well  —  was  it  not 
the  great  stream  ?  Had  not  all  mankind,  for  all  the  ages,  been 
floating  on  it  ?  Or  was  it  but  a  desert  river,  dwindling  away 
beneath  the  flery  sun,  destined  to  lose  itself  a  few  miles  on, 
among  the  arid  sands  ?  Were  Arsenius  and  the  faith  of  his 
childhood  right  ?  And  was  the  Old  World  coming  speedily  to 
its  death-throe,  and  the  kingdom  of  God  at  hand?  Or,  was 
Cyril  right,  and  the  Church  Catholic  appointed  to  spread  and 
conquer,  and  destroy,  and  rebuild,  till  the  kingdoms  of  this 
world  had  become  the  kingdoms  of  God  and  of  his  Christ  ?  If 
so  —  what  use  in  this  old  knowledge  which  he  craved  ?  And 
yet,  if  the  day  of  the  destruction  of  all  things  were  at  hand,  and 
the  times  destined  to  become  worse  and  not  better,  till  the  end, 
—  how  could  that  be  ?  " 

"  What  news  ? "  asked  the  little  porter,  who  had  been  wait- 
ing for  him  at  the  door  all  the  while.  "  What  news,  O  favorite 
of  the  gods ! " 

"I  will  lodge  with  you,  and  labor  with  you.  Ask  me  no 
more  at  present.     I  am  —  I  am " 

"  Those  who  descended  into  the  cave  of  Trophonius,  and  be- 
held the  unspeakable,  remained  astonished  for  three  days,  my 
young  friend,  —  and  so  will  you  I  "  And  they  went  forth  to- 
gether to  earn  their  bread. 

But  what  is  Hypatia  doing  all  this  while,  upon  that  cloudy 
Olympus,  where  she  sits  enshrined  far  above  the  noise  and 
struggle  of  man  and  his  work-day  world  ? 

She  is  sitting  again,  with  her  manuscript  open  before  her : 
but  she  is  thinking  of  the  young  monk,  not  of  them. 

"  Beautiful  as  Antinoijs ! .  .  . .  Rather  as  the  young  Phoebus 
himself,  fresh  glowing  from  the  slaughter  of  the  Python.  Why 
should  not  he,  too,  become  a  slayer  of  Pythons,  and  loathsome 
monsters,  bred  from  the  mud  of  sense  and  matter?  So  bold 
and  earnest !  —  I  can  forgive  him  those  words  for  the  very  fact 
of  his  having  dared,  here  in  my  father's  house,  to  say  them  to 


mc ^Vnd  yet  so  tender,  so  0{)eii  to  repentance  and  noble 

sliame  !  —  That  is  no  plebeian  by  birth  :  j)atrieian  blood  sur(.-ly 
llows  in  those  veins  ;  it  shows  out  in  everv  attitude,  every  tone, 
every  motion  of  the  hand  and  lip.  He  cannot  be  one  oi^  tlie 
lierd.     Who  ever  knew  one  of  them  crave  after  knowledge  for 

its  own  sake  ? And  I  have  longed  so  for  one  real  pupil ! 

I  have  longed  so  to  find  one  such  man,  among  the  etfemiuate, 
selfish  triflers  who  pretend  to  listen  to  me.  I  thought  I  had 
found  one,  —  and  the  moment  that  I  had  lost  Imn,  behold  I  find 
another;  and  that  a  fresher,  purer,  simpler  nature  than  ever 
Raphael's  was  at  its  best.  By  all  the  laws  of  physiognomy,  by 
all  the  symboHsm  of  gesture  and  voice  and  complexion,  by  the 
instinct  of  my  own  heart,  that  young  monk  might  be  the  instru- 
ment, the  ready,  vahant,  obedient  instrument,  for  carrying  out 
all  my  dreams.  If  I  could  but  train  him  into  a  Longinus,  I  could 

dare  to  play  the  part  of  a  Zenobia,  with  him  as  counsellor 

And  for  my  Odenatus  —  Orestes  ?     Horrible  ! " 

She  covered  her  face  with  her  hand  a  minute.  "  No ! " 
she  said,  dashing  away  the  tears,  —  "  That  —  and  anything 
—  and  everything  for  the  cause  of  Philosophy  si\d  the  gods !" 


CHAPTER  XI. 

THE  LAUBA  AGAIN. 

Not  a  sounds  nor  a  moving  object,  broke  the  utter  stillness  of 
the  glen  of  Scetis.  The  shadows  of  the  crags,  though  paling 
every  moment  before  the  spreading  dawn,  still  shrouded  all  the 
gorge  in  gloom.  A  winding  line  of  haze  slept  above  the  course 
of  the  rivulet.  The  plumes  of  the  palm-trees  hung  motionless, 
as  if  awaiting  in  resignation  the  breathless  blaze  of  the  approach- 
ing day.  At  length,  among  the  green  ridges  of  the  monastery 
garden,  two  gray  figures  rose  from  their  knees,  and  began,  with 
slow  and  feeble  strokes,  to  break  the  silence  by  the  clatter  of 
their  hoes  among  the  pebbles. 

"  These  beans  grow  wonderfully,  brother  Aufugus.  We  shall 
be  able  to  sow  our  second  crop,  by  Grod's  blessing,  a  week  ear- 
lier than  we  did  last  year." 

The  person  addressed  returned  no  answer;  and  his  com- 
panion, a^er  watching  him  for  some  time  in  silence,  recom- 
menced :  — 

"  What  is  it,  my  brother  ?  I  have  remarked,  lately,  a  mel- 
ancholy about  you,  which  is  hardly  fitting  for  a  man  of 
God." 

A  deep  sigh  was  the  only  answer.  The  speaker  laid  down 
his  hoe,  and,  placing  his  hand  affectionately  on  the  shoulder  of 
Aufugus,  asked  again  :  — 

"  What  is  it,  my  friend  ?  I  will  not  claim  with  you  my  ab- 
bot's right,  to  know  the  secrets  of  your  heart :  but  surely  that 
breast  hides  nothing  which  is  unworthy  to  be  spoken  to  me, 
however  unworthy  I  may  be  to  hear  it" 


"  Why  sLoulJ  I  not  be  sail.   Parabo,  my  friend  ?      Does  not 
Solomon  say  tbat  tliere  is  a  limo  fur  mourning  ?  " 
-Truo:   but  a  lime  formirlii  u];o." 
■■None   to   the   ]it-niteiil,   burdened   with  the   guilt  of   many 

"  Recollect  wliat  the  blessed  Anihony  used  to  say,  —  '  Trust 
not  in  thine  own  righteousness,  and  regret  not  that  which  is 

"  I  do  neither,  Pambo." 

"  Do  not  be  too  sure  of  that.  Is  it  not  because  liiou  art  still 
trusting  in  thyself,  (bat  ibou  dost  regret  the  past,  which  shows 
ttiee  lliat  ibou  art  not  that  which  ihou  wouldst  gladly  pride  thy- 
self on  being  ? " 

"  Pambo,  my  friend,"  said  Arsenius,  solemnly,  '•  I  will  tell 
thee  all.  Hy  sins  are  not  yet  past;  fur  Ilonorius,  m)'  pupil, 
still  lives,  and  in  him  lives  (he  weakness  and  the  misery  of 
Rome.  My  sins  pnft  ?  If  tliey  arc,  why  do  I  see  rising  before 
me,  night  after  night,  tbat  train  of  accusing  spectres,  ghosts  of 
men  skin  in  battle,  widows  and  orphans,  vii^ins  of  the  Lord 
Ehrieking  in  the  grasp  of  barbarians,  who  stand  by  my  bedside, 
and  cry,  '  Hadst  ibou  done  thy  duty,  we  had  not  been  thus ! 
Where  is  (hat  imperial  charge  which  God  committed  to  thee?'" 

And  the  old  man  hid  his  face  in  his  h:uids,  and  wo]>t 

bitterly, 

Pambo  laid  liis  hand  again  tenderly  on  the  weeper's  shoul- 
der. 

"  Is  there  no  pride  here,  my  brother  ?  Who  art  thou,  to 
change  the  fate  of  nations  and  the  hearts  of  emperors,  which  are 
in  the  hand  of  the  King  of  kings.     If  thou  wert  weak,  and  im- 
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fore  lying  spirits.  Were  they  good  spirits,  they  would  s^eak  to 
thee  only  in  pity,  forgiveness,  enoooragement.  But  be  they 
ghosts  or  demons,  they  must  be  evil,  because  they  are  accusers, 
like  the  Evil  One  himself,  the  accuser  of  the  saints.  He  is  the 
father  of  lies,  and  his  children  will  be  like  himself.  What  said 
the  blessed  Anthony  ?  That  a  monk  should  not  busy  his  brain 
with  painting  spectres,  or  give  himself  up  for  lost ;  but  rather 
be  cheerful,  as  one  who  knows  that  he  is  redeemed,  and  in  the 
hands  of  the  Lord,  where  the  Evil  One  has  no  power  to  hurt 
him.  *  For,'  he  used  to  say,  ^  the  demons  behave  to  us  even  as 
they  find  us.  If  they  see  us  cast  down  and  faithless,  they  terri- 
fy us  still  more,  that  they  may  plunge  us  in  despdr.  But  if 
they  see  us  full  of  faith,  and  joyful  in  the  Lord,  with  our  souls 
filled  with  the  glory  which  shall  be,  then  they  shrink  abashed, 
and  fiee  away  in  confusion.'  Cheer  up,  friend !  such  thoughts 
are  of  the  night,  the  hour  of  Satan  and  of  the  powers  of  dark- 
ness ;  and  with  the  dawn  they  flee  away." 

"  And  yet  things  are  revealed  to  men  upon  their  beds,  in  vis- 
ions of  the  night" 

**  Be  it  so.  Nothing,  at  all  events,  has  been  revealed  to  thee 
upon  thy  bed,  except  that  which  thou  knowest  already  far 
better  than  Satan  does,  namely,  that  thou  art  a  sinner.  But  for 
me,  my  friend,  though  I  doubt  not  that  such  things  are,  it  is  the 
day,  and  not  the  night,  which  brings  revelations." 

«  How,  then  ?  " 

"  Because  by  day  I  can  see  to  read  that  book  which  is  written, 
like  the  Law  given  on  Sinai,  upon  tables  of  stone,  by  the  finger 
of  God  himself." 

Arsenius  looked  up  at  him  inquiringly.     Pambo  smiled. 

"  Thou  knowest  that,  like  many  holy  men  of  old,  I  am  no 
scholar,  and  knew  not  even  the  Greek  tongue,  till  thou,  out  of 
thy  brotherly  kindness,  taughtest  it  to  me.  But  hast  thou 
never  heard  what  Anthony  said  to  a  certain  Pagan  who  re- 
proached him  with  his  ignorance  of  books  ?  *  Which  is  first,' 
he  asked,  *  spirit,  or  letter? — Spirit,  sayest  thou?  Then 
know,  the  healthy  spirit  needs  no  letters.     My  book  is  the 


whole  crc:ilioo  .J'irig  ojitii  bfjioi'c  tiie,  wLcrcin  I  can  rt-aJ,  when- 
soi'ver  I  jilua^ie,  thu  ivorJ  of  Guih"  " 

"  Do=t  thou  not  uiiUurviiluc  Itiiriling,  my  friund  ? " 

"  I  am  old  among  monks,  and  liave  seen  mueh  ol"  tiieir  wajs  ; 
and  among  ihcm  my  giniplieity  sccma  lo  have  seen  Ihb, — 
manj  a  man  wearying  LiniselT  with  study,  and  lormcnting  his 
soul  as  to  whether  he  believed  rightly  thid  doctrine  and  that, 
while  he  knew  not  with  Solomon  that  in  mueh  learning  i^  mueh 
Eorrow,  and  that,  while  he  was  puzzling  nt  the  letter  of  God'a 
message,  the  spirit  of  it  was  going  fast  iuid  faster  out  of  Jiim." 

*■  And  how  didst  thou  kjiow  that  of  sueji  a  man  ?  " 

"  By  seeing  him  become  a  more  and  inoie  leaciioJ  liicologian, 
and  more  and  more  zealous  for  tlie  letter  of  orthodoxy  ;  and 
yet  less  and  less  loving  and  merciful,  —  less  and  less  full  of  trust 
in  God,  and  of  hopeful  thoughts  for  himself  and  for  his  breth- 
ren, till  he  seemed  to  have  dorkciied  his  whole  soul  with  dispu- 
tations, whieh  breed  only  strife,  and  to  h;ive  forgotten  utterly 
the  message  which  is  written  in  lliat  bouk  wherewitli  the  blessed 
Anthony  was  content," 

'■  Of  what  message  dost  ibou  speak  ?  " 

"LfOok,"  said  til'  old  abbot,  slretehing  Ins  hand  toward  the 
Eastern  desert     a  J  judge  like  a  wise  man,  for  thyself !  " 

Aj  he  spoke  i  long  r  ow  of  level  light  flashed  down  the 
gorge,  from  cr  g  lo  ra"  awakening  every  craek  and  slab 
to  vividnes  -u  d  hf  lie  great  crimson  sun  rose  swiftly 
through  the  d  ra  n  ^lit  n  t  of  the  desert,  and  as  ho  poured  his 
glory  down  tlic  glen,  the  haze  rose  in  threads  and  plumes,  and 
vajiished,  leaving  the  stream  to  sparkle  round  the  racks,  like  the 
living,  twinkling  eye  of  the  whole  scene.     Swallows  flasiicil  by 
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tion  against  cold,  fell  fast  asleep  again  ;  the  buzzard,  who  con- 
sidered himself  lord  of  the  valley,  awoke  with  a  long,  querulous 
bark,  and  rising  aloft  in  two  or  three  vast  rings,  to  stretch  him- 
self afler  his  night's  sleep,  hung  motionless,  watching  every  lark 
which  chirruped  on  the  cliffs ;  while  from  the  far-off  Nile  below, 
the  awakening  croak  of  pelicans,  the  clang  of  geese,  the  whistle 
of  the  godwit  and  curlew,  came  ringing  up  the  windings  of  the 
glen  ;  and  last  of  all  the  voices  of  the  monks  rose,  chanting  a 
morning  hymn  to  some  wild  Eastern  air ;  and  a  new  day  had 
begun  in  Scetis,  like  those  which  went  before,  and  those  which 
were  to  follow  after,  week  after  week,  year  after  year,  of  toil 
and  prayer  as  quiet  as  its  sleep. 

"  What  does  that  teach  thee,  Aufugus,  my  friend  ?  " 

Arsenius  was  silent. 

"  To  me  it  teaches  this :  that  God  is  light  and  in  Him  is  no 
darkness  at  all.  That  in  His  presence  is  life,  and  fulness  of  joy 
for  evermore.  That  He  is  the  giver,  who  delights  in  His  own 
bounty  ;  the  lover,  whose  mercy  is  over  all  His  works,  —  and 
why  not  over  thee,  too,  O  thou  of  little  faith  ?  Look  at  those 
thousand  birds,  —  and  without  our  Father  not  one  of  them  shall 
fall  to  the  ground :  and  art  thou  not  of  more  value  than  many 

sparrows,  thou  for  whom  Grod  sent  his  Son  to  die  ? Ah, 

my  friend,  we  must  look  out  and  around,  to  see  what  Grod  is 
like.  It  is  when  we  persist  in  turning  our  eyes  inward,  and  pry- 
ing curiously  over  our  own  imperfections,  that  we  learn  to  make 
a  God  after  our  own  image,  and  fancy  that  our  own  darkness 
and  hardness  of  heart  are  the  patterns  of  His  light  and  love." 

"  Thou  speakest  rather  as  a  philosopher  than  as  a  penitent 
Catholic.  For  me,  I  feel  that  I  want  to  look  more,  and  not  less, 
inward.  Deeper  self-examination,  completer  abstraction,  than  I 
can  attain  even  here,  are  what  I  crave  for.  I  long — forgive 
me,  my  friend  —  but  I  long,  more  and  more,  daily,  for  the  soli- 
tary life.  This  earth  is  accursed  by  man's  sin  :  the  less  we  see 
of  it,  it  seems  to  me,  the  better." 

^^  I  may  speak  as  a  philosopher,  or  as  a  heathen  for  aught  I 
know :  yet  it  seems  to  me  that,  as  they  say,  the  half-loaf  is  bet- 


the  hearts  of  others, —  the  anatomizer  of  tlJne  own?  Hast  thou 
not  found  out  tliat,  beside  a  cravinjr  stomach,  man  carries  with 
him  a  corrupt  heart  ?  !Many  a  man  I  have  seen,  who,  in  his 
haste  to  i]y  from  the  fiends  without  liim,  lias  forgotten  to  close 
the  door  of  his  heart  against  worse  fiends  who  were  ready  to 
harbor  within  him.  Many  a  monk,  friend,  changes  his  place, 
but  not  the  anguish  of  his  soul.  I  have  known  those  who,  driv- 
en to  feed  on  their  own  thoughts  in  solitude,  have  desperately 
cast  themselves  from  cliffs,  or  ripped  up  their  own  bodies,  in  the 
longing  to  escape  from  thoughts,  from  which  one  companion,  one 
kindly  voice,  might  have  delivered  them.  I  have  known  those, 
too,  who  have  been  so  puffed  up  by  those  very  penances  which 
were  meant  to  humble  them,  that  they  have  despised  all  means 
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of  grace,  as  thougli  they  were  already  perfect,  and,  refiisiiig  even 
the  holy  Eucharist,  have  lived  in  self-glorying  dreams  and  vis- 
ions suggested  by  the  evil  spirits.  One  such  I  knew,  who, 
in  the  madness  of  his  pride,  refused  to  be  counselled  by  any 
mortal  man,  —  saying  that  he  would  call  no  man  master :  and 
what  befell  him  ?  He  who  used  ^o  pride  himself  on  wandering  a 
day's  journey  into  the  desert  without  food  or  drink,  who  boasted 
that  he  could  sustain  life  for  three  monllis  at  a  time  only  on 
wild  herbs  and  the  Blessed  Bread,  seized  with  an  inward  fire, 
fled  from  his  cell  back  to  the  theatres,  the  circus,  and  the  tav- 
erns, and  ended  his  miserable  days  in  desperate  gluttony,  hold- 
ing aU  things  to  be  but  phantasms,  denying  his  own  existence, 
and  that  of  God  himself." 

Arsenius  shook  his  head. 

^*  Be  it  so.  But  my  case  is  different  I  have  yet  more  to 
confess,  my  friend.  Day  by  day  I  am  more  and  more  haunted 
by  the  remembrance  of  that  world  from  which  I  fled.  I  know 
that  if  I  returned  I  should  feel  no  pleasure  in  those  pomps 
which,  even  while  I  battened  on  them,  I  despised.  Can  I  hear 
any  more  the  voice  of  singing  men  and  singing  women ;  or  dis- 
cern any  longer  what  I  eat  or  what  I  drink  ?  And  yet  —  the  pal- 
aces of  those  seven  hills,  their  statesmen  and  their  generals,  their 
intrigues,  their  falls,  and  their  triumphs,  —  for  they  might  rise 
and  conquer  yet !  —  for  no  moment  are  they  out  of  my  imagina- 
tion, —  no  moment  in  which  they  are  not  tempting  me  back  to 
them,  like  a  moth  to  the  candle  which  has  already  scorched  him, 
with  a  dreadful  spell,  which  I  must  at  last  obey,  wretch  that  I 
am,  against  my  own  will,  or  break  by  fleeing  into  some  outer 
desert,  from  whence  return  will  be  impossible  I " 

Pambo  smiled. 

"  Again  I  say  this  is  the  worldly  wise  man,  the  searcher  of 
hearts !  And  he  would  fain  flee  from  the  little  Laura,  which 
does  turn  his  thoughts  at  times  from  such  vain  dreams,  to  a  soli- 
tude where  he  will  be  utterly  unable  to  escape  those  dreams. 
Well,  friend !  —  and  what  if  thou  art  troubled  at  times  by  anxie- 
ties and  schemes  for  this  brother  and  for  that  ?    Better  to  be 
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3  for  others  Ihan  only  fur  thyself.  Bi'tter  to  have  somo- 
thing  to  love  —  even  somi'Ihing  to  weep  over —  (lian  to  bwome 
in  some  lonely  eavern  Ihiiie  own  world,  —  perhaps,  as  more 
thaD  one  whom  I  hfivu  known,  ihine  own  God." 

"  Do  you  know  what  you  are  snying?  "  asked  Arscniu?,  in  a 
gtariled  lone. 

"  I  say,  that  by  fleeing  into  solitude  a  man  cul8  liimseif  off 
from  all  wtiich  makes  a  Christian  man ;  from  law,  ohedicncc, 
fellow-help,  self-sacrifice,  —  from  the  comnmnion  of  saints  it- 
self." 

"  How  then  ?  " 

"  IIow  eanst  thou  hold  communion  with  thojiC  toward  whom 
thou  canst  show  no  love  ?  And  how  canst  thou  show  (liy  love 
but  by  works  of  love  ?  " 

"  I  can,  at  least,  pray  day  and  night  for  all  mankind.  Has 
that  no  place  —  or  rather,  has  it  not  the  mightiest  place  —  in 

"  He  who  cannot  pray  for  his  brolhers  whom  he  does  see,  and 
whose  sins  and  temptations  he  knows,  will  pray  but  dully,  my 
friend  Aufugus,  for  liis  broliters  whom  he  does  not  sec,  or  for 
anything  else.  And  he  who  will  not  labor  for  his  brothers,  ihc 
eame  will  soon  cease  lo  pray  for  them,  or  love  them  cillicr. 
And  then,  what  is  ivritten  ?  '  If  a  man  love  not  his  brother 
whom  he  bath  seen,  how  will  he  love  God  whom  he  hath  not 

"  Again,  I  say,  do  you  know  whither  your  argument  leads  ?  " 
"  I  am  a  plain  man,  and  know  nothing  about  arguments.     If 
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rather,  had  I  my  wish,  see  thj  wisdom  installed  somewhere 
nearer  the  metropolis,  —  at  Troe  or  Canopus,  for  example,  — 
where  thou  mightest  be  at  hand  to  fight  the  Lord's  battles. 
Why  wert  thou  taught  worldly  wisdom,  but  to  use  it  for  the  good 
of  the  Church  ?    It  is  enough.     Let  us  go." 

And  the  two  old  men  walked  homeward  across  the  valley, 
little  guessing  the  practical  answer  which  was  ready  for  their 
argument,  in  Abbot  Pambo's  cell,  in  the  shape  of  a  tall  and  grim 
ecclesiastic,  who  was  busily  satisfying  his  hunger  with  dates  and 
millet,  and  by  no  means  refusing  the  palm-wine,  the  sole  deli- 
cacy of  the  monastery,  which  had  been  brought  forth  only  in 
honor  of  a  guest 

The  stately  and  courteous  hospitality  of  Eastern  manners,  as 
well  as  the  self-restraining  kindliness  of  monastic  Christianity, 
forbade  the  abbot  to  interrupt  the  stranger ;  and  it  was  not  till 
he  had  finished  a  hearty  meal  that  Pambo  asked  his  name  and 
errand. 

"  My  unworthiness  is  called  Peter  the  reader.  I  come  from 
Cyril,  with  letters  and  messages  to  the  brother  Aufugus." 

Pambo  rose,  and  bowed  reverentially. 

"  We  have  heard  your  good  report,  sir,  as  of  one  zealously 
affected  in  the  cause  of  the  Church  Catholic.  Will  it  please  you 
to  follow  us  to  the  cell  of  Aufugus  ?  " 

Peter  stalked  after  them  with  a  sufiiciently  important  air  to 
the  little  hut,  and  there,  taking  from  his  bosom  Cyril's  epistle, 
handed  it  to  Arsenius,  who  sat  long,  reading  and  re-reading  with 
a  clouded  brow,  while  Pambo  watched  him  with  simple  awe,  not 
daring  to  interrupt  by  a  question  lucubrations  which  he  consid- 
ered of  unfathomable  depth. 

'<  These  are  indeed  the  last  days,"  said  Arsenius,  at  length, 
**  spoken  of  by  the  prophet,  when  many  shall  run  to  and  fra 
So  Heraclian  has  actually  sailed  for  Italy  ?  " 

^^  His  armament  was  met  on  the  high  seas  by  Alexandrian 
merchantmen,  three  weeks  ago." 

"  And  Orestes  hardens  his  heart  more  and  more  ?  " 

''Ay,  Pharaoh  that  he  is;  or  rather,  the  heathen  woman 
hardens  it  for  him." 


*' Nut  of  all,  surely,  reverend  sir?"  said  Pambo,  liuinbly. 
But  Peter,  taking  no  notice  of  the  interruption,  -went  on  to  ^^jse- 
nius,  — 

•"^  -tVnd  now,  what  answer  am  I  to  bear  back  from  your  wisdom 
to  his  holiness  ?  " 

"  Let  me  see,  —  let  me  see.  He  might  —  it  needs  considera- 
tion —  I  ought  to  know  more  of  the  state  of  parties.  He  has, 
of  course,  communicated  with  the  African  bishops,  and  tried  to 
unite  them  with  him  !  " 

"  Two  months  ago.  But  the  stiff-necked  schismatics  are  still 
jealous  of  him,  and  hold  aloof." 

"  Schismatics  is  too  harsh  a  term,  my  friend.  But  has  he 
sent  to  Constantinople  ?  " 

"  He  needs  a  messenger  accustomed  to  courts.  It  was  possi- 
ble, he  thought,  that  your  experience  might  undertake  the  mis- 


sion." 


"  Me  ?     Wlio  am  I  ?    Alas !  alas  !  fresh  temptation  daily ! 

Let  him  send  by  the  hand  of  whom  he  will And  yet  — 

were  I  —  at  least  in  Alexandria — I  might  advise  from  day  to 
day I  should  certainly  see  my  way  clearer And  un- 
foreseen chances  might  arise,  too Pambo,  my  friend,  think- 

est  thou  that  it  would  be  sinful  to  obey  the  holy  patriarch  ?  " 

"  Aha ! "  said  Pambo,  laughing,  "  and  thou  art  he  who  was 
for  fleeinjj  into  the  desert  an  hour  a^one  ?  And  now  when  once 
thou  smellest  the  battle  afar  off,  thou  art  pawing  in  the  valley, 
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like  the  old  war-horse.  Go,  and  Grod  be  with  thee  I  Thou  wilt 
be  none  the  worse  for  it.  Thou  art  too  old  to  fall  in  love,  too 
poor  to  buj  a  bishopric,  and  too  righteous  to  have  one  given 
thee.'' 

"  Art  thou  in  earnest  ?  " 

^  What  did  I  saj  to  thee  in  the  garden  ?  Gro,  and  see  our 
son,  and  send  me  news  of  him." 

^'Ah!  shame  on  mj  worldly-mindedness  I  I  had  forgotten 
all  this  time  to  inquire  for  him.  How  is  the  youth,  reverend 
sir?" 

**  Whom  do  you  mean  ?  " 

^  Philammon,  our  spiritual  son,  whom  we  sent  down  to  jou 
three  months  ago,"  said  Fambo.  ^  Risen  to  honor  he  is,  by  this 
time,  I  doubt  not?  " 

«  He  ?    He  is  gone  I " 

<«  Gone  ?  " 

'^  Ay,  the  wretch,  with  the  curse  of  Judas  on  him.  He  had 
not  been  with  us  three  days  before  he  beat  me  openly  in  the  pa- 
triarch's court,  cast  off  the  Christian  £uth,  and  fled  away  to  the 
heathen  woman,  Hypatia,  of  whom  he  is  enamored." 

The  two  old  men  looked  at  each  other  with  blank  and  horror- 
stricken  faces. 

^*  Enamored  of  Hypatia  ?  "  said  Arsenius,  at  last. 

''It  is  impossible!"  sobbed  Pambo.  ''The  boy  must  have 
been  treated  harshly,  unjustly  I  Some  one  has  wronged  him ; 
and  he  was  accustomed  only  to  kindness,  and  so  could  not  bear 
it  Cruel  men  that  you  are,  and  unfaithful  stewards !  The 
Lord  will  require  the  child's  blood  at  your  hands  1 " 

"  Ay,"  said  Peter,  rising  fiercely,  "  that  is  the  world's  justice ! 
Blame  me,  blame  the  patriarch,  blame  any  and  every  one  but 
the  sinner!  As  if  a  hot  head  and  a  hotter  heart  were  not 
enough  to  explain  it  all !  As  if  a  young  fool  had  never  before 
been  bewitched  by  a  fair  face  ! " 

"  O  my  friends,  my  friends,"  cried  Arsenius,  "  why  revile  each 
other  without  cause  ?  I,  I  only  am  to  blame.  I  advised  you, 
Pambo  I  —  I  sent  him  —  I  ought  to  have  known  —  what  was  I 


doing,  old  worldling  that  I  am,  to  thinist  the  poor  innocent  forth 
into  the  temi)tations  of  Babvlon  ?  This  comes  of  all  mv  schcm- 
inizs  and  my  olottinii's  !  And  now  liis  blood  will  be  on  mv  head 
—  as  if  I  had  not  sins  enough  to  bear  already,  I  must  ^o  and 
add  this  over  and  above  all,  to  sell  my  own  Joseph,  the  son  of 
my  old  age,  to  the  ^lidianites  !  Here,  I  will  go  with  you  — 
now  —  at  once  —  I  will  not  rest  till  I  find  him,  clasp  his  knees 
till  he  pities  my  gray  hairs  !  Let  Heraclian  and  Orestes  go 
their  way  for  aught  I  care  —  I  will  find  him,  I  say.  O  Absa- 
lom, my  son !  would  God  I  had  died  for  thee,  my  son  !  my 
son ! " 


CHAPTER   XII. 

THE  BOWEB  OF  AOBASIA. 

The  house  which  Pelagia  and  the  Amal  had  hired  after  their 
return  to  Alexandria,  was  one  of  the  most  splendid  in  the  city. 
Thej  had  been  now  living  there  three  months  or  more,  and  in 
that  time  Pelagia's  taste  had  supplied  the  little  which  it  needed 
to  convert  it  into  a  paradise  of  lazy  luxury.  She  herself  was 
wealthy;  and  her  Grothic  guests,  overburdened  with  Roman 
spoils,  the  very  use  of  which  they  could  not  understand^  fireely 
allowed  her  and  her  nymphs  to  throw  away  for  them  the  treas- 
ures which  they  had  won  in  many  a  fearful  fight  What  mat- 
ter ?  If  they  had  enough  to  eat,  and  more  than  enough  to  drink, 
how  could  the  useless  surplus  of  their  riches  be  better  spent 
than  in  keeping  their  ladies  in  good  humor  ?  .  . . .  And  when  it 
was  all  gone  ....  they  would  go  somewhere  or  other,  —  who 
cared  whither  ?  —  and  win  more.  The  whole  world  was  before 
them  waiting  to  be  plundered,  and  they  would  fulfil  their  mis- 
sion, whensoever  it  suited  them.  In  the  mean  time  they  were 
in  no  hurry.  Egypt  furnished  in  profusion  every  sort  of  food 
which  could  gratify  palates  far  more  nice  than  theirs.  And  as 
for  wine,  —  few  of  them  went  to  bed  sober  from  one  week's  end 
to  another.  Could  the  souls  of  warriors  have  more,  even  in  the 
halls  of  ValhaUa? 

So  thought  the  party  who  occupied  the  inner  court  of  the 
house,  one  blazing  aflemoon  in  the  same  week  in  which  C3rril's 
messenger  had  so  rudely  broken  in  on  the  repose  of  the  Scetis. 

Their  repose,  at  least,  was  still  untouched.  The  great  city 
roared  without ;  Orestes  plotted,  and  Cyril  counterplotted,  and 
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the  fate  of  a  continent  hung  —  or  seemed  to  hang  —  trembling 
in  the  balance ;  but  the  turmoil  of  it  all  no  more  troubled  those 
lazy  Titans  within,  than  did  the  roll  and  rattle  of  the  carriage- 
wheels  disturb  the  parakeets  and  sunbirds  who  peopled,  under 
an  awning  of  gilded  wire,  the  inner  court  of  Pelagia's  house. 
Why  should  they  fret  themselves  with  it  all?  What  was  every 
fresh  riot,  execution,  conspiracy,  bankruptcy,  but  a  sign  that  the 
fruit  was  growing  ripe  for  the  plucking  ?  Even  Heraclian's  re- 
bellion, and  Orestes'  suspected  conspiracy,  were  to  the  younger 
and  coarser  Goths  a  sort  of  child's  play,  at  which  they  could 
look  on,  and  laugh,  and  bet,  from  morning  to  night ;  while  to 
the  more  cunning  heads,  such  as  Wulf  and  Smid,  they  were 
but  signs  of  the  general  rottenness,  —  new  cracks  in  those 
great  walls,  over  which  they  intended,  with  a  simple  and  boyish 
consciousness  of  power,  to  mount  to  victory  when  they  chose. 

And  in  the  mean  time,  till  the  right  opening  offered,  what 
was  there  better  than  to  eat,  drink,  and  sleep  ?  And  certainly 
they  had  chosen  a  charming  retreat  in  which  to  fulfil  that  lofty 
mission.  Columns  of  purple  and  green  porphyry,  among  which 
gleamed  the  white  limbs  of  delicate  statues,  surrounded  a  basin 
of  water,  fed  by  a  perpetual  jet,  which  sprinkled  with  cool 
spray  the  leaves  of  the  oranges  and  mimosas,  mingling  its 
murmurs  with  the  warblings  of  the  tropic  birds  who  nestled 
among  the  branches. 

On  one  side  of  the  fountain,  under  the  shade  of  a  broad- 
leaved  palmetto,  lay  the  Amal's  mighty  limbs,  stretched  out 
on  cushions,  his  yellow  hair  crowned  with  vine-leaves,  his  hand 
grasping  a  golden  cup,  which  had  been  won  from  Indian  Hajahs 
by  Parthian  Chosroos,  from  Chosroos  by  Roman  generals,  from 
Roman  generals  by  the  heroes  of  sheep-skin  and  horse-hide; 
while  Pelagia,  by  the  side  of  the  sleepy  Hercules-Dionysos,  lay 
leaning  over  the  brink  of  the  fountain,  lazily  dipping  her  fingers 
into  the  water,  and  basking,  like  the  gnats  which  hovered  over 
its  surface,  in  the  mere  pleasure  of  existence. 

On  the  opposite  brink  of  the  basin,  tended  each  by  a  dark- 
eyed  Hebe,  who  filled  the  wine-cups,  and  helped  now  and  then 
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to  empty  them,  lay  the  especial  friends  and  ocmipanions  in  arms 
of  the  Amal,  Ckxleric  the  son  of  £rmenric,  and  Agilmund  the 
son  of  Cniva,  who  both,  like  the  Amal,  boasted  a  descent  from 
gods ;  and  last,  but  not  least,  that  most  important  and  all  bat 
sacred  personage,  Smid  the  son  of  Troll,  reverenced  for  canning 
beyond  the  sons  of  men ;  for  not  only  could  he  make  and  mend 
all  matters,  from  a  pontoon  bridge  to  a  gold  bracelet,  shoe  horses 
and  doctor  them,  charm  all  diseases  out  of  man  and  beast,  caire 
runes,  interpret  war-omens,  foretell  weather,  raise  the  winds,  and, 
finaUy,  conquer  in  the  battle  of  mead-horns  all  except  Wulf  the 
son  of  Ovida ;  but  he  had  actually,  during  a  sojourn  among  the 
half-civilized  Msesogoths,  picked  up  a  fair  share  of  Latin  and 
Greek,  and  a  rough  knowledge  of  reading  and  writing. 

A  few  yards  off  lay  old  Wulf  upon  his  back,  his  knees  in  the 
air,  his  hands  crossed  behind  his  head,  keeping  up,  even  in  his 
sleep,  a  half-conscious  comment  of  growls  on  the  following  in- 
tellectual conversation :  — 

^  Noble  wine  this,  is  it  not  ?  " 

«  Perfect     Who  bought  it  for  us  ?  " 

^  Old  Miriam  bought  it,  at  some  great  tax-farmer's  sale.  The 
fellow  was  bankrupt,  and  Miriam  said  she  got  it  for  the  half 
what  it  was  worth." 

^  Serve  the  penny-turning  rascal  right.  The  old  yixen-fox 
took  care,  I  '11  warrant  her,  to  get  her  profit  out  of  the  bargain." 

*^  Never  mind  if  she  did.  We  can  afford  to  pay  like  men,  if 
we  earn  like  men." 

"  We  sha'n*t  afford  it  long,  at  this  rate,"  growled  Wulfl 

^  Then  we  '11  go  and  earn  more.  I  am  tired  of  doing 
nothing." 

^  People  need  not  do  nothing,  unless  Uiey  choose,"  said  Gode- 
ric.  ^  Wulf  and  I  had  coursing  fit  for  a  king,  the  other  morn- 
ing, on  the  sand-hills.  I  had  had  no  appetite  for  a  week  before, 
and  I  have  been  as  sharp-set  as  a  Danube  pike  ever  since." 

*^  Coursing  ?  What,  with  those  long-legged,  brush-tailed  bnites, 
like  a  fox  upon  stilts,  which  the  prefect  cozened  you  into  buy- 
ing?" 
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<<  All  I  can  say  is  that  we  put  up  a  herd  of  those  —  what  do 
they  call  them  here  —  deer  with  goafs  horns  ?  ** 

«  Antelopes  ?  " 

^  That 's  it,  —  and  the  curs  ran  into  them  as  a  falcon  does 
into  a  skein  of  ducks.  Wulf  and  I  galloped  and  galloped  over 
those  accursed  sand-heaps  till  the  horses  stuck  fast ;  and  when 
they  got  their  wind  again,  we  found  each  pair  of  dogs  with  a 
deer  down  between  them,  —  and  what  can  man  want  more  — 
if  he  cannot  get  fighting?  You  eat  them,  so  you  need  not 
sneer." 

^  Well,  dogs  are  the  only  things  worth  having,  then,  that  this 
Alexandria  does  produce." 

^  Except  fiur  ladies ! "  put  in  one  of  the  girls. 

"Of  course.    I 'U  except  the  women.     But  the  men *• 

"  The  what  ?  I  have  not  seen  a  man  since  I  came  here,  ex- 
cept a  dock-worker  or  two,  —  priests  and  fine  gentlemen  thej 
are  all,  —  and  you  don't  call  them  men,  surely  ?  " 

"  What  on  earth  do  they  do,  beside  riding  donkeys  ?" 

"  Philosophize,  they  say." 

"What's  that?" 

"  I  'm  sure  I  don't  know :  some  sort  of  Wave's  quill-driving, 
I  suppose." 

"  Pelagia !  do  you  know  what  philosophizing  is  ?  " 

"  No,  —  and  I  don't  care." 

"  I  do,"  quoth  Agilmund,  with  a  look  of  superior  wisdom ; 
"  I  saw  a  philosopher  the  other  day." 

"  And  what  sort  of  thing  was  it  ?  " 

"  1 11  tell  you.  I  was  walking  down  the  great  street,  there, 
going  to  the  harbor ;  and  I  saw  a  crowd  of  boys  —  men,  they 
call  them  here  —  going  into  a  large  door-way.  So  I  asked 
one  of  them  what  was  doing,  and  the  fellow,  instead  of  answer- 
ing me,  pointed  at  my  legs,  and  set  all  the  other  monkeys 
laughing.     So  I  boxed  his  ears,  and  he  tumbled  down." 

"  They  all  do  so  here,  if  you  box  their  ears,"  said  the  Amal, 
meditatively,  as  if  he  had  hit  upon  a  great  inductive  law. 

^  Ah,"  said  Pelagia,  looking  up  with  her  most  winning  smile. 


*•  She  was  very  mucli  wasted,  then,  on  such  soft-handed 
starvelings.     AVliy  don't  slic  marry  some  hero  ?  " 

"  Because  there  arc  none  here  to  marry,"  said  Pelagia;  "  ex- 
cept some  who  are  fiist  netted,  I  fancy,  already." 

"  But  what  do  they  talk  about,  and  tell  people  to  do,  these 
philosophers,  Pelagia  ?  " 

"  0,  they  don't  tell  any  one  to  do  anything,  —  at  least,  if  they 
do,  nobody  ever  does  it,  as  far  as  I  can  see ;  but  they  talk 
about  suns  and  stars,  and  right  and  wrong,  and  ghosts  and  spirits, 
and  that  sort  of  thing ;  and  about  not  enjoying  one's  self  too 
much.  Not  that  I  ever  saw  that  they  were  any  happier  than 
any  one  else." 

**  She  must  have  been  an  Akuna  maiden,"  said  Wulf,  half  to 
hhnself. 


"  She  is  a  very  conceited  creature,  and  I  bate  Iicr,"  said 
Fclttgia. 

"  I  believe  you,"  said  ^\'i.lf. 

'■  VkbM  U  an  Alruiia  i.iuiJeii  ?  "  asked  one  of  (lie  girl,.'. 

"  Soraetliiiig  an  like  you  as  a  salmon  is  like  a  liorseieecli. 
Heroes,  will  you  hear  a  saga  ?  " 

"  If  it  is  a  cool  one,"  said  Agilmund  ;  "  about  ice,  and  pine- 
tree^,  and  snow-storms.     I  shall  bo  roasted  brown  in  liirec  days 

"  Ob !  "  said  (lie  Amal,  "  that  we  were  on  tbc  Alja  again  for 
only  two  hours,  sliding  down  lliosc  snow-slopes  on  our  siiiclds, 
with  the  sleet  whistling  about  our  eai-s  !     That  was  sport ! " 

'*  To  lliose  who  could  keep  tlieir  seat,"  said  Goderic,  "  Who 
went  head  over  heels  into  a  glaeier-craek,  and  was  dug  out  of 
fifty  feet  of  snow,  and  bad  to  be  put  inside  a  fresli-killed  hoi'se 
before  lie  could  be  brought  lo  life  ?  " 

"  Not  you,  surely,"  said  Pelagia,  "  O  yoii  wonderful  crea- 
ture !  what  things  you  have  done  and  sutlered !  " 

"  Well,"  said  the  Amal,  ivilli  a  look  of  stolid  self-satisfaction, 
"  I  suppose  1  have  seen  a  good  deal  in  luy  time,  cb  ?  " 

"  Yes,  my  Hercules,  you  have  gone  through  your  twelre 
labors,  and  saved  your  poor  little  Ilesione  after  them  all,  when 
she  was  chained  to  tiie  rock,  for  the  ugly  sea-monsters  to  eat ; 
and  she  will  cherish  you,  and  keep  you  out  of  scrapes  now,  for 
her  own  sake  "  ;  and  Pelagia  threw  her  arms  round  (lie  great 
bull-neck,  and  drew  it  down  to  ber. 

"Will  you  bear  my  saga,"  said  Wulf,  impatiently. 

"  Of  course  we  will,"  said  the  Amal ;  "  anything  to  pass  the 


Saj^'amcn  heard  I  there, 

Men  of  the  Longbeards, 

Cunning  and  ancient, 

Hone  v-swcct- voiced. 

ScarinL,'  tlie  wolf  rub, 

Scarin;,'  the  horn-owl  out, 

Shaking  the  snow-wreaths 

Down  from  the  pine-boughs, 

IJj)  to  the  star-roof 

Tvun^  out  their  sonjr. 

Sin;4in^  how  Wind  men, 

Over  the  ice-floes 

Sledging  from  Scanland  on 

Came  unto  Scoring ; 

Singing  of  Gambara 

Froya's  beloved, 

Mother  of  Ayo, 

Mother  of  Ibor. 

Singing  of  Wcndcl  men, 

Ambri  and  Af^si; 

I  low  to  the  Winilfolk 

Went  thov  with  war-words,  — 

"I\  w  are  ye,  strangers, 

Anil  many  arc  we  ; 

l\ay  us  now  toll  and  fee, 

Cloihyarn,  and  rings,  and  beeves  ; 

Klse  at  the  raven's  meal 

Bide  the  sharp  bill's  doom." 

Clutchinix  the  dwarf's  work,  thcflt 
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When  off  the  gray  searbeadi 
At  snxirise  ye  greet  him." 

Night*8  son  was  driying 
His  golden-haired  horses  np ; 
Over  the  eastern  firths 
High  flashed  their  manes. 
Smiled  from  the  doad-eares  out 
AUfiUher  Odio, 
Waiting  the  battle-sport : 
Freya  stood  by  him. 

**  Who  are  these  heroes  tall,  — 
Losty-Umbed  Longbeards  1 
Over  the  swans*  bath 
Why  cry  they  to  me  ? 
Bones  shoald  be  crashing  fast, 
Wolves  should  be  fall-fed, 
Where'er  sach,  mad-hearted, 
Swing  hands  in  the  sword-play." 

Sweetly  laughed  Freya :  — 
*'  A  name  thon  hast  given  them 
Shames  neither  thee  nor  them, 
Well  can  they  wear  it. 
Give  them  the  victory, 
First  have  they  greeted  thee ; 
Give  them  the  victory. 
Yokefellow  mine ! 
Maidens  and  wives  are  these,  — 
Wives  of  the  Winils ; 
Few  are  their  heroes 
And  far  on  the  war-road. 
So  over  the  swans'  bath 
They  cry  nnto  thee." 

Royally  langhed  he  then ; 

Dear  was  that  crafl  to  him, 

Odin  All&ther, 

Shaking  the  donds. 

**  Canning  are  women  all. 

Bold  and  importunate ! 

Longbeards  their  name  shall  be, 


From  unt.lor  the  clouJ-cavos 
Smiles  out  on  the  heroes, 
Smiles  out  on  cluute  housewivc 
Smiles  on  the  brood-mares, 
Smiles  on  the  smiths'  work  : 
And  theirs  is  the  swonMuek, 
With  them  is  the  jllory,  — 
So  Odin  hath  sworn  it,  — 
Wlio  tirst  in  the  mornin;^ 
Shall  meet  him  and  greet  him.'" 

Still  the  Alruna  wept :  — 
*•  Who  then  shall  greet  hira  ? 
Women  alone  are  here  : 
Far  on  the  moorlands 
Behind  the  war-lindens, 
In  vain  for  the  bill's  doom 
Watch  Wind  heroes  all, 
One  against  seven.'' 

Sweetly  the  Queen  laughed  :  — 
'•  Hear  thou  my  counsel  now ; 
Take  to  thee  cunning, 
Beloved  of  Frcva. 

m 

Take  thou  thy  women-folk, 
^laidcns  and  wives : 
Over  vour  ankles 

T.nr-o  on  tlif  whifp  wnr-lincp  : 


Migli  tlashcd  their  raancs. 
Smiled  from  the  cloud-caves  out 
AUfathcr  Odin, 
Waiting  the  battlc-sport : 
Freya  stood  by  him. 

"  "WTio  are  these  heroes  tall,  — 
Lusty-limbed  Longbeards  ? 
Over  the  swans*  bath 
Why  cry  they  to  mc  ? 
Bones  should  be  crashing  ftist, 
Wolves  should  be  full-fed, 
Where'er  such,  mad-hearted, 
Swing  hands  in  the  sword-play." 

Sweetly  laughed  Freya  :  — 

"  A  name  thou  hast  given  them 

Shames  neither  thee  nor  them, 

Well  can  they  wear  it. 

Give  them  the  victory, 

First  have  iliey  greeted  thee  j 

Give  them  the  victory, 

Yokefellow  mine  I 

Maidens  and  wives  arc  these,  — 

Wives  of  the  Winils  ; 

Few  are  their  heroes 

And  far  on  the  war-road. 

So  over  the  swans'  bath 

They  cry  unto  thee." 
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^  Why  don't  you  make  a  saga  about  t,  then,  instead  of  about 
right  and  wrong,  and  such  things  ?  " 

^  Because  I  am  turned  philosopher.  I  shall  go  and  hear  that 
Alruna  maiden  this  aflernoon." 

^  Well  said.  Let  us  go,  too,  young  men :  it  will  pass  the 
time,  at  all  events." 

<<  O  no !  no !  no !  do  not !  you  shall  not ! "  almost  shrieked 
Pelagia. 

"  Why  not,  then,  pretty  one  ?  " 

"  She  is  a  witch,  —  she  —  I  will  never  love  you  again  if  you 
dare  to  go.  Your  only  reason  is  that  Agilmund's  report  of  her 
beauty." 

^  So !  You  are  a&aid  of  my  liking  her  golden  locks  better 
than  your  black  ones  ?  " 

^'I?  Afraid?"  And  she  leaped  up,  panting  with  pretly 
rage.  ^  Come,  we  will  go  too,  —  at  once,  —  and  brave  this  nun, 
who  fancies  herself  too  wise  to  speak  to  a  woman,  and  too  pure 
to  love  a  man  !  Look  out  my  jewels  !  Saddle  my  white  mule ! 
We  will  go  royally.  We  will  not  be  ashamed  of  Cupid's  liveiy, 
my  girls,  —  safl&on  shawl  and  all !  Come,  and  let  us  see  whether 
saucy  Aphrodite  is  not  a  match  after  all  for  Pallas  Athene  and 
her  owl ! " 

And  she  darted  out  of  the  cloister. 

The  three  younger  men  burst  into  a  roar  of  laughter,  while 
Wulf  looked  with  grim  approval. 

^  So  you  want  to  go  and  hear  the  philosopher.  Prince?  "  said 
Smid. 

"  Wheresoever  a  holy  and  a  wise  woman  speaks,  a  warrior 
need  not  be  ashamed  of  listening.  Did  not  Alaric  bid  us  spare 
the  nuns  in  Rome,  comrade  ?  And  though  I  am  no  Christian, 
as  he  was,  I  thought  it  no  shame  for  Odin's  man  to  take  their 
blessing ;  nor  will  I  to  take  this  one's,  Smid,  son  of  TrolL" 


CHAPTER  XIII. 


THE  BOTTOM  OF  TUE  ADYSS. 


"  Here  am  I,  at  last !  '*  said  Raphael  Abcn-Ezra,  to  himself. 
"  Fairly  and  safely  landed  at  the  very  bottom  of  the  bottomless ; 
disporting  myself  on  the  firm  floor  of  the  primeval  nothing,  and 
finding  my  new  element,  like  boys  wlien  tliey  begin  to  swim,  not 
so  impracticable  after  all.  No  man,  angel,  or  demon  can  this 
day  cast  it  in  my  teeth  that  I  am  weak  enough  to  believe  or  dis- 
believe any  phenomenon  or  theory  in  or  concerning  heaven  or 
earth  ;  or  even  that  any  such  heaven,  earth,  phenomena,  or  the- 
ories exist,  —  or  otherwise I  trust  that  is  a  sulficiently 

cxliaustive  statement  of  my  opinions?  ....  I  am  certainly  not 
dogmatic  enough  to  deny  —  or  to  assert  either —  that  there  arc 
sensations  ....  far  too  numerous  for  comfort  ....  but  as  for 
proceeding  any  further,  by  induction,  deduction,  analysis,  or  syn- 
thesis, I  utterly  decline  the  olHce  of  Arachne,  and  will  spin  no 
more  cobwebs  out  of  my  own  inside,  —  if  I  have  any.  »Sensa- 
tions  ?  What  are  they,  but  ])arts  of  one's  self,  —  if  one  has  a 
self?  What  put  this  child's  fancy  into  one's  head,  that  there  is 
anytliing  outside  of  one  which  i)roduces  them?  You  have  ex- 
actly similar  ones  in  your  dreams,  and  you  know  that  there  is  no 
reality  corresponding  to  them.  —  No,  you  don't !  How  dare  you 
be  dogmatic  enough  to  affirm  that  ?  Why  should  not  your 
dreams  be  as  real  as  jour  waking  thoughts  ?  Why  should  not 
your  dreams  be  the  reality,  and  your  waking  thoughts  the 
dream  ?     What  matter  which  ? 

"  What  matter,  indeed  ?     Here  have  I  been  stnrin"-  for  venrs 


182  HYPATIA. 

every  mountebank  "  ism  "  which  ever  tumbled  and  capered  on 
the  philosophic  tight-rope ;  and  they  are  every  one  of  them  dead 
dolls,  wooden,  worked  with  wires,  which  are  petitiones  principiu 
....  Each  philosopher  begs  the  question  in  hand,  and  then 
marches  forward,  as  brave  as  a  triumph,  and  prides  himself — 
on  proving  it  all  afterwards. .  No  wonder  that  his  theory  fits  the 
universe,  when  he  has  first  clipped  the  universe  to  fit  his  theory. 
Have  I  not  tried  my  hand  at  many  a  one,  —  starting,  too,  no  one 
can  deny,  with  the  very  minimum  of  clipping, ....  for  I  sup- 
pose one  cannot  begin  lower  than  at  simple  '  I  am  I ' .  .  . .  un- 
less—  which  is  equally  demonstrable  *— at  *I  am  not  I.'  1 
recollect  —  or  dream  —  that  I  offered  that  sweet  dream,  Hypa- 
tia,  to  deduce  all  things  in  heaven  and  earth,  from  the  Astro- 
nomies of  Hipparchus  to  the  number  of  plumes  in  an  archangel's 
wing,  from  that  one  simple  proposition,  if  she  would  but  write 
me  out  a  demonstration  of  it  first,  as  some  sort  of  vrov  arSt  for 
the  apex  of  my  inverted  pyramid.  But  she  disdained  ....  peo- 
ple are  apt  to  disdain  what  they  know  they  cannot  do  .  .  .  •  '  It 
was  an  axiom,'  it  was  '  like  one  and  one  making  two.' .... 
How  cross  the  sweet  dream  was,  at  my  telling  her  that  I  did  not 
consider  that  any  axiom  either,  and  that  one  thing  and  one  thing 
seeming  to  us  to  be  two  things,  was  no  more  proof  that  they 
really  were  two,  and  not  three  hundred  and  sixty-five,  than  a 
man's  seeming  to  be  an  honest  man  proved  him  not  to  be  a 
rogue  ;  and  at  my  asking  her,  moreover,  when  she  appealed  to 
universal  experience,  how  she  proved  that  the  combined  folly  of 
all  fools  resulted  in  wisdom  ! 

"  *  I  am  I '  an  axiom,  indeed  !  What  right  have  I  to  say  that 
I  am  not  any  one  else  ?  How  do  I  know  it  ?  How  do  I  know 
that  there  is  any  one  else  for  me  not  to  be  ?  I,  or  rather  some- 
thing, feels  a  number  of  sensations,  longings,  thoughts,  fancies, 
—  the  great  Devil  take  them  all,  —  fresh  ones  every  moment, 
a^d  each  at  war  tooth  and  nail  with  all  the  rest ;  and  then  on 
the  strength  of  this  infinite  multiplicity  and  contradiction,  of 
which  alone  I  am  aware,  I  am  to  be  illogical  enough  to  stand 
up  and  say,  *  I  by  myself  I ' ;  and  swear  stoutly  that  I  am  one 


lliin^r.  wlicii  all  I  am  <-ons<.ioLis  of  i^  iho  T),.vil  only  knows  liow 
iii:.nj-  tiling's,  or  -M  iiunint  (ic'.liR'lions  IVoni  <\|>irivni.-c,  lli;it  is 
llii.'  ([Uiiinli.'sl !  Would  il  nut  h-j  inorc  [iliilo-opliiiMl  (o  funclmlc 
iliat  I,  who  never  .=au-  or  R-lt  or  lit-:ird  ll.ls  wlikOi  I  mil  nij'^fir, 
am  viiat  I  liave  seen,  heard,  and  lldt,  —  .ind  tiu  mori;  and  no 
less,  —  tliat  sensalion  wliich  I  call  that  horse,  that  dead  man, 
tliat  jackass,  those  forty  thousand  two-leg;^ed  jiiekfisscs  who  ap- 
pear to  lie  running  for  their  lives  hidow  there,  liaving  got  hold 
of  thii'  sniue  notion  of  their  heiiig  one  ttdng  each,  —  ns  I  choose 
(o  fiiney  in  my  foolish  hahit  of  imputing  lo  them  llie  same  dis- 
ease of  thoHKht  which  I  find  in  myself,  —  erucifv  tiio  word  I 
The  fully  of  my  anteslors  —  if  I  ever  had  any  — -  prevents  my 

having  any  belter  expression Why  should  I  not  be  all  I 

feel,  —  Ihat  sky,  those  clouds,  —  the  whole  universe?  Hercu- 
les !  what  a  creative  genius  my  sensorium  must  he  !  I  '11  lake 
to  wrilirg  poetry,  —  a  mock-epie,  in  seventy-two  hooks,  entitled, 
'  The  Universe ;  or,  Raphael  Ahen-Ezra ' ;  and  take  Ilomer'a 
Margites  for  my  model.  Homer's?  Mine!  Why  must  not 
tlic  Margites,  hke  everything  else,  have  hecn  a  sensalion  of  my 
own  ?  Ilypatia  used  lo  say  Homer's  poclry  was  a  part  of  her 
....  only  she  could  not  prove  it ...  .  hut  I  have  proved  lliat 
the  Margites  is  a  part  of  nie  . . .  .  not  that  1  believe  my  own 
proof,  —  scl'pliei^m  forbid!  O  would  lo  imaveii  that  the  said 
whole  disagreeable  universe  were  iumihilaled,  if  it  were  only 
just  to  settle  by  fair  experiment  whether  any  of  master  '  I '  re- 
mained when  they  were  gone !  Duzzard  and  dogmatist !  And 
how  do  you  know  that  that  would  settle  it  ?  And  if  il  did  — 
why  need  it  be  settled  ?  ,  .  ,  . 

"  I  dare  say  there  is  an  answer  pat  for  all  Ibis.     I  eoiild  write 
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Between  the  bare  walls  of  a  dolefal  fire-ecarred  tower  In  the 
Campagna  of  Home,  standing  upon  a  knoll  of  dry  brown  grass, 
ringed  with  a  few  grim  pines,  blamed  and  black  with  smoke, 
there  sat  Raphael  Aben-Ezra,  working  out  the  last  formula 
of  the  great  world-problem,  —  "Given  Self,  to  find  God." 
Through  the  doorless  stone  archway  he  could  see  a  long  vista  of 
the  plain  below,  covered  with  broken  trees,  trampled  crops, 
smoking  villas,  and  all  the  ugly  scars  of  recent  war,  far  onward 
to  the  quiet  purple  mountains  and  the  silver  sea,  towards  which 
struggled,  far  in  the  distance,  long  dark  lines  of  moving  specks, 
flowing  together,  breaking  up,  stopping  short,  recoiling  back  to 
surge  forward  by  some  fresh  channel,  while  now  and  then  a  glit- 
ter of  keen  white  sparks  ran  through  the  dense  black  masses 
....  The  Count  of  Africa  had  thrown  for  the  empire  of  the 
world  —  and  lost 

"  Brave  old  Sun  !  "  said  Raphael,  "  how  merrily  he  flashes 
off  the  sword-blades  yonder,  and  never  cares  that  every  tiny 
sparkle  brings  a  death-shriek  after  it !  Why  should  he  ?  It  is 
no  concern  of  his.  Astrologers  are  fools.  His  business  is  to 
shine ;  and  on  the  whole,  he  is  one  of  my  few  satisfactory  sen- 
sations.    How  now  ?     This  is  questionably  pleasant ! " 

As  he  spoke,  a  column  of  troops  came  marching  across  the 
field,  straight  towards  his  retreat. 

"  If  these  new  sensations  of  mine  find  me  here,  they  will  in- 
fallibly produce  in  me  a  new  sensation,  which  will  render  all 
further  ones  impossible  ....  Well  ?  What  kinder  thing  could 
they  do  for  me  ?  ... .  Ay  —  but  how  do  I  know  that  they  would 
do  it  ?  What  possible  proof  is  there  that,  if  a  two-legged  phantasm 
pokes  a  hard  iron-gray  phantasm  in  among  my  sensations,  those 
sensations  will  be  my  last  ?  Is  the  fact  of  my  turning  pale,  and 
lying  still,  and  being  in  a  day  or  two  converted  into  crow's  flesh, 
any  reason  why  I  should  not  feel  ?  And  how  do  I  know  that 
would  happen  ?  I  see  it  happen  to  certain  sensations  of  my  eye- 
ball, —  or  something  else,  —  who  cares  ?  which  I  call  soldiers  ; 
but  what  possible  analogy  can  there  be  between  what  seems  to 
happen  to  thos3  single  sensations  called  soldiers,  and  what  may 
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I  '11  run  away,  just  like  anybody  else  ....  if  atijLody  existed. 
Come,  Bran ! " 

'•  Bran !  n'liero  are  you  ;  unlucky  inseparable  sensation  of 
mine?  Picking  up  a  dinner  already  off  these  dead  soldiers? 
Well,  the  pity  is  tliat  lliis  foolish  contradictory  ta-te  of  mine, 
while  it  makes  me  hungry,  forbids  me  to  follow  your  example. 
Why  am  I  to  take  lessons  from  my  poldier-phanliisinB,  and  not 
from  my  canine  one?  Illogical!  Bran!  Bran!"  and  he  went 
out  and  whistled  in  vain  for  tlie  dog. 

"  Bran !  unhappy  phantom,  who  will  not  vanish  by  night  or 
day,  lying  on  my  cliest  even  in  dreams ;  and  wlio  would  not 
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tasms  give  jolly  sensations,  why  should  not  the  crow-phantasms  ? 
So  whichever  way  it  turns  out^  no  matter ;  and  I  may  as  weU 
wait  here,  and  seem  to  become  crows,  as  I  certainly  shall  do.  — 
Bran ! . . . .  Why  should  I  wait  for  her  ?  What  pleasure  can  it 
be  to  me  to  have  the  feeling  of  a  four-legged,  brindled,  lop-eared, 
toad-mouthed  thing  always  between  what  seem  to  be  my  legs  ? 
There  she  is  I  Where  have  you  been,  madam  ?  Don't  you  see 
I  am  in  marching  order,  with  staff  and  wallet  ready  shouldered  ? 
Come ! " 

But  the  dog,  looking  up  in  his  face  as  only  dogs  can  look,  ran 
toward  the  back  of  the  ruin,  and  up  to  him  again,  and  back 
again,  ui^il  he  followed  her. 

^  What 's  this  ?  Here  is  a  new  sensation  with  a  vengeance ! 
O  storm  and  crowd  of  material  appearances,  were  there  not 
enough  of  you  already,  that  you  must  add  to  your  number  these 
also  ?  Bran  I  Bran  I  Could  you  find  no  other  day  in  the  year 
but  this,  whereon  to  present  my  ears  with  the  squeab  of — one 
— two  —  three  —  nine  blind  puppies  ?".... 

Bran  answered  by  rushing  into  the  hole  where  her  new  family 
lay  tumbling  and  squealing,  bringing  out  one  in  her  mouth,  and 
laying  it  at  his  feet 

^  Needless,  I  assure  you.  I  am  perfectly  aware  of  the  state 
of  the  case  already.  What  I  another?  Silly  old  thing  I  —  do 
you  fancy,  as  the  fine  ladies  do,  that  burdening  the  world  with 
noisy  likenesses  of  your  precious  self  is  a  thing  of  which  to  be 
proud?  Why,  she  's  bringing  out  the  whole  litter! ....  What 
was  I  thinking  of  last?  Ah  —  the  argument  was  self-contradic- 
tory, was  it,  because  I  could  not  argue  without  using  the  very 
terms  which  I  repudiated.  Well ....  And  —  why  should  it 
not  be  contradictory  ?  Why  not  ?  One  must  face  that  too,  after 
all.  Why  should  not  a  thing  be  true,  and  false  also  ?  What 
harm  in  a  thing's  being  false  ?  What  necessity  for  it  to  be  true  ? 
True  ?  What  is  truth  ?  Why  should  a  thing  be  the  worse  for 
being  illogical  ?  Why  should  there  be  any  logic  at  all  ?  Did  I 
ever  see  a  little  beast  flying  about  with  <  Logic '  labelled  on  its 
back  ?    What  do  I  know  of  it,  but  as  a  sensation  of  my  own 


Bran  ran  with  Lini,  leaping  and  barking ;  then  recollected  her 
fiimily  and  ran  back ;  tried  to  bring  them,  one  by  one,  in  her 
mouth,  and  then  to  bring  them  all  at  once  ;  and  faihng,  sat  down 
and  howled. 

"  Come,  Bran  !     Come,  old  gul !  " 

She  raced  half-way  up  to  him  ;  then  half-way  back  again  to 
the  puppies  ;  then  towards  him  again  ;  and  then  suddenly  gave 
it  up,  and,  dropping  her  tail,  walked  slowly  back  to  tlic  blind 
suppliants,  with  a  deep,  reproachful  growl. 

"*****!"  said  Raphael,  w  ith  a  mighty  oath ;  "  you 
are  right  after  all !  Here  are  nine  things  come  into  the  world  ; 
phantasms  or  not,  there  it  is  ;  I  can't  deny  it.  They  are  some- 
thing, and  you  arc  something,  old  dog ;  or  at  least  like  enough 
to  something  to  do  instead  of  it ;  and  you  are  not  I,  and  as  good 
as  I,  and  they  too,  for  aught  I  know,  and  have  as  good  a  right 
to  live  as  I ;  and  by  the  seven  planets  and  all  the  rest  of  it,  I  '11 
carry  them  ! " 
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And  he  went  back,  tied  up  the  puppies  in  his  blanket,  and  set 
^rth,  Bran  barking,  squeaking,  wagging,  leaping,  running  be- 
tween his  legs  and  upsetting  him,  in  her  agonies  of  J07. 

"  Forward !  Whither  you  will,  old  lady !  The  world  is 
wide.  You  shall  be  my  guide,  tutor,  queen  of  philosophy,  for 
the  sake  of  this  mere  common  sense  of  yours.  Forward,  you 
new  Hypatia!  I  promise  you  I  will  attend  no  lectures  but 
yours  this  day  I  " 

He  toiled  on,  every  now  and  then  stepping  across  a  dead 
body,  or  clambering  a  wall  out  of  the  road,  to  avoid  some  plung- 
ing, shrieking  horse,  or  obscene  knot  of  prowling  camp-followere, 

who  were  already  stripping  and  plundering  the  slain At 

last,  in  front  of  a  large  villa,  now  a  black  and  smoking  skeleton, 
he  leaped  the  wall,  and  found  himself  landed  on  a  heap  of 

corpses They  were  piled  up  against  the  garden  fence  for 

many  yards.     The  struggle  had  been  fierce  there  some  three 
hours  before. 

**  Put  me  out  of  my  misery  I  In  mercy  kill  me ! "  moaned  a 
voice  beneath  his  feet. 

Raphael  looked  down  ;  the  poor  wretch  was  slashed  and  mu- 
tilated beyond  all  hope. 

**  Certainly,  friend,  if  you  wish  it,"  and  he  drew  his  dagger. 
The  poor  fellow  stretched  out  his  throat,  and  awaited  the  stroke 
with  a  ghastly  smile.  Raphael  caught  his  eye ;  his  heart  failed 
him,  and  he  rose. 

"  What  do  you  advise,  Bran  ?  "  But  the  dog  was  far  ahead, 
leaping  and  barking  impatiently. 

"I  obey,"  said  Raphael;  and  he  followed  her,  while  the 
wounded  man  called  piteously  and  upbraidingly  after  him. 

"  He  will  not  have  long  to  wait.     Those  plunderers  will  not 

be  as  squeamish  as  I Strange,  now !     From  Armenian 

reminiscences  I  should  have  fancied  myself  as  free  from  such 

tender  weakness  as  any  of  my  Canaanite-slaying  ancestors 

And  yet,  by  some  mere  spirit  of  contradiction,  I  could  n't  kill 

that  fellow,  exactly  because  he  asked  me  to  do  it There 

18  more  in  that  than  will  fit  into  the  great  inverted  pyramid  of 


llupLael  walked  up  to  a  ring  of  dead,  in  the  midst  ot'  which 
lay,  half  silting  against  the  trunk  of  the  tree,  a  tall  and  nuhle 
oliicer,  in  the  Urst  bloom  of  manhood.  His  casque  and  armor, 
gorgeously  inhiid  with  gold,  were  hewn  and  battered  by  a  hun- 
dred blows ;  his  shield  was  cloven  through  and  through ;  his 
sword  broken  in  the  stiflcned  hand  which  grasped  it  still.  Cut 
off  from  his  troop,  he  had  made  his  last  stand  beneath  the  tree, 
knee-deep  in  the  gay  summer  flowers,  and  there  he  lay,  be- 
strewn, as  if  by  some  mockery  —  or  pity  —  of  mother  nature, 
witli  faded  roses,  and  golden  fruit,  shaken  from  off  the  boughs 
in  that  last  deadly  struggle.  Raphael  stood  and  watched  him 
with  a  sad  sneer. 

"  Well !  —  you  have  sold  your  fancied  personality  dear  !  How 
many  dead  men  ?  .  .  .  .  Nine  ....  Eleven !  Conceited  fellow ! 
Who  told  you  that  your  one  life  was  worth  the  eleven  which 
you  have  txiken  ?  " 

Bran  went  up  to  the  corpse,  —  perhaps  from  its  sitting  posture 
fancying  it  still  living,  —  smelt  the  cold  cheek,  and  recoiled 
with  a  mournful  whine. 

"  Eh  ?  That  is  the  right  way  to  look  at  the  phenomenon,  is 
it  ?    Well,  after  all,  I  am  sorry  for  you almost  like  you. 
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....  All  your  wounds  in  front,  as  a  man's  should  be.  Poor 
fop !  Lais  and  Thais  will  never  curl  those  dainty  ringlets  for 
you  again !  What  is  that  bas-relief  upon  your  shield  ?  Venus 
receiving  Psyche  into  the  abode  of  the  gods !  .  .  .  .  Ah !  you 

have  found  out  all  about  Psyche's  wings  by  this  time 

How  do  I  know  that  ?  And  yet,  why  am  I,  in  spite  of  my 
common  sense,  —  if  I  have  any,  —  talking  to  you  as  you,  and 
liking  you,  and  pitying  you,  if  you  are  nothing  now,  and  prob- 
ably never  were  anything?  Bran!  What  right  had  you  to 
pity  him  without  giving  your  reasons  in  due  form,  as  Hypatia 
would  have  done  ?  Forgive  me,  sir,  however,  whether  you  ex- 
ist or  not,  I  cannot  leave  that  collar  round  your  neck  for  these 
camp-wolves  to  convert  into  strong  liquor." 

And  as  he  spoke,  he  bent  down,  and  detached,  gently  enough, 
a  magnificent  necklace. 

'^  Not  for  myself,  I  assure  you.     Like  Ate's  golden  apple,  it 
shall  go  to  the  fairest.     Here,  Bran ! " 

And  he  wreathed  the  jewels  round  the  neck  of  the  mastiff, 
who,  evidently  exalted  in  her  own  eyes  by  the  burden,  leaped 
and  barked  forward  again,  taking,  apparently  as  a  matter  of 
course,  the  road  back  towards  Ostia,  by  which  they  had  come 
thither  from  the  sea.  And  as  he  followed,  careless  where  he 
went,  he  continued  talking  to  himself  aloud,  afler  the  manner  of 
restless,  self-discontented  men. 

^  And  then  man  talks  big  about  his  dignity  and  his  in- 
tellect, and  his  heavenly  parentage,  and  his  aspirations  after  the 
unseen  and  the  beautiful,  and  the  infinite,  —  and  everything  else 
unlike  himself.  How  can  he  prove  it  ?  Why,  these  poor  black- 
guards lying  about  are  very  fair  specimens  of  humanity.  And 
how  much  have  they  been  bothered  since  they  were  bom  with 
aspirations  after  anything  infinite,  except  infinite  sour  wine? 
To  eat,  to  drink ;  to  destroy  a  certain  number  of  their  species ; 
to  reproduce  a  certain  number  of  the  same,  two  thirds  of  whom 
will  die  in  infancy,  a  dead  waste  of  pain  to  their  mothers,  and 

of  expense  to  their  putative  sires And  then what 

says  Solomon  ?    What  befalls  them  befalls  beasts.    As  one 
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80  dies  the  other ;  so  that  they  have  all  one  breath,  and  a  man 
has  no  pre-eminence  over  a  beast ;  for  all  is  vanity.  All  go  to 
one  place ;  all  are  of  the  dust,  and  turn  to  dust  again.  Who 
knows  that  the  breath  of  man  goes  upward,  and  that  the  breath 
of  the  beast  goes  downward  to  the  earth?  Who  indeed,  my 
most  wise  ancestor?  Not  I,  certainly.  Baphael  Aben-Ezra, 
how  art  thou  better  than  a  beast?  What  pre-eminence  hast 
thou,  not  merely  over  this  dog,  but  over  the  fleas  whom  thou 
so  wantonly  cursest  ?  Man  must  painfully  win  house,  clothes,  fire. 
....  A  pretty  proof  of  his  wisdom,  when  every  flea  has  the 
wit  to  make  my  blanket,  without  any  labor  of  his  own,  lodge  him 
a  great  deal  better  than  it  lodges  me !  Man  makes  clothes,  and 
the  fleas  live  in  them Which  is  the  wiser  of  the  two  ? 

"  Ah,  but  —  man  is  fallen Well  —  and  the  flea  is  not. 

So  much  better  he  than  the  man ;  for  he  is  what  he  was  intended 

to  be,  and  so  fulfils  the  very  definition  of  virtue which 

no  one  can  say  of  us  of  the  red-ochre  vein.  And  even  if  the 
old  myth  be  true,  and  the  man  only  fell,  because  he  was  set  to 
do  higher  work  than  the  flea  —  what  does  that  prove  —  but 
that  he  could  not  do  it  ? 

"  But  his  arts  and  his  sciences  ?  .  .  .  .  Apage !    The  very 

sound  of  those  grown  children's  rattles  turns  me  sick 

One  conceited  ass  in  a  generation  increasing  labor  and  sorrow, 
and  dying  after  all  even  as  the  fool  dies,  and  ten  million  brutes 
and  slaves,  just  where  their  forefathers  were,  and  where  their 

children  will  be  afler  them,  to  the  end  of  the  farce The 

thing  that  has  been,  it  is  that  which  shall  be;  and  there  is 
no  new  thing  under  the  sun 

*'  And  as  for  your  palaces,  and  cities,  and  temples 

look  at  this  Campagna,  and  judge !  Flea-bites  go  down  afler  a 
while  —  and  so  do  they.  What  are  they  but  the  bnmps  which 
we  human  fleas  make  in  the  old  earth's  skin?  ....  Make 

them?    We  only  cause  them,  as  fleas  cause  flea-bites 

What  are  all  the  works  of  man,  but  a  sort  of  cutaneous  dis- 
order in  this  unhealthy  earth-hide,  and  we  a  race  of  larger 
fleas,  running  about  among  its  fur,  which  we  call  trees  ?    Why 
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should  not  the  earth  be  an  animal?  How  do  I  know  it  is  not? 
Because  it  is  too  big?  Bah!  What  is  big,  and  what  is  little? 
Because  it  has  not  the  shape  of  one  ?  .  .  .  •  Look  into  a  fisher- 
man's net,  and  see  what  forms  are  there !  Because  it  does  not 
speak  ?  .  .  .  .  Perhaps  it  has  nothing  to  saj,  being  too  busj. 

Perhaps  it  can  talk  no  more  sense  than  we In  both 

cases  it  shows  its  wisdom  bj  holding  its  tongue.  Because  it 
moves  in  one  necessary  direction  ?  .  .  .  .  How  do  I  know  that 
it  does  ?  How  can  I  tell  that  it  is  not  fiirting  with  all  the  seven 
spheres  at  once,  at  this  moment  ?  But  if  it  does  —  so  much  the 
wiser  of  it,  if  that  be  the  best  direction  for  it  O  what  a  base 
satire  on  ourselves  and  our  notions  of  the  fair  and  fitting,  to  say 
that  a  thing  cannot  be  alive  and  rational,  just  because  it  goes 
steadily  on  upon  its  own  road,  instead  of  skipping  and  scram- 
bling fantastically  up  and  down  without  method  or  order,  like  us 
and  the  fleas,  from  the  cradle  to  the  grave  I  Besides,  if  you 
grant,  with  the  rest  of  the  world,  that  fieas  are  less  noble  than 
we,  because  they  are  our  parasites,  then  you  are  bound  to  grant 
that  we  are  less  noble  than  the  earth,  because  we  are  its  para- 
sites  Positively,  it  looks  more  probable  than  anything  I 

have  seen  for  many  a  day And,  by  the  by,  why  should 

not  earthquakes,  and  floods,  and  pestilences,  be  only  just  so 
many  ways  which  the  cunning  old  brute  earth  has  of  scratch- 
ing herself,  when  the  human  fleas  and  their  palace  and  city 
bites  get  too  troublesome  ?  " 

At  a  turn  of  the  road  he  was  aroused  from  his  profitable 
meditation  by  a  shriek,  the  shrillness  of  which  told  him  that  it 
was  a  woman's.  He  looked  up,  and  saw  dose  to  him,  among 
the  smouldering  ruins  of  a  farm-house,  two  ruffians,  driving  be- 
fore them  a  young  girl,  with  her  hands  tied  behind  her,  whfle 
the  poor  creature  was  looking  back  piteously  afler  something 
among  the  ruins,  and  struggling  in  vain,  bound  as  she  was,  to 
escape  from  her  captors,  and  return. 

"  Conduct  unjustifiable  in  any  fieas,  —  eh.  Bran?  How  do  I 
know  that,  though  ?  Why  should  it  not  be  a  piece  of  exceUent 
fortune  for  her,  if  she  had  but  the  equanimity  to  see  it?    Why, 


*•  Mercy,  mcrcv  !  "  .^hriekcd  the  wivtcli.     **  Lilc  !  oiilv  lil'r  !  " 

'•  TIktc  was  a  fellow  half  a  mile  hark  hc'^Lriiii:  im.*  to  kill 
hira  :  with  which  of  you  two  am  1  to  agree  ?  —  lor  you  can't 
both  he  right.'' 

"  Life  !     Only  life !  " 

"  A  carnal  appetite,  which  man  must  learn  to  conquer,"  said 

Raphael,   as    he  raised  the  poniard In  a  moment  it  was 

over,  and  Bran  and  he  rose.  —  "Where  was  the  girl  ?  She 
had  rushed  back  to  the  ruins,  whither  Ka[)hael  followed  her  ; 
while  Bran  ran  to  the  puppies,  which  he  had  hiid  upon  a  stone, 
and  commenced  her  maternal  cares. 

"  What  do  you  want,  my  poor  girl  ?  "  asked  he  in  Latin. 
"  I  will  not  hurt  you." 

17 
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«  My  father !     My  father ! " 

He  untied  her  bruised  and  swollen  wrists ;  and,  without  stop- 
ping to  thank  him,  she  ran  to  a  heap  of  fallen  stones  and  beams, 
and  began  digging  wildly  with  all  her  little  strength,  breath- 
lessly calling,  "  Father !  " 

"  Such  is  the  gratitude  of  flea  to  flea !  What  is  there,  now, 
in  the  mere  fact  of  being  accustomed  to  call  another  person 
&ther,  and  not  master,  or  slave,  which  should  produce  such 
passion  as  that  ?  .  .  . .  Brute  habit ! . . . .  What  services  can 
the  said  man  render,  or  have  rendered,  which  make  him  worth 
Here  is  Bran ! . .  .  .  What  do  you  think  of  that,  my  fe- 
male philosopher  ?  " 

Bran  sat  down  and  watched  too.  The  poor  girl's  tender 
hands  were  bleeding  from  the  stones,  while  her  golden  tresses 
rolled  down  over  her  eyes,  and  entangled  in  her  impatient 
fingers  :  but  still  she  worked  frantically.  Bran  seemed  sud- 
denly to  comprehend  the  case,  rushed  to  the  rescue,  and  began 
digging  too,  with  all  her  might. 

Raphael  rose  with  a  shrug,  and  joined  in  the  work. 
«  •  «  #  « 

"  Hang  these  brute  instincts !  They  make  one  very  hot 
What  was  that  ?  " 

A  feeble  moan  rose  from  under  the  stones.  A  human  limb 
was  uncovered.  The  girl  threw  herself  on  the  place,  shrieking 
her  father's  name.  Raphael  put  her  gently  back,  and,  exerting 
his  whole  strength,  drew  out  of  the  ruins  a  stalwart  elderly 
man,  in  the  dress  of  an  officer  of  high  rank. 

He  still  breathed.  The  girl  liflcd  up  his  head  and  covered 
him  with  wild  kisses.  Raphael  looked  round  for  water;  found 
a  spring  and  a  broken  sherd,  and  bathed  the  wounded  man's 
temples  till  he  opened  his  eyes  and  showed  signs  of  returning 
life. 

The  girl  still  sat  by  him,  fondling  her  recovered  treasure, 
and  bathing  the  grizzled  face  in  holy  tears. 

"  It  is  no  business  of  mine,"  said  Raphael.  "  Ck)me, 
Bran ! " 
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The  girl  sprang  up,  threw  herself  at  his  feet,  kissed  4iis  hands, 
called  him  her  saviour,  her  deliverer,  sent  by  God. 

*<  Not  in  the  least,  mj  child.  You  must  thank  my  teacher, 
the  dog,  not  me." 

And  she  took  him  at  his  word,  and  threw  her  sofl  arms  round 
Bran's  neck ;  and  Bran  understood  it,  and  wagged  her  tail,  and 
licked  the  gentle  face  lovingly. 

"  Intolerably  absurd,  all  this  ! "  said  Raphael.  '^  I  must  be 
going,  Bran." 

"  You  will  not  leave  us  ?  You  surely  will  not  leave  an  old 
man  to  die  here  ?  " 

"  Why  not  ?     What  better  thing  could  happen  to  him  ?  " 

"  Nothing,"  murmured  the  officer,  who  had  not  spoken  be- 
fore. 

"  Ah  God !  he  is  my  father ! " 

«  Well  ?  " 

"  He  is  my  father  !" 

"Well?" 

"  You  must  save  him  !  You  shall,  I  say ! "  And  she  seized 
Raphael's  arm  in  the  imperiousness  of  her  passion. 

He  shrugged  his  shoulders :  but  felt,  he  knew  not  why,  mar- 
vellously inclined  to  obey  her. 

"  I  may  as  well  do  this  as  anything  else,  having  nothing  else 
to  do.     Whither  now,  sir  ?  " 

"  Whither  you  wiU.  Our  troops  are  disgraced,  our  eagles 
taken.  We  are  your  prisoners  by  right  of  war.  We  follow 
you." 

"  0  my  fortune !  A  new  responsibility !  Why  cannot  I  stir 
without  live  animals,  from  fleas  upward,  attaching  themselves 
to  me  ?  Is  it  not  enough  to  have  nine  blind  puppies  at  my 
back,  and  an  old  brute  at  my  heels,  who  will  persist  in  saving 
ray  life,  that  I  must  be  burdened  over  and  above  with  a  re- 
spectable elderly  rebel  and  his  daughter?  Why  am  I  not 
allowed  by  fate  to  care  for  nobody  but  myself?  Sir,  I  give 
you  both  your  freedom.  The  world  is  wide  enough  for  us  alL 
I  really  ask  no  ransom." 
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"  You  seem  philosophically  disposed,  my  fiiend.'' 

^'I  ?  Heaven  forbid !  I  have  gone  right  through  that  slough, 
and  come  out  sheer  on  the  other  side.  For  sweeping  the  last 
lingering  taint  out  of  me,  I  have  to  thank,  not  sulphur  and 
exorcisms,  but  your  soldiers  and  their  morning's  work.  Phi- 
losophy is  superfluous  in  a  world  where  all  are  fools." 

"  Do  you  include  yourself  under  that  title  ?  " 

"  Most  certainly,  my  best  sir.  Don't  fancy  that  I  make  any 
exceptions.  If  I  can  in  any  way  prove  my  folly  to  you,  I  will 
do  it." 

"  Then  help  me  and  my  daughter  to  Ostia." 

"A  very  fair  instance.  Well,  —  my  dog  happens  to  be 
going  that  way;  and,  afler  all,  you  seem  to  have  a  sufficient 
share  of  human  imbecility  to  be  a  very  fit  companion  for  me. 
I  hope,  though,  you  do  not  set  up  for  a  wise  man  ?  " 

"  God  knows  —  no  !    Am  I  not  of  Heraclian's  army  ?  " 

"  True ;  and  the  young  lady,  here,  made  herself  so  great  a 
fool  about  you,  that  she  actually  infected  the  very  dog." 

"  So  we  three  fools  will  forth  together." 

'^  And  the  greatest  one,  as  usual,  must  help  the  rest  But  I 
have  nine  puppies  in  my  family  already.  How  am  I  to  carry 
you  and  them  ?  " 

^  I  will  take  them,"  said  the  girl ;  and  Bran,  after  looking  on 
at  the  transfer  with  a  somewhat  dubious  face,  seemed  to  sadsfy 
herself  that  all  was  right,  and  put  her  head  contentedly  under 
the  girl's  hand. 

"  Eh  ?  You  trust  her.  Bran  ?  "  said  Raphael,  in  an  under- 
tone. ^'  I  must  really  emancipate  myself  from  your  instructions 
if  you  require  a  similar  simplicity  in  me.  Stay  I  there  wanders 
a  mule  without  a  rider ;  we  may  as  well  press  him  into  the 
service." 

He  caught  the  mule,  lifted  the  wounded  man  into  the  saddle, 
and  the  cavalcade  set  forth,  turning  out  of  the  high-road  into  a 
by-lane,  which  the  officer,  who  seemed  to  know  the  country 
thoroughly,  assured  him  would  lead  them  to  Ostia  by  an  un- 
frequented route. 
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^  If  we  arrive  there  before  sundown,  we  are  sayed,"  said  he. 

^  And  in  the  mean  time,"  answered  Raphael,  "  between  the 
dog  and  this  dagger,  which,  as  I  take  care  to  inform  all  comers, 
is  delioat<*ly  poisoned,  we  may  keep  ourselves  clear  of  maraud- 
ers. And  yet  what  a  meddling  fool  I  am ! "  he  went  on  to 
himself.  ^  What  possible  interest  can  I  have  in  this  uncircum- 
cised  rebel  ?  The  least  evil  is,  that  if  we  are  taken,  which  we 
most  probably  shall  be,  I  shall  be  crucified  for  helping  him  to 
escape.  But  even  if  we  get  safe  off,  —  here  is  a  fresh  tie  be- 
tween me  and  those  very  brother  fleas,  to  be  rid  of  whom  I  have 
chosen  beggary  and  starvation.  Who  knows  where  it  may  end  ? 
Pooh !  The  man  is  like  other  men.  He  is  certain,  before  the 
day  is  over,  to  prove  ungrateful,  or  attempt  the  mountebank- 
heroic,  or  give  me  some  other  excuse  for  bidding  him  good  even- 
ing. And  in  the  mean  time,  there  is  something  quaint  in  the 
fact  of  finding  so  sober  a  respectability,  with  a  young  daughter 
too,  abroad  on  this  fool's  errand,  which  really  makes  me  curious 
to  discover  with  what  variety  of  flea  I  am  to  class  him/' 

But  while  Aben-Ezra  was  talking  to  himself  about  the  father, 
he  could  not  help,  somehow,  thinking  aBout  the  daughter.  Again 
and  again  he  found  himself  looking  at  her.  She  was,  undenia- 
bly, most  beautifuL  Her  features  were  not  as  regularly  perfect 
as  Hypatia's,  nor  her  statue  so  commanding ;  but  her  face  shone 
with  a  clear  and  joyful  determination,  and  with  a  tender  and 
modest  thoughtfulness,  such  as  he  had  never  beheld  before  united 
in  one  countenance  ;  and  as  she  stepped  along,  firmly  and  lightly, 
by  her  father's  side,  looping  up  her  scattered  tresses  as  she  went, 
laughing  at  the  struggles  of  her  noisy  burden,  and  looking  up 
with  rapture  at  her  father's  gradually  brightening  face,  Kaphael 
could  not  help  stealing  glance  afler  glance,  and  was  surprised  to 
find  them  returned  with  a  bright,  honest,  smiling  gratitude, 
which  met  him  full-eyed,  as  free  from  prudery  as  it  was  from 
coquetry "A  lady  she  is,"  said  he  to  himself,  " but  evi- 
dently no  city  one.  There  is  nature,  or  something  else,  there, 
pure  and  unadulterated,  without  any  of  man's  additions  or  beau- 
tifications."     And  as  he  looked  he  began  to  feel  it  a  pleasure, 
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such  as  his  weary  heart  had  not  known  for  many  a  year,  simply 
to  watch  her 

"  Positively  there  is  a  foolish  enjoyment  after  all  in  making 

other  fleas  smile Ass  that  I  am !    As  if  I  had  not  drank 

all  that  ditch-water  cup  to  the  dregs  years  ago  ! " 

They  went  on  for  some  time  in  silence,  till  the  officer,  turning 
to  him, — 

"  And  may  I  ask  you,  my  quaint  preserver,  whom  I  would 
have  thanked  before  but  for  this  foolish  fidntness,  which  is  now 
going  oflT,  what  and  who  you  are  ?  " 

"  A  flea,  sir,  —  a  flea,  —  nothing  more." 

^'  But  a  patrician  flea,  surely ;  to  judge  by  your  language  and 
manners  ?  " 

''  I^ot  that  exactly.  True,  I  have  been  rich,  as  the  saying  is ; 
I  may  be  rich  again,  they  tell  me,  when  I  am  fool  enough  to 
choose." 

"  O  if  we  were  but  rich ! "  sighed  the  girL 

"  You  would  be  very  unhappy,  my  dear  young  lady.  Be- 
lieve a  flea  who  has  tried  the  experiment  thoroughly." 

^  Ah !  but  we  could  ransom  my  brother  I  and  now  we  can 
find  no  money  till  we  get  back  to  Africa." 

«*  And  none  then,"  said  the  officer,  in  a  low  voice.  "  You  for- 
get, my  poor  child,  that  I  mortgaged  the  whole  estate  to  raise 
my  legion.  Wc  must  not  shrink  from  looking  at  things  as  they 
are." 

"  Ah !  and  he  is  prisoner !  he  will  be  sold  for  a  slave,  —  per- 
haps —  ah !  perhaps  crucified,  for  he  is  not  a  Roman  I  O,  he 
will  be  crucified ! "  and  she  burst  into  an  agony  of  weeping. .... 
Suddenly  she  dashed  away  her  tears,  and  looked  up  clear  and 
bright  once  more.  "  No  !  forgive  me,  father  I  God  will  pro- 
tect his  own ! " 

"  My  dear  young  lady,"  said  Raphael,  "  if  you  really  dislike 
such  a  prospect  for  your  brother,  and  are  in  want  of  a  few  dirty 
coins  wherewith  to  prevent  it,  perhaps  I  may  be  able  to  find  you 
them  in  Ostia." 

She  looked  at  him  incredulously,  as  her  eye  glanced  over  hiB 


**  Possibly.  I  intend  to  be  neither,  —  nor  a  eood  Pa'ian 
either.  My  dear  sir,  let  us  drop  the  subject.  It  is  beyond  me. 
If  I  can  be  as  good  a  brute  animal  as  my  dog  there,  —  it  being 
first  demonstrated  that  it  is  good  to  be  good,  —  I  shall  be  very 
well  content." 

The  officer  looked  down  on  him  with  a  stately,  loving  sorrow. 
Raphael  caught  his  eye,  and  felt  that  he  was  in  the  presence  of 
no  common  man. 

"  I  must  take  care  what  I  say  here,  I  suspect,  or  I  shall  be 

entangled  shortly  in  a  regular  Socratic  dialogue And  now, 

sir,  may  I  return  your  question,  and  ask  who  and  what  are  you  ? 
I  really  have  no  intention  of  giving  you  up  to  any  Ca'sar,  Anti- 
ochus,  TigLath-Pileser,  or  other  flea-devouring  flea  ....  They 
will  fatten  well  enough  without  your  blood.  So  I  only  ask  as  a 
student  of  the  great  nothing-in-general,  which  men  call  the  uni- 


verse." 
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^  I  was  prefect  of  a  legion  this  morning.  What  I  am  now, 
jou  know  as  well  as  I." 

"  Just  what  I  do  not  I  am  in  deep  wonder  at  seeing  your 
hilarity,  when,  by  all  flea-analogies,  you  ought  to  be  either  be- 
howling  your  fate  like  Achilles  on  the  shores  of  Styx,  or  pretend- 
ing to  grin  and  bear  it,  as  I  was  taught  to  do  when  I  plajred  at 
Stoicism.  You  are  not  of  that  sect  certainly,  for  you  confessed 
yourself  a  fool  just  now." 

'^And  it  would  be  long,  would  it  not,  before  you  made 
one  of  them  do  as  much  ?  WeU,  be  it  so.  A  fool  I  am ; 
yet,  if  Grod  helps  us  as  £Eur  as  Ostia,  why  should  I  not  be 
cheerful  ?  " 

«  Why  should  you  ?  " 

<<What  better  thing  can  happen  to  a  fool,  than  that  Gk)d 
should  teach  him  that  he  is  one,  when  he  fancied  himself  the 
wisest  of  the  wise  ?  Listen  to  me,  sir.  Four  months  ago  I  was 
blessed  with  health,  honor,  lands,  friends,  —  all  for  which  the 
heart  of  man  could  wish.  And  if,  for  an  insane  ambition,  I 
have  chosen  to  risk  all  those,  against  the  solemn  warnings  of  the 
truest  friend,  and  the  wisest  saint,  who  treads  this  earth  of  Grod's, 
should  not  I  rejoice  to  have  it  proved  to  me,  even  by  such  a 
lesson  as  this,  that  the  friend  who  never  deceived  me  before  was 
right  in  this  case  too ;  and  that  the  Grod  who  has  checked  and 
turned  me  for  forty  years  of  wild  toil  and  warfare,  whenever  I 
dared  to  do  what  was  right  in  the  sight  of  my  own  eyes,  has  not 
forgotten  me  yet,  or  given  up  the  thankless  task  of  my  educa- 
tion ?  " 

"  And  who,  pray,  is  this  peerless  friend  ?  " 

"  Augustine  of  Ilippo." 

*^  Humph !  It  had  been  better  for  the  world  in  genera^  if  the 
great  dialectician  had  exerted  his  powers  of  persuasion  on  Hera- 
clian  himself." 

"  He  did  so,  but  in  vain." 

^'  I  don't  doubt  it.  I  know  the  sleek  Count  well  enough  to 
judge  what  effect  a  sermon  would  have  upon  that  smooth  vul- 
pine determination  of  his ^  An  instrument  in  the  hands  of 


**  O,  hush  !  hush  I  "  whispered  the  girl.  *"  You  cannot  guess 
how  you  pain  him.  He  worships  the  Count.  It  was  not  ambi- 
tion, as  he  pretends,  but  mere  loyahy  to  liim,  which  brought  him 
here  against  his  wilL" 

"  My  dear  madam,  forgive  me.  For  your  sake  I  am  si- 
lent." .... 

"  For  her  sake !  A  pretty  speech  for  me  !  What  next  ?  " 
said  he  to  himself.     "  Ah,  Bran,  Bran,  tliis  is  all  your  fault !  " 

"  For  my  sake  ?  O,  why  not  for  your  own  sake  ?  How  sad 
to  hear  one  —  one  like  you,  only  sneering  and  speaking  evil !  " 

"  Why,  then  ?  If  fools  are  fools,  and  one  can  safely  call  them 
so,  why  not  do  it  ?  " 

"Ah,  if  God  was  merciful  enough  to  send  down  his  own  Son 
to  die  for  them,  should  we  not  be  merciful  enough  not  to  judge 
their  failings  harshly  ?  " 

"  My  dear  young  lady,  spare  a  worn-out  philosopher  any  new 
anthropologic  theories.  We  really  must  push  on  a  little  fiister, 
if  we  intend  to  reach  Ostia  to-night." 

But,  for  some  reason  or  other,  Raphael  sneered  no  more  for 
a  full  half-hour. 

Long,  however,  ere  they  reached  Ostia,  the  night  had  fallen  ; 
and  their  situation  began  to  be  more  than  questionably  safe. 
Now  and  then  a  wolf,  slinking  across  the  road  toward  his  ghastly 
feast,  glided  like  a  lank  ghost  out  of  the  darkness,  and  into  it 
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again,  answering  Brai  s  growl  by  a  gleam  of  his  white  teeth. 
Then  the  voices  of  some  marauding  party  rang  coarse  and  loud 
through  the  still  night,  and  made  them  hesitate  and  stop  awhile. 
And  at  last,  worst  of  all,  the  measured  tramp  of  an  imperial 
column  began  to  roll  like  distant  thunder  along  the  plain  below. 
They  were  advancmg  upon  Ostia !  What  if  they  arrived  there 
before  the  routed  army  could  rally,  and  defend  themselves  long 
enough  to  re-embark  ?  . . . .  What  if  —  a  thousand  ugly  poasi- 
bilities  began  to  crowd  up. 

^  Suppose  we  found  the  gates  of  Ostia  shut,  and  the  Ln 
perialists  bivouacked  outside  ? "  said  Raphael,  half  to  him 
self. 

"  God  would  protect  his  own,"  answered  the  girl ;  and  Ra- 
phael had  no  heart  to  rob  her  of  her  hope,  though  he  looked 
upon  their  chances  of  escape  as  growing  smaller  and  smaller 
every  moment  The  poor  girl  was  weary ;  the  mule  weary 
also ;  and  as  they  crawled  along,  at  a  pace  which  made  it 
certain  that  the  fast  passing  column  would  be  at  Ostia  an  hour 
before  them,  to  join  the  vanguard  of  the  pursuers,  and  aid  them 
in  investing  the  town,  she  had  to  lean  again  and  again  on 
Raphael's  arm.  Her  shoes,  unfitted  for  so  rough  a  journey, 
had  been  long  since  torn  off,  and  her  tender  feet  were  marking 
every  step  with  blood.  Raphael  knew  it  by  her  fJEdtering 
gait ;  and  remarked,  too,  that  neither  sigh  nor  murmur  passed 
her  lips.  But  as  for  helping  her,  he  could  not ;  and  began  to 
curse  the  fancy  which  had  led  him  to  eschew  even  fwndala 
as  unworthy  ths  self-dependence  of  a  Cynic. 

And  so  they  crawled  along,  while  Raphael  and  the  prefect, 
each  guessing  the  terrible  thoughts  of  the  other,  were  thankful 
for  the  darkness  which  hid  their  despairing  countenances  from 
the  young  girl ;  she,  on  the  other  hand,  chatting  cheerfully, 
almost  laughingly,  to  her  silent  father. 

At  last  the  poor  child  stepped  on  some  stone  more  sharp  than 
usual, — and,  with  a  sudden  writhe  and  shriek,  sank  to  the 
ground.  Raphael  lifled  her  up,  and  she  tried  to  proceed,  but 
lank  down  again What  was  to  be  done  ? 
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"  I  expected  this,"  said  the  prefect,  in  a  slow,  stately  voice. 
**  Hear  me,  sir  I  Jew,  Christian,  or  philosopher,  God  seems  to 
have  bestowed  on  you  a  heart  which  I  can  trust.  To  your 
care  I  commit  this  girl,  —  your  property,  like  me,  by  right  of 
war.  Mount  her  upon  this  mule.  Hasten  with  her  —  where 
you  will,  —  for  Grod  will  be  there  also.  And  may  He  so  deal 
with  you,  as  you  deal  with  her  henceforth.  An  old  and  dis- 
graced soldier  can  do  no  more  than  die." 

And  he  made  an  efibrt  to  dismount ;  but,  fainting  from  his 
wounds,  sank  upon  the  neck  of  the  mule.  Raphael  and  his 
daughter  caught  him  in  their  arms. 

"  Father !  Father !  Impossible  !  Cruel !  Oh  —  do  yoa 
think  that  I  would  have  followed  you  hither  from  Africa, 
against  your  own  entreaties,  to  desert  you  now  ?  " 

"  My  daughter,  I  command  ! " 

The  girl  remained  firm  and  silent 

"  How  long  have  you  learned  to  disobey  me  ?  Lift  the  old, 
disgraced  man  down,  sir,  and  leave  him  to  die  in  the  right  place, 
—  on  the  battle-field  where  his  general  set  him." 

The  girl  sank  down  on  the  road  in  an  agony  of  weeping.  "  I 
must  help  myself,  I  see,"  said  her  father,  dropping  to  the 
ground.  "  Authority  vanishes  before  old  age  and  humiliation. 
Victoria !  Has  your  father  no  sins  to  answer  for  already,  that 
you  will  send  him  before  his  Gk)d  with  your  blood  too  upon  his 
head  ?  " 

Still  the  girl  sat  weeping  on  the  ground ;  while  Raphael,  ut- 
terly at  his  wits'  end,  tried  hard  to  persuade  himself  that  it  was 
no  concern  of  his. 

"  I  am  at  the  service  of  either  or  of  both,  for  life  or  death ; 
only  be  so  good  as  to  settle  it  quickly. ....  Hell  I  here  it  is 
settled  for  us,  with  a  vengeance  1 " 

And  as  he  spoke,  the  tramp  and  jingle  of  horsemen  rang 
along  the  lane,  approaching  rapidly. 

In  an  instant  Victoria  had  sprung  to  her  feet,  —  weakness 
and  pain  had  vanished. 

'^ There  is  one  chance,  —  one  chance  for  him!    Lift  him 
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over  the  bank,  sir !  Lift  him  oyer,  while  I  run  forward  and 
meet  them.  Mj  death  will  delay  them  long  enough  for  jou  to 
save  him ! " 

^  Death  ?  "  cried  Raphael,  seizing  her  bj  the  arm.  ^  If  that 
were  all " 

"  Grod  will  protect  his  own,"  answered  she,  calmly,  laying  her 
iinger  on  her  lips ;  and  then,  breaking  his  grasp  in  the  strength 
of  her  heroism,  vanished  into  the  night. 

Her  father  tried  to  follow  her,  but  f(^  on  his  &ce  groaning. 
Raphael  lifted  him,  strove  to  drag  him  up  the  steep  bank :  but 
his  knees  knocked  together ;  a  faint  sweat  seemed  to  melt  every 

limb There   was  a  pause,  which  seemed  ages  long. .... 

Nearer  and  nearer  came  the  trampling. ....  A  sudden  gleam 
of  the  moon  revealed  Victoria  standing  with  outspread  arms, 
right  before  the  horses'  heads.  A  heavenly  glory  seemed  to 
bathe  her  from  head  to  foot ....  or  was  it  tears  sparkling  in 
his  own  eyes  ?. . . .  Then  the  grate  and  jar  of  the  horse-hoo& 

on  the  road,  as  they  pulled  up  suddenly He  turned  his 

face  away  and  shut  his  eyes 

"  What  are  you  ?  "  thundered  a  voice. 

"  Victoria,  the  daughter  of  Majoricus  the  prefect" 

The  voice  was  low,  but  yet  so  clear  and  calm  that  every 
syllable  rang  through  Aben-Ezra's  tingling  ears. .... 

A  shout,  —  a  shriek,  —  the  confused  murmur  of  many  voices 
....  he  looked  up  in  spite  of  himself,  —  a  horseman  had 
sprung  to  the  ground,  and  clasped  Victoria  in  his  arms.  The 
human  heart  of  ilesh,  asleep  for  many  a  year,  leaped  into  mad 
life  within  his  breast,  and,  drawing  his  dagger,  he  rushed  into 
the  throng, — 

^<  Villains  I  Hellhounds!  I  will  balk  you!  She  shall  die 
first ! " 

And  the  bright  blade  gleamed  over  Victoria's  head He 

was   struck   down  —  blinded  —  half  stunned — but  rose  again 

with  the  energy  of  madness What  was  this  ?     Soft  arms 

around  him  ....  Victoria's ! 

*'Save  him!   spare  him!     He  saved  us!     Sir!    It  is  my 
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brother  I    We  are  safe !    O,  spare  the  dog  I    It  saved  my 
father ! " 

"  We  have  mistaken  each  other,  indeed,  sir ! "  said  a  gay 
young  tribune,  in  a  voice  trembling  with  joy.  "  Where  is  my 
father  ?  " 

"  Fifty  yards  behind.  Down,  Bran !  Quiet  I  O  Solomon 
mine  ancestor,  why  did  you  not  prevent  me  making  such  an 
egregious  fool  of  myself  ?  Why,  I  shall  be  forced,  in  self-justi- 
fication, to  carry  through  the  farce  I " 

There  is  no  use  telling  what  followed  during  the  next  five 
minutes,  at  the  end  of  which  time  Raphael  found  himself 
astride  of  a  goodly  war-horse,  by  the  side  of  the  young  tribune, 
who  carried  Victoria  before  him.  Two  soldiers  in  the  mean 
time  were  supporting  the  prefect  on  his  mule,  and  convincing 
that  stubborn  bearer  of  burdens  that  it  was  not  quite  so  unable 
to  trot  as  it  had  fancied,  by  the  combined  arguments  of  a  drench 
of  wine  and  two  sword-points,  while  they  heaped  their  general 
with  blessings,  and  kissed  his  hands  and  feet. 

'<  Your  father's  soldiers  seem  to  consider  themselves  in  debt 
to  him  :  not,  surely,  for  taking  them  where  they  could  best  run 
away  ?  " 

"  Ah,  poor  fellows  I "  said  the  tribune ;  "  we  have  had  as 
real  a  panic  among  us  as  I  ever  read  of  in  Arrian  or  Polybius. 
But  he  has  been  a  father  rather  than  a  general  to  them.  It  is 
not  often  that,  out  of  a  routed  army,  twenty  gallant  men  will 
volunteer  to  ride  back  into  the  enemy's  ranks,  on  the  chance  of 
an  old  man's  breathing  still." 

"  Then  you  knew  where  to  find  us  ?  "  said  Victoria. 

"  Some  of  them  knew.  And  he  himself  showed  us  this 
very  by-road  yesterday,  when  we  took  up  our  ground,  and 
told  us  it  might  be  of  service  on  occasion,  —  and  so  it  has 
been." 

"  But  they  told  me  that  you  were  taken  prisoner.  O  the 
torture  I  have  suffered  for  you  I " 

"Silly  child!     Did  you  fancy  my  father's  son  would  be 

18 


These  four  montlis  had  been  busy  and  eventful  enough  to 
Ilypatia  and  to  Pliihunmon  ;  yet  the  events  and  the  business 
were  of  so  gradual  and  uniform  a  tenor,  that  it  is  as  well  to 
pass  quickly  over  them,  and  show  what  had  happened  principal- 
ly by  its  effects. 

The  robust  and  fiery  desert  lad  was  now  metamorphosed  into 
the  pale  and  thoughtful  student,  oppressed  with  the  weight  of 
careful  thought  and  weary  memory.  But  those  remembrances 
were  all  recent  ones.  With  his  entrance  into  Hypatia*s  lec- 
ture-room, and  into  the  fairy  realms  of  Greek  thought^  a  new 
life  had  begun  for  him ;  and  the  Laura,  and  Pambo,  and  Arse- 
nius,  seemed  dim  phantoms  from  some  antenatal  existence, 
which  faded  day  by  day  before  the  inrush  of  new  and  startling 
knowledge. 

But  though  the  friends  and  scenes  of  his  childhood  had  fall- 
en back  80  swiftly  into  the  far  horizon,  he  was  not  lonely.  His 
heart  found  a  loveUer,  if  not  a  healthier  home,  than  it  had 
ever  known  before.  For  during  those  four  peaceful  and  busy 
months  of  study  there  had  sprung  up  between  Hypatia  and  the 
beautiful  boy  one  of  those  pure  and  yet  passionate  friendships, 
—  call  them  rather,  with  St,  Augustine,  by  the  sacred  name  of 
love,  —  which,  fair  and  holy  as  they  are  when  they  link  youth 
to  youth,  or  girl  to  girl,  reach  their  full  perfection  only  between 
man  and  woman.  The  unselfish  adoration  with  which  a  maiden 
may  bow  down  before  some  strong  and  holy  priest,  or  with 
which  an  enthusiastic  boy  may  cling  to  the  wise  and  tender 
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matron,  who,  amid  the  turmoil  of  the  world,  and  the  pride  of 
beauty,  and  the  cares  of  wifehood,  bends  down  to  him  with 
counsel  and  encouragement,  — earth  knows  no  fairer  bonds  than 
these,  save  wedded  Ioto  itself.  And  that  second  relation, 
motherly  rather  than  sisterly,  had  bound  Fhilammon  with  a 
golden  chain  to  the  wondrous  maid  of  Alexandria. 

From  the  commencement  of  his  attendance  in  her  lecture- 
room  she  had  suited  her  discourses  to  what  she  fancied  were  his 
especial  spiritual  needs  ;  and  many  a  glance  of  the  eye  towards 
him,  on  any  peculiarly  important  sentence,  set  the  poor  boy's 
heart  beating  at  that  sign  that  the  words  were  meant  for  him. 
But  before  a  month  was  past,  won  by  the  intense  attention  with 
which  he  watched  for  every  utterance  of  hers,  she  had  persuaded 
her  father  to  give  him  a  place  in  the  library  as  one  of  his  pupils, 
among  the  youths  who  were  employed  there  daily  in  transcrib- 
ing, as  well  as  in  studjring,  the  authors  then  in  fashion. 

She  saw  him  at  first  but  seldom,  —  more  seldom  than  she 
would  have  wished :  but  she  dreaded  the  tongue  of  scandal, 
heathen  as  well  as  Christian,  and  contented  herself  with  inquir- 
ing daily  from  her  father  about  the  progress  of  the  boy.  And 
when  at  times  she  entered  for  a  moment  the  library,  where  he 
sat  writing,  or  passed  him  on  her  way  to  the  Museum,  a  look 
was  interchanged,  on  her  part  of  most  gracious  approval,  and  on 
his  of  adoring  gratitude,  which  was  enough  for  both.  Her  speli 
was  working  surely ;  and  she  was  too  confident  in  her  own  canse 
and  her  own  powers  to  wish  to  hurry  that  transformatioii  for 
which  she  so  fondly  hoped. 

^  He  must  begin  at  the  beginning,"  thought  she  to  herself. 
^  Mathematics  and  the  Farmenides  are  enough  for  him  as  yet. 
Without  a  training  in  the  liberal  sciences  he  cannot  gain  a  fidth 
worthy  of  those  gods  to  whom  some  day  I  shall  present  him ; 
and  I  should  find  his  Christian  ignorance  and  fanaticism  U«ns- 
ferred,  whole  and  rude,  to  the  service  of  those  gods  whose  shrine 
is  unapproachable  save  to  the  spiritual  man,  who  has  passed 
through  the  successive  vestibules  of  science  and  philosophy." 

But  soon,  attracted  herself,  as  much  as  wishing  to  attract  him. 


sbe  emploj-ed  liim  in  copying  manuscripts  for  her  own  use.  She 
sent  bafk  liis  llitraL-s  ami  dediima lions,  i-orrected  wiili  her  own 
lumd ;  and  Pliibmmou  laid  ili.'m  In-  in  liis  liiil<>  ^'arroi  iit  Kuda-- 
mun's  liouji-  us  pri'i-ious  bad-e,s  of'  honor,  afk-r  fxhibiiing  iht-m 
to  tlie  reverentiiil  and  envious  gaze  of  l)ie  lilile  porter.  So  ho 
toiled  on,  early  and  hite,  counting  himself  well  piiid  fur  n  week's 
intense  exertion  by  a  single  stnilc,  or  word  of  approbation,  and 
went  home  to  pour  out  hi^  foul  lo  hi^  host  on  the  one  inexhaust- 
ible theme  which  they  had  in  common,  —  Hypatia  and  her  per- 
fections. He  would  have  raved  often  enough  on  the  same 
subject  to  his  fellow -pupils,  but  he  shrank,  not  only  from  their 
artificial  city  manners,  hut  also  from  their  inomlity,  for  suspect- 
ing which  he  saw  but  too  good  cause.  He  longed  to  go  out  into 
the  streets,  to  proclaim  to  the  whole  world  the  treasure  which  he 
had  found,  and  call  on  nil  lo  come  and  share  it  with  him.  For 
there  was  no  jealousy  in  that  pure  love  of  his.  Coulil  he  have 
seen  her  lavishing  on  thousands  far  greater  favors  than  she  had 
conferred  on  him,  he  would  have  rejoiced  in  the  thought  that 
there  were  so  many  more  blest  beings  upon  earth,  and  have 
loved  them  all  and  every  one  as  brothers,  for  having  deserved 
her  notice.  Her  very  beauty,  wlitn  his  first  flush  of  wonder  waa 
past,  he  ceased  to  mention,  —  ceased  even  to  think  of  it.  Of 
course  she  must  be  beauliful.  It  wa^^  her  right;  ihe  natural 
complement  of  her  other  graces :  but  it  was  lo  him  only  what 
the  mother's  smile  is  to  the  infant,  the  sunlight  to  the  Bkj--lark, 
the  mounLain  breeze  to  the  hunter,  —  an  inspiring  elemi-nt,  on 
which  he  fed  unconsciously.  Only  when  he  doubled  for  a  mo- 
ment some  especially  startling  or  fanciful  assertion,  did  he  be- 
come really  aware  of  Ihe  great  loveliness  of  her  who  made  it; 
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gled  about  ber  and  ber  fatber,  and  fancied  tbemsehres  to  be 
producing  the  days  of  tbe  Athenian  sages  amid  tbe  groves  of 
another  Academus.  Sometimes,  even,  she  had  beckoned  him  to 
ber  side  as  she  sat  in  some  retired  arbor,  attended  only  by  her 
father ;  and  there  some  passing  observation,  earnest  and  per- 
sonal, however  lofly  and  measured,  made  him  aware,  as  it  was 
intended  to  do,  that  she  had  a  deeper  interest  in  him,  a  livelier 
sympathy  for  him,  than  for  the  many ;  that  he  was  in  ber  eyes, 
not  merely  a  pupil  to  be  instructed,  but  a  soul  whom  she  desired 
to  educate.  And  those  delicious  gleams  of  sunlight  grew  more 
firequent  and  more  protracted ;  for  by  each  she  satisfied  herself 
more  and  more  that  she  had  not  mistaken  either  his  powers  or 
bis  susceptibilities ;  and  in  each,  whether  in  public  or  private, 
Pbilammon  seemed  to  bear  himself  more  worthily.  For,  over 
and  above  the  natural  ease  and  dignity  which  accompanies  phys- 
ical beauty,  and  the  modesty,  self-restraint,  and  deep  earnestness, 
which  he  bad  acquired  under  the  discipline  of  the  Laura,  bis 
Greek  character  was  developing  itself  in  all  its  quickness,  sub- 
tlety, and  versatility,  until  he  seemed  to  Hypatia  some  young 
Titan,  by  the  side  of  the  fiippant,  hasty,  and  insincere  talkers 
who  made  up  her  chosen  circle. 

But  man  can  no  more  live  upon  Platonic  love  than  on  the 
more  prolific  species  of  that  common  ailment ;  and  for  tbe  first 
month  Pbilammon  would  have  gone  hungry  to  his  couch  full 
many  a  night,  to  lie  awake  from  baser  causes  than  philosophic 
meditation,  had  it  not  been  for  his  magnanimous  host,  who  never 
lost  heart  for  a  moment,  either  about  himself  or  any  other  hu- 
man being.  As  for  Philanunon's  going  out  with  him  to  earn  bis 
bread,  be  would  not  hear  of  it.  Did  he  suppose  that  be  could 
meet  any  of  those  monkish  rascals  in  the  street,  without  being 
knocked  down  and  carried  off  by  main  force  ?  And  beside,  there 
was  a  sort  of  impiety  in  allowing  so  hopeful  a  student  to  neglect 
the  "  Divine  Ineffable  "  in  order  to  supply  the  base  necessities 
of  the  teeth.  So  he  should  pay  no  rent  for  his  lodgings,  —  pos- 
itively none  ;  and  as  for  eatables,  —  why,  he  must  himself  work 
a  little  harder  in  order  to  cater  for  both.     Had  not  all  his  neigih- 


IMiiliimmon  winced  somewhat  at  the  hint,  which  seemed  to 
liave  an  ugly  veri^imi^tu<le  in  it:  hut  still,  ])hiloso[>hy  he  must 
learn,  and  bread  he  must  eat ;  so  he  submitted. 

But  one  evening,  a  few  days  after  lie  had  l)een  admitted  as 
Theon's  pupil,  he  found,  much  to  his  astonishment,  lying  on  the 
table  in  his  garret,  an  undeniable  glittering  gold  piece.  He  took 
it  down  to  the  porter  the  next  morning,  and  begged  him  to  dis- 
cover the  owner  of  the  lost  coin,  and  return  it  duly.  But  what 
was  his  surprise,  when  the  little  man,  amid  endless  capers  and 
gesticulations,  informed  him,  with  an  air  of  mystery,  that  it  was 
anything  but  lost ;  that  his  arrears  of  rent  luid  been  paid  for 
him  ;  and  that,  by  the  bounty  of  the  upper  powers,  a  fresh  pictce 
of  coin  would  be  forthcoming  every  month.  In  vain  Philam 
mon  demanded  to  know  wlio  was  his  benefactor.  Eudivmoi 
resolutely  kept  the  secret,  and  imprecated  a  whole  Tartarus  of 
unnecessary  curses  on  his  wife  if  she  allowed  her  female  garru- 
lity —  though  the  poor  creature  seemed  never  to  open  her  lips 
from  morning  till  night  —  to  betray  so  great  a  mystery. 

Who  was  the  unknown  friend  ?  There  was  but  one  person 
who  could  have  done  it  ...  .  And  yet  he  dared  not  —  the  thought 
was  too  delightful  —  think  that  it  was  she.  It  must  have  been 
her  father.  The  old  man  had  asked  him  more  than  once  about 
the  state  of  his  purse.     True,  he  had  always  returned  evasive 
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aiiBwers ;  bat  the  kind  old  man  muBt  have  diTined  the  truth. 
Ought  he  not  —  must  he  not  —  go  and  thank  him  ?  No ;  per- 
haps it  was  more  courteous  to  say  nothing.  If  he  —  she  —  £or 
of  course  she  had  permitted,  perhaps  advised,  the  gift  —  had  in- 
tended him  to  thank  them,  would  they  have  so  carefully  con- 
cealed their  own  generosity  ?  ....  Be  it  so,  then.  But  how 
would  he  not  repay  them  for  it  I  How  delightful  to  be  in  her 
debt  for  anything  —  for  everything  I  Would  that  he  could  have 
the  enjoyment  of  owing  her  existence  itself  I 

So  he  took  the  coin,  bought  unto  himself  a  cloak  of  the  meet 
philosophic  fashion,  and  went  his  way,  such  as  it  was,  rejoicing. 

But  his  faith  in  Christianity  ?    What  had  become  of  that  ? 

What  usually  happens  in  such  cases.  It  was  not  dead ;  bat 
nevertheless  it  had  fallen  fast  asleep  for  the  time  being.  He  did 
not  disbelieve  it ;  he  would  have  been  shocked  to  hear  such  a 
thing  asserted  of  him :  but  he  happened  to  be  busy  believing 
something  else,  —  geometry,  conic  sections,  cosmogonies,  psy- 
chologies, and  what  not  And  so  it  befell  that  he  had  not  jast 
then  time  to  believe  in  Christianity.  He  recollected  at  times  its 
existence;  but  even  then,  he  neither  affirmed  nor  denied  it. 
When  he  had  solved  the  great  questions,  —  those  which  Hypatia 
set  forth  as  the  roots  of  all  knowledge,  —  how  the  world  waa 
made,  and  what  was  the  origin  of  evil,  and  what  his  own  per- 
aonality  was,  and  —  that  being  settled  —  whether  he  had  one, 
with  a  few  other  preliminary  matters,  then  it  would  be  time  to 
return,  with  his  enlarged  light,  to  the  study  of  Christianity;  and 
if,  of  course,  Christianity  should  be  found  to  be  at  variance  with 

that  enlarged  light,  as  Hypatia  seemed  to  think Why,  then 

— •  What  then  ?  . . . .  He  would  not  think  about  such  disagree- 
able possibilities.     Sufficient  for  the  day  was  the  evil  thereof 

Possibilities  ?     It  was  impossible Philosophy  could  not 

mislead.  Had  not  Hypatia  defined  it  as  man's  search  after  the 
nnseen  ?  And  if  he  found  the  unseen  by  it,  did  it  not  come  to 
just  the  same  thing  as  if  the  unseen  had  revealed  itself  to  him  ? 
And  he  must  find  it,  —  for  logic  and  mathematics  could  not  err. 
If  every  step  was  correct,  the  oondasion  mast  be  correct  alao ; 
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80  he  must  end,  after  all,  in  the  right  path,  —  that  is,  of  course^ 
supposing  Christianity  to  be  the  right  path,  —  and  return  to 
fight  the  Church's  battles,  with  the  sword  which  he  had  wrested 

from  Goliath  the  Philistine But  he  had  not  won  the 

sword  yet ;  and  in  the  mean  while,  learning  was  weary  work ; 
and  sufficient  for  the  day  was  the  good,  as  well  as  the  evUy 
thereof. 

So,  enabled  by  his  gold  coin  each  month  to  devote  himself 
entirely  to  study,  he  became  very  much  what  Peter  would 
have  coarsely  termed  a  heathen.  At  first,  indeed,  he  slipped 
into  the  Christian  churches,  from  a  habit  of  conscience.  But 
habits  soon  grow  sleepy ;  the  fear  of  discovery  and  recapture 
made  his  attendance  more  and  more  of  a  labor.  And  keeping 
himself  apart  as  much  as  possible  from  the  congregation,  as  a 
lonely  and  secret  worshipper,  he  soon  found  himself  as  sepi^ 
rate  from  them  in  heart  as  in  daily  life.  He  felt  that  they,  and, 
even  more  than  they,  those  flowery  and  bombastic  pulpit 
rhetoricians,  who  were  paid  for  their  sermons  by  the  clapping 
and  cheering  of  the  congregation,  were  not  thinking  of,  longing 
afler,  the  same  things  as  himself.  Besides,  he  never  spoke  to 
a  Christian;  for  the  negress  at  his  lodgings  seemed  to  avoid 
him,  —  whether  from  modesty  or  terror,  he  could  not  tell ;  and 
cut  off  thus  from  the  outward  ^<  communion  of  saints,"  he  found 
himself  fast  parting  away  from  the  inward  one.  So  he  went  no 
more  to  church ;  and  looked  the  other  way,  he  hardly  knew 
why,  whenever  he  passed  the  Caesareum ;  and  Cyril,  and  all  his 
mighty  organization,  became  to  him  another  world,  with  which 
he  had  even  less  to  do  than  with  those  planets  over  his  head, 
whose  mysterious  movements  and  symbolisms  and  influences 
Hypatia's  lectures  on  astronomy  were  just  opening  before  his 
bewildered  imagination. 

Hypatia  watched  all  this  with  growing  self-satisfaction,  and 
fed  herself  with  the  dream  that  through  Philaramon  she  might 
see  her  wildest  hopes  realized.  Afler  the  manner  of  women, 
she  crowned  him,  in  her  own  imagination,  with  all  powers  and 
excellences  which  she  would  have  wished  him  to  possess,  as 
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wen  as  with  those  which  he  actuaUj  manifested,  till  Philammoa 
would  have  been  as  much  astonished  as  self-glorified  could  he 
have  seen  the  idealized  caricature  of  himself,  which  the  sweet 
enthusiast  had  painted  for  her  private  enjoyment  They  were 
•blissful  months,  those,  to  poor  Hypatia.  Orestes,  for  some 
reason  or  other,  had  neglected  to  urge  his  suit,  and  the  Iphigenia 
sacrifice  had  retired  mercifully  into  the  background.  Perhi^ 
she  should  be  able  now  to  accomplish  all  without  it  And  yet 
—  it  was  so  long  to  wait !  Years  might  pass  before  Philam- 
mon's  education  was  matured,  and  with  them  golden  opportu- 
nities which  might  never  recur  again. 

^  Ah !  **  she  sighed  at  times,  "  that  Julian  had  lived  a  gen* 
eration  later  I  That  I  could  have  brought  all  my  hard-earned 
treasures  to  the  feet  of  the  Poet  of  the  Sun,  and  cried,  '  Take 
me !  —  Hero,  warrior,  statesman,  sage,  priest  of  the  God  of 
Light!  Take  thy  slave  I  Command  her — send  her — tomarfyiv 
dom,  if  thou  wilt ! '  A  petty  price  would  that  have  been  where- 
with to  buy  the  honor  of  being  the  meanest  of  thy  apostles,  the 
fellow-laborer  of  lamblichus,  Mazimus,  Libanins,  and  the  choir 
of  sages  who  upheld  the  throne  of  the  last  true  Caesar ! " 


CHAPTER    XV. 

NEFHEL0C0CCU6UIA. 

Htpatia  had  always  avoided  carefully  discussing  with  Fhi- 
lammon  any  of  those  points  on  which  she  differed  from  his 
former  faith.  She  was  content  to  let  the  divine  light  of  phi- 
losophy penetrate  by  its  own  power,  and  educe  its  own  conclu- 
sions. But  one  day,  at  the  very  time  at  which  this  history 
reopens,  she  was  ftempted  to  speak  more  openly  to  her  pupil 
than  she  yet  had  done.  Her  father  had  introduced  him,  a  few 
days  before,  to  a  new  work  of  hers  on  Mathematics ;  and  the 
delighted  and  adoring  look  with  which  the  boy  welcomed  her, 
as  he  met  her  in  the  Museum  gardens,  pardonably  tempted  her 
curiosity  to  inquire  what  miracles  her  own  wisdom  might  have 
already  worked.  She  stopped  in  her  walk,  and  motioned  her 
father  to  begin  a  conversation  with  Philammon. 

^Well!'*  asked  the  old  man,  with  an  encouraging  smile, 
"  and  how  does  our  pupil  like  his  new " 

'^  You  mean  my  conic  sections,  father  ?  It  is  hardly  fair  to 
expect  an  unbiased  answer  in  my  presence." 

"  Why  so  ?  "  said  Philanmion.  "  Why  should  I  not  tell  you, 
as  well  as  all  the  world,  the  fresh  and  wonderful  field  of  thought 
which  they  have  opened  to  me,  in  a  few  short  hours  ?  " 

"  What  then  ?  "  asked  Hypatia,  smiling,  as  if  she  knew  what 
the  answer  would  be.  '^  In  what  does  my  commentary  differ 
from  the  original  text  of  ApoUonius,  on  which  I  have  so  faith- 
fully based  it  ?  " 

'^  0,  as  much  as  a  living  body  differs  from  a  dead  one.  In- 
stead of  mere  disquisitions  on  the  properties  of  lines  and  curvesi 
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I  found  a  mine  of  poetry  and  theology.  Every  dull  mathe- 
matical formula  seemed  transfigured,  as  if  by  a  miracle,  into  the 
symbol  of  some  deep  and  noble  principle  of  the  unseen  world." 

"  And  do  you  think  that  he  of  Perga  did  not  see  as  much  ? 
or  that  we  can  pretend  to  surpass,  in  depth  of  insight,  the  sages 
of  the  elder  world  ?  Be  sure  that  they,  like  the  poets,  meant 
only  spiritual  things,  even  when  they  seem  to  talk  only  of 
physical  ones,  and  concealed  heaven  under  an  earthly  garb  only 
to  hide  it  from  the  eyes  of  the  profane ;  while  we,  in  these  de- 
generate days,  must  interpret  and  display  each  detail  to  the  dull 
ears  of  men." 

"  Do  you  think,  my  young  friend,"  asked  Theon,  "  that  mathe- 
matics can  be  valuable  to  the  philosopher  otherwise  than  as 
vehicles  of  spiritual  truth  ?  Are  we  to  study  numbers  merely 
that  we  may  be  able  to  keep  accounts ;  or  as  Pythagoras  did,  in 
order  to  deduce  from  their  laws  the  ideas  by  which  the  universe, 
man.  Divinity  itself,  consists  ?  " 

"  That  seems  to  me  certainly  to  be  the  nobler  purpose." 

"  Or  conic  sections,  that  we  may  know  better  how  to  con- 
struct machinery;  or  rather  to  devise  from  them  symbols  of 
the  relations  of  Deity  to  its  various  emanations  ?  " 

"You  use  your  dialectic  like  Socrates  himself,  my  father," 
said  Hypatia. 

"  If  I  do,  it  is  only  for  a  temporary  purpose.  I  should  be 
sorry  to  accustom  Philammon  to  suppose  that  the  essence  of 
philosophy  was  to  be  found  in  those  minute  investigations  of 
words  and  analyses  of  notions,  which  seem  to  constitute  Plato's 
chief  power  in  the  eyes  of  those  who,  like  the  Christian  sophist 
Augustine,  worship  his  letter  while  they  neglect  his  spirit ;  not 
seeing  that  those  dialogues,  which  they  fancy  the  shrine  itself, 
are  but  vestibules " 

"  Say  rather,  veils,  father." 

"  Veils,  indeed,  which  were  intended  to  baffle  the  rude  gaze 
of  the  carnal-minded;  but  still  vestibules,  through  which  the 
enlightened  soul  might  be  led  up  to  the  inner  sanctuary,  to  the 
Hesperid  gardens  and  golden  firuit  of  the  Timaeus  and  the 


**  He  would  tell  them  as  little,  perliap>,  as  the  circle  tells  to 
the  carpenter  who  draws  one  with  his  com[>asses." 

*'  And  what  is  the  meaning  of  the  circle  ? "  asked  Phi- 
liimmon. 

''  It  may  have  infinite  meanings,  like  every  other  natural 
phenomenon ;  and  deeper  meanings  in  proportion  to  the  exal- 
tation of  the  soul  which  beholds  it.  l»ut,  consider,  is  it  not,  as 
the  one  perfect  figure,  the  very  symbol  of  the  totality  of  the 
spiritual  world ;  which,  like  it,  is  invisible,  except  at  its  circum- 
ference, where  it  is  limited  by  the  dead,  gross  phenomena  of 
sensuous  matter?  And  even  as  the  circle  takes  its  origin  from 
one  centre,  itself  unseen,  —  a  point,  as  Euclid  defines  it,  where- 
of neither  parts  nor  magnitude  can  be  predicated,  —  docs  not 
the  world  of  spirits  revolve  round  one  abysmal  being,  unseen 
and  indefinable, —  in  its(df,  as  I  have  so  often  preached,  nothing, 
for  it  is  conceivable  only  by  the  negation  of  all  j)ro[)erties,  even 
of  those  of  reason,  virtue,  ibrce  :  and  yet,  like  the  centre  of  the 
circle,  the  cause  of  all  other  existences  ?  " 

*'  I  see,"  said  IMiihimmon ;  lor  the  moment,  certainly,  the  said 
abysmal  Deity  struck  him  as  a  somewhat  chill  and  barren 
notion  ....  but  that  might  be  caused  oidy  by  the  dulness  of 
Lis  own  spiritual  perceptions.  At  all  events,  if  it  was  a  logical 
conclusion,  it  must  be  right. 

*•  Let  that  be  enough  for  the  present.  Hereafter  you  may  be 
—  I  fancy  that  I  know  you  well  enough  to  prophesy  that  you 
will  be  —  able  to  recognize  in  the  equilateral  triangle  inscribed 
within  the  circle,  and  touching  it  oidy  with  its  angles,  the  three 
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supra-sensual  principles  of  existence,  whieh  are  contained  in 
Deity  as  it  manifests  itself  in  the  physical  universe,  coinciding 
with  its  utmost  limits,  and  yet,  like  it,  independent  on  that 
unseen  central  One  which  none  dare  name." 

^  Ah  !  "  said  poor  Philammon,  blushing  scarlet  at  the  sense 
of  his  own  dulness,  "  I  am,  indeed,  not  worthy  to  have  such 

wisdom  wasted  upon  my  imperfect  apprehension But,  if  I 

may  dare  to  ask  ....  does  not  Apollonius  regard  the  circle, 
like  all  other  curves,  as  not  depending  primarily  on  its  own 
centre  for  its  existence,  but  as  generated  by  the  section  of  any 
cone  by  a  plane  at  right  angles  to  its  axis  ?  " 

"  But  must  we  not  draw,  or  at  least  conceive,  a  circle,  in  order 
to  produce  that  cone  ?  And  is  not  the  axis  of  that  cone  deter- 
mined by  the  centre  of  that  circle  ?  " 

Philammon  stood  rebuked. 

^^  Do  not  be  ashamed ;  you  have  only,  unwittingly,  laid  open 
another,  and  perhaps  as  deep  a  symbol.  Can  you  guess  what 
it  is?" 

Philammon  puzzled  in  vain. 

"Does  it  not  show  you  this?  That,  as  every  conceivable 
right  section  of  the  cone  discloses  the  circle,  so  in  all  which  is 
fair  and  symmetric  you  will  discover  Deity,  if  you  but  analyze 
it  in  a  right  and  symmetric  direction  ?  " 

"  Beautiful !  "  said  Pliilaramon ;  while  the  old  man  added,  — 

"  And  does  it  not  show  us,  too,  how  the  one  perfect  and  origi- 
nal philosophy  may  be  discovered  in  all  great  writers,  if  we 
have  but  that  scientific  knowledge  which  will  enable  us  to 
extract  it  ?  " 

"  True,  my  father :  but  just  now,  I  wish  Philammon,  by  such 
thoughts  as  I  have  suggested,  to  rise  to  that  higher  and  more 
spiritual  insight  into  nature,  which  reveals  her  to  us  as  instinct 
throughout  —  all  fair  and  noble  forms  of  her  at  least  —  with 
Deity  itself:  to  make  him  feel  that  it  is  not  enough  to  say, 
with  the  Christians,  that  God  has  made  the  world,  if  we  make 
that  very  assertion  an  excuse  for  believing  that  his  presence 
has  been  ever  since  withdrawn  from  it." 
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"  Christians,  I  think,  would  hardly  say  that,'*  said  Philam- 
mon. 

"Not  in  words.  But,  in  fact,  they  regard  Deity  as  the 
maker  of  a  dead  machine,  which,  once  made,  will  move  of 
itself  thenceforth,  and  repudiate  as  heretics  every  philosophic 
thinker,  whether  Gnostic  or  Platonist,  who,  unsatisfied  with  so 
dead,  barren,  and  sordid  a  conception  of  the  glorious  all,  wishes 
to  honor  the  Deity  by  acknowledging  his  universal  presence, 
and  to  believe,  honestly,  the  assertion  of  their  own  Scriptures, 
that  He  lives  and  moves  and  has  his  being  in  the  universe." 

Philammon  gently  suggested  that  the  passage  in  question 
was  worded  somewhat  differently  in  the  Scripture. 

"  True.  But  if  the  one  be  true,  its  converse  will  be  true 
also.  If  the  universe  lives  and  moves  and  has  its  being  in 
Hini,  must  He  not  necessarily  pervade  all  things  ?  " 

"  Why  ?  —  Forgive  my  dulness,  and  explain." 

"  Because  if  He  did  not  pervade  all  things,  those  things 
which  He  did  not  pervade  would  be  as  it  were  interstices  in 
His  being,  and,  in  so  far,  without  Him." 

"  True,  but  still  they  would  be  within  his  circumference." 

"  Well  argued.  But  yet  they  would  not  live  in  Him,  but  in 
themselves.  To  live  in  Him  they  must  be  pervaded  by  His  life. 
Do  you  think  it  possible  —  do  you  think  it  even  reverent  — 
to  affirm  that  there  can  be  anything  within  the  infinite  glory  of 
Deity  which  has  the  power  of  excluding  from  the  space  which 
it  occupies  that  very  being  from  which  it  draws  its  worth,  and 
which  must  have  originally  pervaded  that  thing,  in  order  to  be- 
stow on  it  its  organization  and  its  life  ?  Does  He  retire  after 
creating,  from  the  spaces  which  he  occupied  during  creation, 
reduced  to  the  base  necessity  of  making  room  for  his  own  uni- 
verse, and  endure  the  suffering — for  the  analogy  of  all  material 
nature  tells  us  that  it  is  suffering  —  of  a  foreign  body  like  a 
•  thorn  within  the  flesh,  subsisting  within  His  own  substance? 
Rather  believe  that  His  wisdom  and  splendor,  like  a  subtle  and 
piercing  fire,  insinuates  itself  eternally  with  resistless  force 
through  every  organized  atom,  and  that,  were  it  withdrawn  but 
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for  an  instant  from  the  petal  of  the  meanest  flower,  gross 
matter,  and  the  dead  chaos  from  which  it  was  formed,  would 
be  all  which  would  remain  of  its  loTeliness 

"  Yes,"  —  she  went  on,  after  the  method  of  her  school,  who 
preferred,  like  most  decaying  ones,  harangues  to  dialectic,  and 

synthesis  to  induction '<  Look  at  yon  lotus-flower,  rising 

like  Aphrodite  from  the  wave  in  which  it  has  slept  through- 
out the  night,  and  saluting,  with  bending  swan-neck,  that  sun 
which  it  will  follow  lovingly  around  the  sky.  Is  there  no  more 
there  than  brute  matter,  pipes  and  ^fibres,  color  and  shape, 
and  the  meaningless  life-in-death  which  men  call  vegetation? 
Those  old  Egyptian  priests  knew  better,  who  could  see  in  the 
number  and  the  form  of  those  ivory  petals  and  golden  stamina, 
in  that  mysterious  daily  birth  out  of  the  wave,  in  that  nightly 
baptism,  from  which  it  rises  each  morning  reborn  to  a  new  life, 
the  signs  of  some  divine  idea,  some  mysterious  law,  common  to 
the  flower  itself,  to  the  white-robed  priestess  who  held  it  in  the 
temple-rites,  and  to  the  goddess  to  whom  they  both  were  conse- 
crated  The  flower  of  Isis  !  . . . .  Ah  —  well.     Nature  has 

her  sad  symbols,  as  well  as  her  fair  ones.  And  in  proportion 
as  a  misguided  nation  has  forgotten  the  worship  of  her  to  whom 
they  owed  their  greatness,  for  novel  and  barbaric  superstitions, 
so  has  her  sacred  flower  grown  rarer  and  more  rare,  till  now 
—  fit  emblem  of  the  worship  over  which  it  used  to  shed  its 
perfume — it  is  only  to  be  found  in  gardens  such  as  these, —  a 
curiosity  to  the  vulgar,  and,  to  such  as  me,  a  lingering  mona- 
ment  of  wisdom  and  of  glory  past  away." 

Philammon,  it  may  be  seen,  was  far  advanced  by  this  time ; 
for  he  bore  the  allusions  to  Isis  without  the  slightest  shudder. 
Nay,  he  dared  even  to  offer  consolation  to  the  beaatiful 
mourner. 

"The  philosopher,"  he  said,  "will  hardly  lament  the  loss 
of  a  mere  outward  idolatry.  For  if,  as  you  seem  to  think, 
there  were  a  root  of  spiritual  truth  in  the  symbolism  of 
nature,  that  cannot  die.  And  thus  the  lotus-flower  mast  still 
retain  its  meaning,  as  long  as  its  species  exists  on  earth." 


Why  Ilypatia  should  hjivc*  ielt  this  quc-tiou  u  sore  one, 
puzzk'(l  Phihiminon  ;  but  slic  evidently  did  i'eel  it  ns  such,  for 
she  answered  hauLditilv  enou^rh, — 

*' If  Cyril  had  asked  nie  that  (]ue>tion,  1  >hould  Iiave  dis- 
dained to  answer.  To  you  I  will  tell,  that  ]>cfore  I  can  answer 
your  question  you  must  learn  what  those  whom  you  call  heathen 
gods  are.  Tiie  vulgar,  or  rather  those  who  find  it  their  inti^rest 
to  calumniate  the  vulgar  for  the  sake  of  confounding  jdillosophers 
with  them,  may  fancy  them  mere  human  beings,  subject  liko 
man  to  the  suft'erings  of  pain  and  love,  to  tlie  limitations  ol"  j)er- 
sonality.     Wc,  on   the  other   hand,  have   been  taught   by   the 
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primeval  philosophers  of  Greece,  by  the  priests  of  aQcient 
Egypt,  and  the  sages  of  Babylon,  to  recognize  in  them  the  uni- 
versal powers  of  nature,  those  children  of  the  all-quickening 
spirit,  which  are  but  various  emanations  of  the  one  primeval 
unity,  —  say  rather,  various  phases  of  that  unity,  as  it  has  been 
variously  conceived,  according  to  the  differences  of  climate  and 
race,  by  the  wise  of  different  nations.  And  thus,  in  our  eyes, 
he  who  reverences  the  many  worships  by  that  very  act,  with  the 
highest  and  fullest  adoration,  the  one  of  whose  perfection  they 
are  the  partial  antitypes ;  perfect  each  in  themselves,  but  each 
the  image  of  only  one  of  its  perfections." 

"  Why,  then,"  said  Philammon,  much  relieved  by  this  expla- 
nation, '<  do  you  so  dislike  Christianity  ?  May  it  not  be  one  of 
the  many  methods " 

"  Because,"  she  answered,  interrupting  him  impatiently,  "  be- 
cause it  denies  itself  to  be  one  of  those  many  methods,  and 
stakes  its  existence  on  the  denial ;  because  it  arrogates  to  itself 
the  exclusive  revelation  of  the  Divine,  and  cannot  see,  in  its 
self-conceit,  that  its  own  doctrines  disprove  that  assumption  by 
their  similarity  to  those  of  all  creeds.  There  is  not  a  dogma  of 
the  Galileans  which  may  not  be  found,  under  some  form  or  other, 
in  some  of  those  very  rehgions  from  which  it  pretends  to  dis- 
dain borrowing." 

^  Except,"  said  Theon,  <^  its  exaltation  of  all  which  is  human 
and  low-bom,  illiterate  and  levelling." 

"  Except  that But  look  !  here  comes  some  one  whom 

I  cannot — do  not  choose  to  meet     Turn  this  way,  —  quick  ! " 

And  Ilypatia,  turning  pale  as  death,  drew  her  father  with  un- 
philosophic  haste,  down  a  side  walk. 

"  Yes,"  she  went  on  to  herself,  as  soon  as  she  had  recovered 
her  equanimity.  "  Were  this  Galilean  superstition  content  to 
take  its  place  humbly  among  the  other  *  religiones  licitas '  of  the 
empire,  one  might  tolerate  it  well  enough,  as  an  anthropomor- 
phic adumbration  of  divine  things  fitted  for  the  base  and  toiling . 
herd  ;  perhaps  peculiarly  fitted,  because  peculiarly  flattering  to 
them.     But  now " 


*'  Miriam  ?  "  a>kc'd  Ilypatia,  .severely.  **  You  know  her,  tlien  ? 
How  is  that  ?  '' 

"  She  lod^rrs  at  Ku(h\mon\s  liouse,  as  I  do/'  answered  Plii- 
lamnion,  frankly.  **  Not  that  I  ever  interchanged,  or  wish  to 
intereliange,  a  word  with  so  base  a  creature." 

**  Do  not !  I  charge  you  !  "  said  H}7)atia,  almost  imploringly. 
But  there  was  now  no  way  of  avoiding  her,  and  perforce  Hypa- 
tia  and  her  tonnentress  met  face  to  face. 

'•  One  word !  one  moment,  beautiful  lady ! "  began  the  old 
woman,  with  a  slavish  obeisance.  ''  Nay,  do  not  push  by  so 
cruelly.  I  have  —  >ee  what  I  ha\  e  lc>r  you  !  "  and  she  held 
out,  with  a  mysterious  air,  "Tlie  Kainbow  of  Solomon." 

"  Ah  !  I  knew  you  would  stop  a  moment,  — not  for  the  ring's 
sake,  of  course,  nor  even  for  tlie  sake  of  one  wlio  once  ofl\;red 
it  to  you.  Ah  !  and  where  is  he  now  ?  Dead  of  love,  perhaps  ! 
At  least,  here  is  his  last  token  to  the  fairest  one,  the  cruel  one. 

.  .  .  Well,  perhaps  she  is  right To  be  an  empress,  —  an 

empress  !  .  .  .  .  Far  finer  than  anything  the  poor  Jew  could  have 
offered But  still  ....  An  empress  need  not  be  above  hear- 
ing her  subjects'  petition."  .... 

All  this  was  uttered  raj)idly,  and  in  a  wheedling  undertone, 
with  a  continuid  snaky  writhing  of  her  whole  body,  except  her 
eye,  which  seemed,  in  the  intense  fixity  of  its  glare,  to  act  as  a 
fulcrum  for  all  her  limbs  ;  and  from  that  eye,  as  long  as  it  kej)t 
its  mysterious  hold,  there  was  no  escaping. 

'•  What  do  you  mean  ?  What  have  I  to  do  with  this  ring  ?  " 
asked  llypatia,  half  friglitened. 

**  lie  who  owned  it  once  oli'ers  it  to  you  now.  You  recollect 
a  little    black    agate,  —  a   i)altry  thing If  you   have  not 
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'^  I  am  not  a  dealer,  like  you,  and  have  not  yet  learnt  to  valae 
things  by  their  money  price.  If  that  agate  had  been  worth 
money,  I  would  never  have  accepted  it." 

"  Take  the  ring,  take  it,  my  darling,"  whispered  Theon,  im- 
patiently ;  '*  it  will  pay  all  our  debts." 

"  Ah,  that  it  will,  —  pay  them  all,"  answered  the  old  woman, 
who  seemed  to  have  mysteriously  overheard  him. 

"  What  ?  —  my  father !  Would  you,  too,  counsel  me  to  be  so 
mercenary  ?  My  good  woman,"  she  went  on,  turning  to  Miriam, 
"  I  cannot  expect  you  to  understand  the  reason  of  my  refusaL 
You  and  I  have  a  different  standard  of  worth.  But,  for  the  sake 
of  the  talisman  engraven  on  that  agate,  if  for  no  other  reason, 
I  cannot  give  it  up." 

'^  Ah  I  for  the  sake  of  the  talisman !  That  is  wise,  now ! 
That  is  noble !  Like  a  philosopher  I  O,  I  will  not  say  a  word 
more.  Let  the  beautiful  prophetess  keep  the  agate,  and  take 
the  opal  too ;  for  see,  there  is  a  charm  on  it  also !  The  name 
by  which  Solomon  compelled  the  demons  to  do  his  bidding. 
Look  !  What  might  you  not  do,  now,  if  you  knew  how  to  use 
that !  To  have  great  glorious  angels,  with  six  wings  each,  bow- 
ing at  your  feet  whensoever  you  called  them,  and  saying,  *  Here 
am  I,  mistress,  send  me.'     Only  look  at  it !  " 

Hypatia  took  the  tempting  bait,  and  examined  it  with  more 
curiosity  than  she  would  have  wished  to  confess ;  while  the  old 
woman  went  on :  — 

"  But  the  wise  lady  knows  how  to  use  the  black  agate,  of 
course  ?     Aben-Ezra  told  her  that,  did  he  not  ?  " 

Hypatia  blushed  somewhat ;  she  was  ashamed  to  confess  that 
Aben-Ezra  had  not  revealed  the  secret  to  her,  probably  not  be- 
lieving that  there  was  any,  and  that  the  talisman  had  been  to  her 
only  a  curious  plaything,  of  which  she  liked  to  believe  one  day 
that  it  might  possibly  have  some  occult  virtue,  and  the  next  day 
to  laugh  at  the  notion  as  unphilosophical  and  barbaric ;  so  she 
answered,  rather  severely,  that  her  secrets  were  her  own  prop- 
irty. 

"  Ah,  then  !  she  knows  it  all,  —  the  fortunate  lady  !     And  the 
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talisman  has  told  her  whether  Heraclian  has  lost  or  won  Rome 
by  this  time,  and  whether  she  is  to  be  the  mother  of  a  new  dy- 
nasty of  Ptolemies,  or  to  die  a  virgin,  which  the  Four  Angels 
avert !  And  surely  she  has  had  the  great  Daemon  come  to  her 
already,  when  she  rubbed  the  flat  side,  has  she  not  ?  " 

^  Go,  foolish  woman  ;  I  am  not,  like  you,  the  dupe  of  childish 
superstitions." 

'^  Childish  superstitions !  Ha  I  ha  I  ha  I "  said  the  old  woman, 
as  she  turned  to  go,  with  obeisances  more  lowly  than  ever. 
"  And  she  has  not  seen  the  Angels  yet !  . .  .  .  Ah  well !  perhaps 
some  day,  when  she  wants  to  know  how  to  use  the  talisman,  the 
beautiful  lady  will  condescend  to  let  the  poor  old  Jewess  show 
her  the  way." 

And  Miriam  disappeared  down  an  alley,  and  plunged  into  the 
thickest  shrubberies,  while  the  three  dreamers  went  on  their 
way. 

Little  thought  Hypatia  that,  the  moment  the  old  woman  had 
found  herself  alone,  she  had  dashed  herself  down  on  the  turf, 
rolling  and  biting  at  the  leaves,  like  an  infuriated  wild  beast 
. ..."  I  will  have  it  yet !  I  will  have  it,  if  I  tear  out  her  heart 
with  it  1 " 


CHAPTER   XVI. 

VENUS   AND   PALLAS. 

As  Hjpatia  was  passing  across  to  her  lectare-room  that 
aflemoon,  she  was  stopped  midwaj  bj  a  procession  of  some 
twenty  Goths  and  damsels,  headed  by  Pelagia  herself,  in  all 
her  glory  of  jewels,  shawls,  and  snow-white  mule ;  while  by 
her  side  rode  the  Amal,  his  long  legs,  like  those  of  Gang-Rolf 
the  Norseman,  all  but  touching  the  ground,  as  he  crushed  down 
with  his  weight  a  delicate  little  barb,  the  best  substitute  to  be 
found  in  Alexandria  for  the  huge  black  chargers  of  his  native 
land. 

On  they  came,  followed  by  a  wondering  and  admiring  moby 
straight  to  the  door  of  the  Museum,  and,  stopping,  began  to  dis- 
mount, while  their  slaves  took  charge  of  the  mules  and  horses. 

There  was  no  escape  for  Hypatia ;  pride  forbade  her  to  fol- 
low her  own  maidenly  instinct,  and  to  recoil  among  the  crowd 
behind  her ;  and  in  another  moment  the  Amal  had  lifted  Pela- 
gia from  her  mule,  and  the  rival  beauties  of  Alexandria  stood, 
for  the  first  time  in  their  life,  face  to  face. 

"  May  Athene  befriend  you  this  day,  Hypatia ! "  said  Pela- 
gia, with  her  sweetest  smile.  "I  have  brought  my  guards  to 
hear  somewhat  of  your  wisdom,  this  afternoon.  I  am  anxious 
to  know  whether  you  can  teach  them  anything  more  worth 
listening  to  than  the  foolish  little  songs  which  Aphrodite  taught 
me,  when  she  raised  me  from  the  sea-foam,  as  she  rose  herself, 
and  named  me  Pelagia." 

Hypatia  drew  herself  up  to  her  stateliest  height,  and  returned 
no  answer. 


'•Then  I  must  tlo  il  myself.  Come,  Amal  I "  and  slic  swept 
up  the  stL'[>s,  followed  l>y  the  CJoths,  who  put  tlie  Alexaiidnaus 
a-id<-  riiiht  and  left,  as  if  they  had  been  children. 

*•  Ah  !  treacherous  wanton  that  you  are ! "  cried  a  young 
man's  voice  out  of  tlic  murmurinix  crowd.  '*  After  havinj]^  nlun- 
dered  us  of  every  coin  out  of  Avhich  you  could  du[)C  us,  here 
you  are  squandering  our  patrimonies  on  barbarians!" 

^'  Give  us  back  our  presents,  Pelagia,"  cried  another,  *'  and 
you  are  welcome  to  your  herd  of  wild  bulls ! " 

**  And  I  will ! "  cried  she,  stoi)ping  suddenly ;  and,  clutching 
at  her  chains  and  bracelets,  she  was  on  the  point  of  dashing 
them  among  the  astonished  crowd  :  — 

"  There  !  take  your  gitts  !  Pelagia  and  her  girls  scorn  to  be 
debtors  to  boys,  while  tliey  are  worshipped  by  men  like  these !" 

But  the  Amal,  who,  luckily  for  the  students,  had  not  under- 
stood a  word  of  this  conversation,  seized  her  arm,  asking  if  she 
were  mad. 

"  No,  no  !  "  panted  she,  inarticulate  with  passion.  "  Give  me 
gokl,  —  every  coin  you  have.  These  wretches  are  twitting 
me  with  what  they  gave  me  before  —  before  —  O  Amal,  you 
undt'rstand  me?"    And  she  clung  im})loringly  to  his  arm. 

'•Oh!  Heroes!  each  of  you  throw  his  purse  among  these 
ftdlows  !  They  say  that  we  and  our  ladies  are  living  on  their 
spoils."    And  he  tossed  his  purse  among  the  crowd. 

In  an  instant  every  Goth  had  followed  his  example :  more 
than  one  following  it  up  by  dashing  a  bracelet  or  necklace  into 
the  face  of  some  hapless  philosophaster. 

"  I  have  no  lady,  my  young  friends,"  said  old  Wulf,  in  good 
enough   Greek,  "  and  owe  you   nothing ;  so   I  shall   keep  my 
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^  Don't  be  sUngj,  Prince,  for  the  honor  o£  the  GSotibs,"  said 

Smid,  laughing. 

"  If  I  take  in  gold,  I  pay  in  iron,"  answered  Wul^  drawing 
half  out  of  its  sheath  the  huge  broad  blade,  at  the  ominous 
brown  stains  of  which  the  studentrj  recoiled;  and  the  whole 
party  swept  into  the  empty  lecture-room,  and  seated  themselves 
at  their  ease  in  the  front  ranks. 

Poor  Hypatia!  at  first  she  determined  not  to  lecture,  — then 
to  send  for  Orestes,  —  then  to  call  on  her  students  to  defend 
the  sanctity  of  the  Museum ;  but  pride,  as  well  as  prudence, 
advised  her  better ;  to  retreat  would  be  to  confess  herself  o(hi- 
quered,  —  to  disgrace  philosophy,  —  to  lose  her  hold  on  the 
minds  of  all  waverers.  No !  she  would  go  on  and  brave  every- 
thing, insults,  even  violence ;  and  with  trembling  limbs  and  a 
pale  cheek  she  mounted  the  tribune  and  began 

To  her  surprise  and  delight,  however,  her  barbarian  auditors 
were  perfectly  well  behaved.  Pelagia,  in  childish  good-humor 
at  her  triumph,  and  perhaps,  too,  determined  to  show  her  con- 
tempt for  her  adversary  by  giving  her  every  chance,  enforced 
silence  and  attention,  and  checked  the  tittering  of  the  girls,  for 
a  full  half-hour.  But  at  the  end  of  that  time  the  heavy  breath- 
ing of  the  slumbering  Amal,  who  had  been  twice  awoke  by  her, 
resounded  unchecked  through  the  lecture-room,  and  deepened 
into  a  snore;  for  Pelagia  herself  was  as  fast  asleep  as  he. 
But  now  another  censor  took  upon  himself  the  office  of  keeping 
order.  Old  Wulf,  from  the  moment  Hypatia  had  begun,  had 
never  taken  his  eyes  off  her  face,  and  again  and  again  the 
maiden's  weak  heart  had  been  cheered,  as  she  saw  the  smile  of 
sturdy  intelligence  and  honest  satisfaction  which  twinkled  over 
that  scarred  and  bristly  visage ;  while  every  now  and  then  the 
graybeard  wagged  approval,  until  she  found  herself,  long  beforo 
the  end  of  the  oration,  addressing  herself  straight  to  her  new 
admirer. 

At  last  it  was  over,  and  the  students  behind,  who  had  sat 
meekly  through  it  all,  without  the  slightest  wish  to  ^  upset"  the 
intruders,  who  had  so  thoroughly  upset  them,  rose  hurriedly, 
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glad  enough  to  get  safe  out  of  so  dangerous  a  neighborhood. 
But  to  their  astonishment,  as  well  as  to  that  of  Hjpatia,  old 
Wulf  rose  also,  and,  stumbling  along  to  the  foot  of  the  tribune, 
pulled  out  his  purse,  and  laid  it  at  Hjpatia's  feet. 

"  What  is  this  ? "  asked  she,  half  terrified  at  the  approach 
of  a  figure  more  rugged  and  barbaric  than  she  had  ever  beheld 
before. 

"  My  fee  for  what  I  have  heard  to-day.  You  are  a  right 
noble  maiden,  and  may  Freya  send  you  a  husband  worthy  of 
you,  and  make  you  the  mother  of  kings  I " 

And  Wulf  retired  with  his  party. 

Open  homs^e  to  her  rival,  before  her  very  face!  Felagia 
felt  quite  inclined  to  hate  old  Wulf. 

But  at  least  he  was  the  only  traitor.  The  rest  of  the  Goths 
agreed  unanimously  that  Hypatia  was  a  very  foolish  person, 
who  was  wasting  her  youth  and  beauty  in  talking  to  donkey- 
riders  ;  and  Pelagia  remounted  her  mule,  and  the  Goths  their 
horses,  for  a  triumphal  procession  homeward. 

And  yet  her  heart  was  sad,  even  in  her  triumph.  Bight  and 
wrong  were  ideas  as  unknown  to  her  as  they  were  to  hundreds 
of  thousands  in  her  day.  As  far  as  her  own  consciousness 
was  concerned,  she  was  as  destitute  of  a  soul  as  the  mule  on 
which  she  rode.  Gifted  by  nature  with  boundless  frolic  and 
good  humor,  wit  and  cunning,  her  Greek  taste  for  the  physi- 
cally beautiful  and  graceful  developed  by  long  training,  until 
she  had  become,  without  a  rival,  the  most  perfect  pantomime, 
dancer,  and  musician  who  catered  for  the  luxurious  tastes  of  the 
Alexandrian  theatres,  she  had  lived  since  her  childhood  Only 
for  enjoyment  and  vanity,  and  wished  for  nothing  more.  But 
her  new  affection,  or  rather  worship,  for  the  huge  manhood  of 
her  Gothic  lover  had  awoke  in  her  a  new  object,  —  to  keep 
him,  —  to  live  for  him,  —  to  follow  him  to  the  ends  of  the 
earth,  even  if  he  tired  of  her,  ill-used  her,  despised  her.  And 
slowly,  day  by  day,  Wulf 's  sneers  had  awakened  in  her  a  dread 

that  perhaps  the   Amal  might  despise  her Why,  she 

could  not  guess :  but  what  sort  of  women  were  those  Alrunas,  of 
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whom  Wulf  suDg,  of  whom  even  Amal  and  his  men  spoke  with 
reverepce,  as  something  nobler,  not  only  than  her,  but  even 
than  themselves?  And  what  was  it  which  Wulf  had  recog- 
nized in  Hjpatia  which  had  bowed  ihe  stem  and  coarse  old 
warrior  before  her  in  that  public  homage  ?  ....  It  was  not  diffi- 
cult to  say  what. ....  But  why  should  that  make  Hjpatia  or 
any  one  else  attractive  ?  .  .  .  .  And  the  poor  little  child  of  nature 
gazed  in  deep  bewilderment  at  the  crowd  of  new  questions,  as  a 
butterfly  might  at  the  pages  of  the  book  on  which  it  has  settled, 
and  was  sad  and  discontented,  —  not  with  herself,  for  was  she 
not  Pelagia  the  perfect  ?  —  but  with  these  strange  fancies  which 
came  into  other  people's  heads.  Why  should  not  every  one  be 
as  happy  as  they  could  ?  And  who  knew  letter  than  she  how 
to  be  happy,  and  to  make  others  happy  ?  . . .  . 

''  Look  at  that  old  monk  standing  on  the  pavement,  Amalrio  I 
Why  does  he  stare  so  at  me  ?    Tell  him  to  go  away.*' 

The  person  at  whom  she  pointed,  a  delicate-featured  old  man, 
with  a  venerable  white  beard,  seemed  to  hear  her ;  for  he  turned 
with  a  sudden  start,  and  then,  to  Pelagia's  astonishment,  put  his 
hands  before  his  face,  and  burst  convulsively  into  tears. 

'*  What  does  he  mean  by  behaving  in  that  way  ?  Bring  him 
here  to  me  this  moment !  I  will  know  I "  cried  she,  petulantly, 
catching  at  the  new  object  in  order  to  escape  from  her  own 
thoughts. 

In  a  moment  a  Goth  had  led  up  the  weeper,  who  came  with- 
out demur  to  the  side  of  Pelagia's  mule. 

"  Why  were  you  so  rude  as  to  burst  out  crying  in  my  &ce  ?  " 
asked  she,  petulantly. 

The  old  man  looked  up  sadly  and  tenderly,  and  answered  in 
a  low  voice,  meant  only  for  her  ear,  — 

'<  And  how  can  I  help  weeping,  when  I  see  anything  as  beau- 
tiful as  you  are  destined  to  the  flames  of  hell  for  ever  ?  ** 

"  The  flames  of  heU  ?  "  said  Pelagia,  with  a  shudder.  «  What 
for  ?  " 

^  Do  you  not  know  ?  "  asked  the  old  man,  with  a  look  of  sad 
surprise.    ^<  Have  you  forgotten  what  yoa  are  ?  " 
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«I  ?    I  never  hurt  a  fly  I  •* 

"Why  do  you  look  so  terrified,  my  darling?  What  have 
you  been  saying  to  her,  you  old  villain  ?  "  and  the  Amal  raised 
his  whip. 

"  O,  do  not  strike  him  I  Come,  come  to-morrow,  and  teU  me 
what  you  mean." 

"  No,  we  will  have  no  monks  within  our  doors,  frightening 
silly  women.  Off,  sirrah  I  and  thank  the  lady  that  you  have 
escaped  with  a  whole  skin."  And  the  Amal  caught  the  bridle 
of  Pelagia's  mule,  and  pushed  forward,  leaving  the  old  man 
gazing  sadly  after  them. 

But  the  beautiful  sinner  was  evidently  not  the  object  which 
had  brought  the  old  monk  of  the  desert  into  a  neighborhood  so 
strange  and  ungenial  to  his  habits  ;  for,  recovering  himself  in  a 
few  moments,  he  hurried  on  to  the  door  of  the  Museum,  and 
there  planted  himself,  scanning  earnestly  the  faces  of  the  passers- 
out,  and  meeting,  of  course,  with  his  due  share  of  student  rib- 
aldry. 

"  Well,  old  cat,  and  what  mouse  are  you  on  the  watch  for,  at 
the  hole's  mouth  here  ?  " 

"  Just  come  inside,  and  see  whether  the  mice  will  not  singe 
your  whiskers  for  you."  .... 

"  Here  is  my  mouse,  gentlemen,"  answered  the  old  monk, 
with  a  bow  and  a  smile,  as  he  laid  his  hand  on  Fhilammon's 
arm,  and  presented  to  his  astonished  eyes  the  delicate  features 
and  high,  retreating  forehead  of  Arsenius. 

"  My  father ! "  cried  the  boy,  in  the  first  impulse  of  affection- 
ate recognition  ;  and  then  —  he  had  expected  some  such  meet- 
ing all  along,  but,  now  that  it  was  come  at  last,  he  turned  pale 
as  death.     The  students  saw  his  emotion. 

"  Hands  off,  old  Heautontimoroumenos  !  He  belongs  to  our 
guild  now  !  Monks  have  no  more  business  with  sons  than  with 
wives.     Shall  we  hustle  him  for  you,  Philammon  ?  " 

"  Take  care  how  you  show  off,  gentlemen ;  the  Groths  are  not 
yet  out  of  hearing ! "  answered  Philammon,  who  was  learning 
fast  how  to  give  a  smart  answer ;  and  then,  fearing  the  temper 
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of  the  young  dandies,  and  shrinking  from  the  notion  of  anj  in- 
sult to  one  so  reverend  and  so  beloved  as  Arsenius,  he  drew  the 
old  man  gently  away,  and  walked  up  the  street  with  him  in  si- 
lence, dreading  what  was  coming. 

"  And  are  these  your  friends  ?  " 

"  Heaven  forbid  !  I  have  nothing  in  common  with  sach  ani- 
mals but  flesh  and  blood,  and  a  seat  in  the  lecture-room  I  ** 

"  Of  the  heathen  woman  ?  " 

Philammon,  afler  the  fashion  of  young  men  in  fear,  rushed 
desperately  into  the  subject  himself,  just  because  he  dreaded  Ar- 
senius's  entering  on  it  quietly. 

^  Yes,  of  the  heathen  woman.  Of  course  you  have  seen 
Cyril  before  you  came  hither  ?  " 

"  I  have,  and " 

"And,"  went  on  Philammon,  interrupting  him,  "you  have 
been  told  every  lie  which  prurience,  stupidity,  and  revenge  can 
invent  That  I  have  trampled  on  the  cross,  —  sacrificed  to  all 
the  deities  in  the  pantheon,  —  and  probably  **  —  (and  he  blushed 
scarlet)  —  "  that  that  purest  and  holiest  of  beings,  —  who,  if  she 
were  not  what  people  call  a  pagan,  would  be,  and  deserves  to  be, 
worshipped  as  the  queen  of  saints,  —  that  she  —  and  I "  —  and 
he  stopped. 

"  Have  I  said  that  I  believed  what  I  may  have  heard  ?  ** 

"  No,  —  and  therefore,  as  they  are  all  simple  and  sheer  false- 
hoods, there  is  no  more  to  be  said  on  the  subject.  Not  that  I 
shall  not  be  delighted  to  answer  any  questions  of  yours,  my 
dearest  father " 

"  Have  I  asked  any,  my  child  ?  " 

"  No.  So  we  may  as  well  change  the  subject  for  the  pres- 
ent," —  and  he  began  overwhelming  the  old  man  with  inquiries 
about  himself,  Pambo,  and  each  and  all  of  the  inhabitants  of  the 
Laura :  to  which  Arsenius,  to  the  boy's  infinite  relief,  answered 
cordially  and  minutely,  and  even  vouchsafed  a  smile  at  some 
jest  of  Philammon's  on  the  contrast  between  the  monks  of  Ni- 
tria  and  those  of  Scetis. 

Arsenius  was  too  wise  not  to  see  well  enough  what  all  this 
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"  Yes,  iiiunk  ;  n  name  not  unknown,  I  am  (old,  in  palates  as 
well  (18  in  slave-marktts." 
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^  But  how  did  70a  know  this  Pelagia,  mj  son  ?  She  is  no  fit 
company  for  such  as  you." 

Philammon  told,  honestly  enough,  the  story  of  his  Nile  jour- 
ney, and  Pelagia's  invitation  to  him. 

"  You  did  not  surely  accept  it  ?  " 

"Heaven  forbid  that  Hypatia's  scholar  should  so  degrade 
himself!" 

Arsenius  shook  his  head  sadly. 

"  You  would  not  have  had  me  go  ?  " 

>"  No,  boy.  But  how  long  hast  thou  learned  to  call  thyself 
Hypatia's  scholar,  or  to  call  it  a  degradation  to  visit  the  most 
sinful,  if  thou  mightest  thereby  bring  back  a  lost  lamb  to  the 
Good  Shepherd?  Nevertheless,  thou  art  too  young  for  such 
employment,  —  and  she  meant  to  tempt  thee,  doubtless." 

"  I  do  not  think  it  She  seemed  struoL  by  my  talking  Athe- 
nian Greek,  and  having  come  from  Athens." 

"  And  how  long  since  she  came  from  Athens  ?  "  said  Arseni- 
us, after  a  pause.     "  Who  knows  ?  " 

"  Just  after  it  was  sacked  by  the  barbarians,"  said  the  little 
porter,  who,  beginning  to  suspect  a  mystery,  was  peaking  and 
peering  like  an  excited  parrot  "The  old  dame  brought  her 
hither,  among  a  cargo  of  captive  boys  and  girls." 

"  The  time  agrees Can  this  Miriam  be  found  ?  " 

"  A  sapient  and  courteous  question  for  a  monk  to  ask  I  Do 
you  not  know  that  Cyril  has  expelled  all  Jews  four  months 
ago?" 

"  True,  true Alas ! "  said  the  old  man  to  himself,  "  how 

little  the  rulers  of  this  world  guess  their  own  power !  They 
move  a  finger  carelessly,  and  forget  that  that  finger  may  crash 
to  death  hundreds  whose  names  they  never  heard,  —  and  every 
soul  of  them  as  precious  in  God's  sight  as  Cyril's  own." 

"  What  is  the  matter,  my  father  ?  "  asked  Philammon.  "  Yon 
seem  deeply  moved  about  this  woman."  .... 

"  And  she  is  Miriam's  slave  ?  " 

"  Her  freedwoman  this  four  years  past,"  said  the  porter. 
*•  The  good  lady  —  for  reasons  doubtless  excellent  in  themselyes. 
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thougli  not  allogctlier  palciil  to  liiu  pliilo.'oiiiiie  miml  —  lljoiigUi 
gciorl  lo  nun  Lor  lou-ic  on  t)i(!  Alt.viuulniin  i(-[iiiblic,  to  setk 
wliiU  she  niiglit  dtvour." 

■■  God  help  liiT !  And  jou  .ire  uwliiin  Hint  Jliriiim  is  not  in 
Ali'x;indii:i  ?  " 

Tlie  little  porter  turned  very  red,  and  Pliilamnion  did  so 
likewise ;  but  he  remembered  lii:«  jiromiiie,  und  kejit  it. 

'■  Vou  both  know  something  of  her,  I  can  seu.  You  cannot 
deceive  an  old  statesman,  sir!"  —  turning  to  the  little  porter 
wilh  a  look  of  aulhorily,  —  "jiooi'  monk  though  he  be  now.  If 
joo  think  fitting  lo  lell  me  what  you  know,  I  jti'omise  you  llial 
neither  slie  nor  you  shall  be  losers  by  your  cunGdenee  in  me. 
If  no),  I  shall  find  means  to  discover." 

Itutli  stood  i^ilciit. 

'■  Philaminon,  my  son  1  and  art  liiou,  too,  in  league  .igainst  — 
no,  not  against  me  ;  against  tliyselti  jioor,  misguided  boy  ?  " 

"  Against  myself 't  " 

"  Ves,  —  I  have  said  it.  But  unless  you  will  lru.,t  rac,  I 
cannot  trust  you." 

"  I  Lave  promised." 

"And  I,  sir  Biaiesman,  or  monk,  or  both,  or  neillier,  have 
sworn  by  the  immortal  gods ! "  said  Ihe  porter,  looking  very 
big. 

Arsenius  paused. 

"There  arc  those  who  hold  that  an  oath  by  tm  idol,  being 
nothing,  is  of  itself  void.  I  do  not  agree  with  them.  If  thou 
thinkest  it  sin  lo  break  thine  oalh,  to  thee  it  is  sin.     And  lor 
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The  old  man  smiled.    ^  Aneniiis,  who  was  onoe  called  the 

Father  of  the  Emperors.     Even  she  will  trust  that  name." 

"  I  will  go  this  moment,  sir ;  I  will  fly  I "  and  off  rushed  the 
little  porter. 

^The  little  fellow  forgets,"  said  Arsenius  with  a  smile,  ^to 
how  much  he  has  confessed  already,  and  how  easy  it  were  now 
to  trace  him  to  the  old  hag's  lair. ....  Philammon,  my  son 
....  I  have  many  tears  to  weep  over  thee,  —  but  they  must 
wait  awhile.  I  have  thee  safe  now,"  and  the  old  man  clutched 
his  arm.  ^  Thou  wilt  not  leave  thy  poor  old  &ther  ?  Thoo  wilt 
not  desert  me  for  the  heathen  woman  ?  " 

"  I  will  stay  with  you,  I  promise  you,  indeed  I  if — if  yon 
will  not  say  unjust  things  of  her." 

^  I  will  speak  evil  of  no  one,  accuse  no  one,  but  myself.  I 
will  not  say  one  harsh  word  to  thee,  my  poor  boy.  But  listen 
now  !  Thou  knowest  that  thou  camest  from  Athens.  S[now- 
est  thou  that  it  was  I  who  brought  thee  hither  ?  " 

"  You  ?  " 

^  I,  my  son :  but  when  I  brought  thee  to  the  Laura,  it 
seemed  right  that  thou,  as  the  son  of  a  noble  gentleman, 
shouldst  hear  nothing  of  it.  But  tell  me :  Dost  thou  recollect 
&ther  or  mother,  brother  or  sister ;  or  anything  of  thy  home  in 
Athens  ?  " 

"No!" 

^  Thanks  be  to  God.  But,  Philammon,  if  thou  hadst  had  a 
sister  —  hush  I     And  if —  I  only  say  if " 

"  A  sister  I "  interrupted  Philammon.     "  Pelagia  ?  " 

"  Grod  forbid,  my  son !     But  a  sister  thou  hadst  once,  — some 
three  years  older  than  thee,  she  seemed." 
-    "What?     Did  you  know  her?" 

"I  saw  her  but  once,  —  on  one  sad  day.  Poor  children 
both !     I  will  not  sadden  you  by  telling  you  where  and  how  ?  " 

"And  why  did  you  not  bring  her  hither  with  me?  You 
surely  had  not  the  heart  to  part  us  ?  " 

"  Ah,  my  son,  what  right  had  an  old  monk  with  a  fair  young 
girl  ?    And,  indeed,  even  had  I  had  the  courage,  it  would  haye 
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been  impossible.  There  were  others,  richer  than  I,  to  whose 
covetousness  her  youth  and  beauty  seemed  a  precious  prize. 
When  I  saw  her  last,  she  was  in  company  with  an  ancient 
Jewess.  Heaven  grant  that  this  Miriam  may  prove  to  be 
the  one." 

<'  And  I  have  a  sister ! "  gasped  Philammon,  his  eyes  burst- 
ing with  tears.  "  We  must  find  her !  You  will  help  me  ?  — 
Now  —  this  moment !  There  is  nothing  else  to  be  thought  of, 
done,  henceforth,  till  she  is  found  ! " 

"  Ah,  my  son,  my  son !  Better,  better,  perhaps  to  leave  her 
in  the  hands  of  God !  What  if  she  were  dead  ?  To  discover 
that  would  be  to  discover  needless  sorrow.  And  what  if —  Gk)d 
grant  that  it  be  not  so  !  —  she  had  only  a  name  to  live,  and 
were  dead,  worse  than  dead,  in  sinful  pleasure  ? " 

"  We  would  save  her,  or  die  trying  to  save  her  !  Is  it  not 
enough  for  me  that  she  is  my  sister  ?  " 

Arsenius  shook  his  head.  He  little  knew  the  strange  new 
light  and  warmth  which  his  words  had  poured  in  upon  the 

young  heart  beside  him "A  sister ! "     What  mysterious 

virtue  was  there  in  that  simple  word,  which  made  Philammon's 
brain  reel  and  his  heart  throb  madly  ?  A  sister !  not  merely  a 
friend,  an  equal,  a  helpmate,  given  by  God  himself,  for  loving 
whom  none,  not  even  a  monk,  could  blame  him.  —  Not  merely 
something  delicate,  weak,  beautiful,  —  for  of  course  she  must  be 
beautiful,  —  whom  he  might  cherish,  guide,  support,  deliver,  die 
for,  and  find  death  delicious.  Yes,  —  all  that,  and  more  than 
that,  lay  in  the  sacred  word.  For  those  divided  and  partial 
notions  had  flitted  across  his  mind  too  rapidly  to  stir  such  pas- 
sion as  moved  him  now ;  even  the  hint  of  her  sin  and  danger 
had  been  heard  heedlessly,  if  heard  at  alL  It  was  the  word 
itself  which  bore  its  own  message,  its  own  spell,  to  the  heart  of 
the  fatherless  and  motherless  foundling,  as  he  faced  for  the  first 

time  the  deep,  everlasting,  divine  reality  of  kindred A 

sister !  of  his  own  flesh  and  blood,  —  bom  of  the  same  father, 
the  same  mother,  —  his,  his,  for  ever !  How  hollow  and  fleet- 
ing 'seemed  all  '^  spiritual  sonships,"  ^  spiritual  daughterhoods,** 
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inventions  of  the  changing  fiuicy,  the  wayward  will  of  man  1 

Arsenius  —  Pambo  —  ay,  Hypatia,  herself,  —  what  were  they 
to  him  now  ?  Here  was  a  real  relationship.  A  sister  1  What 
else  was  worth  caring  for  upon  earth  ? 

"And  she  was  at  Athens  when  Pelagia  was,"  —  he  cried 
at  last,  —  "perhaps  knew  her;  —  let  us  go  to  Pelagia  her- 
self!" 

"  Heaven  forbid  I "  said  Arsenius.  "  We  must  wait  at  least 
till  Miriam's  answer  comes.'' 

"  I  can  show  you  her  house,  at  least,  in  the  mean  while ;  and 
you  can  go  in  yourself  when  you  wilL  I  do  not  ask  to  enter. 
Come !  I  feel  certain  that  my  finding  her  is  in  some  way 
bound  up  with  Pelagia.  Had  I  not  met  her  on  the  Nile,  had 
you  not  met  her  in  the  street,  I  might  never  have  heard  that  I 
had  a  sister.  And  if  she  went  with  Miriam,  Pelagia  must  know 
her,  —  she  may  be  in  that  very  house  at  this  moment  I " 

Arsenius  had  his  reasons  for  suspecting  that  Philammon  was 
but  too  right.  But  he  contented  himself  with  yielding  to  the 
boy's  excitement,  and  set  off  with  him  in  the  direction  of  the 
dancer's  house. 

They  were  within  a  few  yards  of  the  gate,  when  hurried 
footsteps  behind  them,  and  voices  calling  them  by  name,  made 
them  turn ;  and  behold,  evidently  to  the  disgust  of  ArsenioSy 
as  much  as  Philammon  himself,  Peter  the  Header  and  a  large 
party  of  monks  I 

Philammon's  first  impulse  was  to  escape :  Arsenius  himself 
caught  him  by  the  arm,  and  seemed  incUned  to  hurry  on. 

"  No ! "  thought  the  youth,  "  am  I  not  a  free  man  and  a  phir 
losopher  ?  "  and,  facing  round,  he  awaited  the  enemy. 

"  Ah,  young  apostate !  So  you  have  found  him,  reverend 
and  ill-used  sir.     Praised  be  Heaven  for  this  rapid  success  I " 

"  My  good  friend,"  asked  Arsenius,  in  a  trembling  voice, 
"  what  brings  you  here  ?  " 

"  Heaven  forbid  that  I  should  have  allowed  your  sanctity  and 
age  to  go  forth,  without  some  guard  against  the  insults  and  vio- 
lence of  this  wretched  youth  and  his  profligate  compaitiona* 
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We  have  been  following  you  afiir  otT  all  the  morning,  wilh 
hoan.-s  full  of  filial  solii-itutlo." 

"  Slauy  tlianks  ;  but  indued  your  kindness  liaa  been  sui>erl1u- 
ous.  My  son  here,  from  whom  I  liiive  met  with  nothing  but 
aSeclion,  and  whom,  indoed,  I  believe  fur  more  innocent  than 
report  declared  him,  ia  about  to  return  peaceably  with  me. 
Are  you  not,  Philammon?" 

"  Alas !  my  fatlier,"  said  Philammon,  with  an  effort,  "  how 
can  I  lind  eouragu  to  say  it?  —  but  I  cannot  return  with  you." 

*■  Cannot  return  ?  " 

"I  vowed  tliat  I  would  never  again  cross  Uiat  threshold 
ILI ■■ 

"  And  Cyril  does.  He  bade  me,  indeed  he  bade  me,  assure 
you  that  ho  would  receive  you  back  as  a  son,  and  forgive  and 
forget  all  the  past." 

"  Forgive  and  forget  ?  That  is  my  part,  —  not  his.  "Will  he 
right  me  against  that  tyrant  and  his  crew  ?  Will  he  pro- 
claim mo  openly  to  be  an  innocent  and  persecuted  man,  unjust- 
ly beaten  and  driven  forth  for  obeying  his  own  commands  ? 
TiU  he  does  tliat,  I  shall  not  forcct  that  I  am  a  free  man." 

"A  free  man?"  said  Peter,  with  an  unpleasant  smile;  "that 
remains  to  be  proved,  my  gay  youth  ;  and  will  need  more  evi- 
dence than  that  smart  p!ii]o?o|)liic  cloak  and  those  well-eurled 
locks  which  you  have  adopted  since  I  saw  you  last." 

"  Remains  to  be  proved  ?  " 

Arsenius  made  an  imploring  gesture  to  Peter  to  be  silent. 

"  Nay,  sir.    Ai?  I  foretold  to  you,  this  one  way  alone  ri 
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bj  jour  tenderness  and  mercy,  did  not  the  holy  patriarch  assure 
you  that  your  scruples  were  groundless?  Do  you  thmk  that 
either  he  or  I  can  have  less  horror  than  you  have  of  slavery  in 
itself?  Heaven  forbid !  But  when  an  immortal  soul  is  at  stake, 
—  when  a  lost  lamb  is  to  be  brought  back  to  the  fold,  —  surely 
you  may  employ  'the  authority  which  the  law  gives  you  for  the 
salvation  of  that  precious  charge  committed  to  you?  What 
could  be  more  conclusive  than  his  Holiness's  argument  this 
morning  ?  '  Christians  are  bound  to  obey  the  laws  of  this  world 
for  conscience'  sake,  even  though,  in  the  abstract,  they  may  dis- 
approve of  them,  and  deny  their  authority.  Then,  by  parity 
of  reasoning,  it  must  be  lawful  for  them  to  take  the  advantage 
which  those  same  laws  offer  them,  when  by  so  doing  the  glory 
of  God  may  be  advanced.' " 

Arsenius  still  hung  back,  with  eyes  brimming  with  tears; 
but  Philammon  himself  put  an  end  to  the  parley. 

^  What  is  the  meaning  of  all  this  ?  Are  you,  too,  in  a  con- 
spiracy against  me  ?    Speak,  Arsenius  1 " 

'<  This  is  the  meaning  of  it,  blinded  sinner ! "  cried  Peter. 
<<  That  you  are  by  law  the  slave  of  Arsenius,  lawfully  bought 
with  his  money,  in  the  city  of  Ravenna ;  and  that  he  has  the 
power,  and,  as  I  trust,  for  the  sake  of  your  salvation,  the  will 
also,  to  compel  you  to  accompany  him." 

Philammon  recoiled  across  the  pavement,  and  with  eyes 
flashing  defiance.    A  slave !    The  light  of  heaven  grew  black 

to  him O  that  H3rpatia  might  never  know  his  shame ! 

Yet  it  was  impossible.     Too  dreadful  to  be  true 

'^  You  lie  I "  almost  shrieked  he.  ^  I  am  the  son  of  a  noble 
citizen  of  Athens.  Arsenius  told  me  so,  but  this  moment, 
with  his  own  lips ! " 

<<  Ay,  but  he  bought  you,  *—  bought  you  in  the  public  market ; 
and  he  can  prove  it ! " 

"  Hear  me,  —  hear  me,  my  son ! "  cried  the  old  man,  spring- 
ing toward  him.  Philammon,  in  his  fury,  mistook  the  gesture, 
and  thrust  him  fiercely  back. 

'<  Your  son  ?  —  your  slave  I    Do  not  insult  the  name  of  son 
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by  applying  it  to  me.  Yes,  sir :  your  slave  in  body,  but  not  in 
soul !  Ay,  seize  me,  —  drag  home  the  fugitive,  —  scourge  him, 
—  brand  him,  —  chain  him  in  the  mill,  if  you  can ;  but  even 
for  that  the  free  heart  has  a  remedy.  If  you  will  not  let  me 
live  as  a  philosopher,  you  shall  see  me  die  lilce  one ! " 

"  Seize  the  fellow,  my  brethren ! "  cried  Peter,  while  Arse- 
nius,  utterly  unable  to  restrain  either  party,  hid  his  face  and 
wept. 

"  Wretches ! "  cried  the  boy ;  "  you  shall  never  take  me  alive, 
while  I  have  teeth  or  nails  left.  Treat  me  as  a  brute  beast,  and 
I  will  defend  myself  as  such ! " 

"  Out  of  the  way  there,  rascals  I  Place  for  the  prefect  I 
What  are  you  squabbling  about  here,  you  unmannerly  monks  ?  " 
shouted  peremptory  voices  from  behind.  The  crowd  parted, 
and  disclosed  the  apparitors  of  Orestes,  who  followed  in  his 
robes  of  office. 

A  sudden  hope  flashed  before  Philammon,  and  in  an  instant 
he  had  burst  through  the  mob,  and  was  clinging  to  the  prefect's 
chariot. 

'^  I  am  a  free-bom  Athenian,  whom  these  monks  wish  to  kid- 
nap back  into  slavery !    I  claim  your  protection ! " 

"  And  you  shall  have  it,  right  or  wrong,  my  handsome  fel- 
low. By  Heaven,  you  are  much  too  good-looking  to  be  made 
a  monk  of!  What  do  you  mean,  you  villains,  by  attempting  to 
kidnap  free  men  ?  Is  it  not  enough  for  you  to  lock  up  every 
mad  girl  whom  you  can  dupe,  but  you  must " 

"  His  master  is  here  present,  your  excellency,  who  will  swear 
to  the  purchase." 

"  Or  to  anything  else  for  the  glory  of  God.  Out  of  the  way ! 
And  take  care,  you  tall  scoundrel,  that  I  do  not  get  a  handle 
against  you.  You  have  been  one  of  my  marked  men  for  many 
a  month.     Off!" 

''  His  master  demands  the  rights  of  the  law  as  a  Roman 
citizen,"  said  Peter,  pushing  forward  Arsenius. 

"  If  he  be  a  Roman  citizen,  let  him  come  and  make  his  claim 
at  the  tribune  to-morrow,  in  legal  form.    But  I  would  have 

21 
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you  remember,  ancient  sir,  that  I  shall  require  you  to  piOYC 
your  citizenship,  before  we  proceed  tc  the  question  of  purchase.'* 

"  The  law  does  not  demand  that,"  quoth  Peter. 

"  Knock  that  fellow  down,  apparitor ! "  Whereat  Peter  van- 
ished, and  an  ominous  growl  rose  from  the  mob  of  monks. 

^  What  am  I  to  do,  most  noble  sir  ?  "  said  Philammon. 

"  Whatever  you  like,  till  the  third  hour  to-morrow,  —  if  yoa 
are  fool  enough  to  appear  at  the  tribune.  If  you  will  take  my 
advice,  you  will  knock  down  these  fellows  right  and  left,  and 
run  for  your  life."    And  Orestes  drove  on. 

Philammon  saw  that  it  was  his  only  chance,  and  did  so ;  and 
in  another  minute  he  found  himself  rushing  headlong  into  the 
archway  of  Pelagia's  house,  with  a  dozen  monks  at  his  heels. 

As  luck  would  have  it,  the  outer  gates,  at  which  the  Grotbs 
had  just  entered,  were  still  open ;  but  the  inner  ones  which  led 
into  the  court  beyond  were  fast.  He  tried  them,  but  in  vain. 
There  was  an  open  door  in  the  wall  on  his  right ;  he  rushed 
through  it,  into  a  long  range  of  stables,  and  into  the  arms  of 
Wulf  and  Smid,  who  were  unsaddling  and  feeding,  like  true 
warriors,  their  own  horses. 

"  Souls  of  my  fathers ! "  shouted  Smid,  "  here  *8  our  young 
monk  come  back !  What  brings  you  here  head  over  heels  in 
this  way,  young  curly-pate  ?  " 

"  Save  me  from  those  wretches ! "  pointing  to  the  monks, 
who  were  peeping  into  the  doorway. 

Wulf  seemed  to  understand  it  all  in  a  moment ;  for,  snatching 
up  a  heavy  whip,  he  rushed  at  the  foe,  and  with  a  few  tremen- 
dous strokes  cleared  the  doorway,  and  shut  to  the  door. 

Philammon  was  going  to  explain  and  thank,  but  Smid  stopped 
liis  mouth. 

"  Never  mind,  young  one,  you  are  our  guest  now.  Come  in, 
and  you  shall  be  as  welcome  as  ever.  See  what  comes  of  run- 
ning away  from  us  at  first." 

"  You  do  not  seem  to  have  benefited  much  by  leaving  me  for 
the  monks,"  said  old  Wulf.  "  Come  in  by  the  inner  door. 
Smid  I  go  and  turn  those  monks  out  of  the  gateway." 


Bui  llic  ninl>,  iift.-r  1, all. .Ting  llic  iliior  f.r  a  f.w  niiiint.'^ 
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was  iifc-ri-fJ  to  kave  a  lew  to  iviili-li  for  I'lii  la  [union's  I'oniing 
oul ;  iiTi J  ihu  rt'sl,  lialkud  of  tliL-ii-  pruy,  turned  the  liilu  of  Ihcir 
wrath  ogiiinst  the  iirefect,  and  rejoined  the  mass  of  their  piii'ty, 
who  were  --^lill  lianpnj;  round  liis  duiriot,  rfady  for  misehii-f. 

In  vain  the  lia]ilu?s  shepherd  of  the  peojilc  attempted  to 
drive  on.  Tlie  apparilois  «ere  triszhtened,  niid  hnii^'  haek ; 
and  whhout  their  help  it  wa^  inipossilile  to  force  tiic  hor.^es 
ihi-ough  the  niass  of  tocsin;;  nniij  and  beards  in  front.  Tiie 
matter  was  evidently  growing  serious. 

"The  bitterest  ruliians  in  all  Kilria,  your  eseellency,"  wliis- 
jiered  one  of  the  guards,  with  a  pale  face ;  "  and  two  hundred 
of  them  at  the  least.  The  very  same  ^el,  I  will  he  sworn,  who 
nearly  murdered  Dioscuro:?," 

"  If  you  will  not  allow  me  to  proceed,  my  holy  brethren," 
said  Oreales,  trying  to  look  eolleeted,  "  perhaps  it  will  not  bo 
contrary  to  the  canons  of  the  Church  if  I  turn  back.  Leave 
the  horses'  beads  alone.     Why,  in  God's  name,  wliat  do  you 

"  Do  you  fancy  we  have  forgotten  Ilicraeas?"  cried  a  voice 
from  the  rear;  and  at  that  name,  yell  upon  yell  arose,  till  the 
mob,  gaining  counige  from  its  own  noise,  burst  out  into  open 
threats.  "Revenge  for  the  blessed  martyr,  llieracas!"  "Re- 
venge for  the  wrongs  of  the  Church ! "  "  Down  with  the  friend 
of  Ilcatliens,  Jews,  and  Darbarians ! "  "  Down  with  the  favor- 
ite of  Ilyiwitia!"    "Tyrant!"    "Butcher!" 


CHAPTER   XVII. 


A   STBAT   GLEAM. 


The  last  blue  headland  of  Sardinia  was  fading  faet  on  the 
noTthweBt  horizon,  and  a  steady  breeze  bore  before  it  innu- 
merable ships,  the  wrecks  of  Heraclian's  armameDt,  plunging 
and  tossing  impatientlj'  in  their  desperate  homeward  race  to- 
ward the  coast  of  Africa.  Far  and  wide,  under  a  ekj  of  cloud- 
less  blue,  the  white  sails  glittered  on  the  glittering  Bea,  as  gayl; 
now,  above  their  loada  of  shame  and  disappointment,  terror  and 
pain,  as  when,  but  one  short  month  before,  they  bore  with  them 
only  wild  hopes  and  gallant  daring.  And  who  can  calculate 
the  sum  of  misery  in  that  hapless  flight?  ....  And  yet  it 
was  but  one,  and  that  one  of  the  least  known  and  most  trivial, 
of  the  tragedies  of  that  ago  of  woe ;  one  petty  death-spasm 
among  the  unnumbered  throes  which  were  shaking  to  dissolu- 
tion the  Babylon  of  the  West     Her  time  had  come 

Even  as  Saint  John  beheld  her  in  his  vbion,  by  agony  after 
agony,  she  was  rotting  to  hor  well-earned  doom.  Tyrannizing 
it  luxuriously  over  all  nations,  she  had  sat  upon  the  mystic 
beast,  —  building  her  power  on  the  brute  animal  nppeUtca  of 
her  dupes  and  slaves :  but  she  had  duped  herself  even  more 
than  them.  She  was  finding  out  by  bitter  lessons  that  it  was 
"  to  the  beast,"  and  not  to  her,  that  her  vassal  kings  of  the 
earth  had  been  giving  their  power  and  strength ;  and  the  fero- 
city and  lust  which  she  had  pampered  so  cunningly  in  them,  had 

become  her  curse  and  her  destruction Drunk  with  the 

blood  of  the  saints ;  blinded  by  her  own  conceit  and  jealousy 
to  the  fact  that  she  had  been  crushing  and  extirpating  out  of 
21* 
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her  empire  for  centuries  past  all  which  was  noble,  purifying, 
generative,  divine,  she  sat  impotent  and  doting,  the  prey  of  every 

fresh  adventurer,  the  slave  of  her  own  slaves "  And  the 

kings  of  the  earth  who  had  sinned  with  her  hated  the  harlot 
and  made  her  desolate  and  naked,  and  devoured  her  flesh,  and 
burned  her  with  fire.  For  God  had  put  into  their  hearts  to  ful- 
fil his  will,  and  to  agree,  and  to  give  their  kingdom  to  the  beast, 
until  the  words  of  Grod  should  be  fulfilled."  ....  Everywhere 
sensuaHty,  division,  hatred,  treachery,  cruelty,  uncertainty,  ter- 
ror .  .  .  r  the  vials  of  God's  wrath  poured  out ....  Where  was 
to  be  the  end  of  it  all  ?  asked  every  man  of  his  neighbor,  gen- 
eration after  generation  ;  and  received  for  answer  only,  "  It  is 
better  to  die  than  to  Uve." 

And  yet,  in  one  ship  out  of  that  sad  fleet,  there  was  peace ; 
peace  amid  shame  and  terror ;  amid  the  groans  of  the  wounded, 
and  the  sighs  of  the  starving ;  amid  all  but  blank  despair.  The 
great  triremes  and  quinqueremes  rushed  onward  past  the  lag- 
ging transports,  careless,  in  the  mad  race  for  safety,  that  they 
were  leaving  the  greater  number  of  their  comrades  defenceless 
in  the  rear  of  the  flight ;  but  from  one  little  fishing-craft  alone 
no  base  entreaties,  no  bitter  execrations,  greeted  the  passing 
flash  and  roll  of  their  mighty  oars.  One  after  another,  day  by 
day,  they  came  rushing  up  out  of  the  northern  ofling,  each  like 
a  huge  hundred-footed  dragon,  panting  and  quivering,  as  if  with 
terror,  at  every  loud  pulse  of  its  oars,  hurling  the  wild  water 
right  and  left  with  the  mighty  share  of  its  beak,  while  from  the 
bows  some  gorgon  or  chimaera,  elephant  or  boar,  stared  out  with 
brazen  eyes  toward  the  coast  of  Africa,  as  if  it,  too,  like  the  hu- 
man beings  which  it  carried,  was  dead  to  every  care  but  that  of 
dastard  flight  Past  they  rushed,  one  after  another ;  and  oflT  the 
poop  some  shouting  voice  chilled  all  hearts  for  a  moment,  with 
the  fearful  news  that  the  Emperor's  Neapolitan  fleet  was  in  full 

chase And  the  soldiers  on  board  that  little  vessel  looked 

silently  and  steadfastly  into  the  silent,  steadfast  face  of  the  old 
prefect,  and  Victoria  saw  him  shudder,  and  turn  his  eyes  away, 
—  and  stood  up  among  the  rough  fighting  men,  like  a  goddess, 
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and  cried  aloud  that  "  The  Lord  wonld  protect  his  own  " ;  and 
they  believed  her,  and  were  6^11 ;  till  many  days  and  inany 
ships  were  passed,  and  the  little  fishing-craft,  outstripped  even 
by  the  transports  and  merchantmen,  as  it  strained  and  crawled 
along  before  its  single  square-sail,  was  led  alone  upon  the  eea. 

And  where  was  Baphael  Aben-Ezra? 

He  was  sitting,  with  Bran's  head  between  his  knees,  at  the  door 
of  a  temporary  awning  in  the  vessel's  stem,  which  shielded  the 
wounded  men  from  sun  and  spray  ;  and  as  he  sat  he  could  hear 
from  within  the  tent  the  gentle  voices  of  Victoria  and  her 
brother,  as  they  tended  the  sick  like  ministering  angels,  or  read 
to  them  words  of  divine  hope  and  comfort,  —  in  which  hia  home- 
less heart  felt  that  he  had  no  share 

"  As  I  live,  I  would  change  places  now  with  any  one  of  those 
poor  mangled  ruffians,  to  have  that  voice  speaking  such  words 
to  me  ....  and  to  believe  them."  ....  And  he  went  on  perusing 
the  manuscript  which  he  held  in  his  hand. 

•  •  ■  •  • 

"  Well  I "  he  sighed  to  himself  after  a  while,  "  at  least  it  is 
the  most  complimentary,  not  to  say  hopeful,  view  of  our  desti- 
nies with  which  I  have  met  since  I  threw  away  my  nuree's  be- 
lief that  the  seed  of  David  was  fated  to  conquer  the  whole  earth, 
and  set  up  a  second  Koman  Empire  at  Jerusalem,  only  worse 
than  the  present  one,  in  that  the  devib  of  superstition  and  big- 
otry would  be  added  to  those  of  tyranny  and  rapine." 

A  hand  was  laid  on  his  shoulder,  and  a  voice  asked,  "  And 
what  may  this  so  hopeful  view  be  ?  " 

"Ah I  my  dear  general!"  said  Raphael,  looking  up.  "I 
have  a  poor  bill  of  fore  whereon  to  exercise  my  culinary  pow- 
ers this  morning.  Had  it  not  been  for  that  shark  who  waa  so 
luckily  deluded  last  night,  I  should  have  been  reduced  to  the 
necessity  of  stewing  my  friend  the  fet  decurion's  big  boots." 

"  They  would  have  been  savory  enough,  I  will  warrant,  after 
they  had  passed  under  your  magical  hand." 

"  It  is  a  comfort,  certainly,  to  find  that,  after  all,  one  did  learn 
something  useful  in  Alexandria !  So  I  will  even  go  forward  at 
once,  and  employ  my  artistic  skill." 
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**  Tell  me  first  what  it  waa  about  which  I  heard  you  just  now 
soliloquizing,  as  so  hopeful  a  view  of  some  matter  or  other  ?  ** 

**  Honestly,  —  if  you  will  neither  betray  me  to  your  son  and 
daughter,  nor  consider  me  as  having  in  any  wise  committed  my- 
self, —  it  was  Paul  of  Tarsus'  notion  of  the  history  and  destinies  of 
our  stiff-necked  nation.  See  what  your  daughter  has  persuaded 
me  into  reading  I "  And  he  held  up  a  manuscript  of  the  Epis- 
tle to  the  Hebrews. 

'<  It  is  execrable  Greek.  But  it  is  sound  philosophy,  I  can- 
not deny.  He  knows  Plato  better  than  all  the  ladies  and  gen- 
tlemen in  Alexandria  put  together,  if  my  opinion  on  the  point 
be  worth  having." 

'^  I  am  a  plain  soldier,  and  no  judge  on  th^t  point,  sir.  He 
may  or  may  not  know  Plato ;  but  I  am  right  sure  that  he  knows 
God." 

^  Not  too  fast,"  said  Raphael,  with  a  smile.  ^  You  do  not 
know,  perhaps,  that  I  have  spent  the  last  ten  years  of  my  life 
among  men  who  professed  the  same  knowledge  ?  " 

'*  Augustine,  too,  spent  the  ten  best  years  of  his  life  among 
such ;  and  yet  he  is  now  combating  the  very  errors  which  he 
once  taught." 

**  Having  found,  he  fancies,  something  better  ?  " 

"  Having  found  it,  most  truly.  But  you  must  talk  to  him 
yourself,  and  argue  the  matter  over,  with  one  who  can  argue. 
To  me  such  questions  are  an  unknown  land." 

"  Well  ....  Perhaps  I  may  be  tempted  to  do  even  that.  At 
least,  a  thoroughly  converted  philosopher  —  for  poor  dear  Syne- 
sius  is  half  heathen  still,  I  oflen  fancy,  and  hankers  afler  the 
wisdom  of  the  Egyptian  —  will  be  a  curious  sight ;  and  to  talk 
with  so  famous  and  so  learned  a  man  would  always  be  a  pleas- 
ure ;  but  to  argue  with  him,  or  any  other  human  being,  none 
whatsoever." 

"  Why,  then  ?  " 

"  JVfy  dear  sir,  I  am  sick  of  syllogisms,  and  probabilities,  and 
pros  and  contras.  What  do  I  care  if,  on  weighing  both  sides, 
the  nineteen  pounds'  weight  of  questionable  arguments  against, 


'*  Yes,  ^ir,  this  lent  ;  \vitliin  which  I  liave  seen  you  and  your 
cliihlren  had  a  lile  ui'  dcetls  as  new  to  inc  tlie  Jew,  as  they 
would  be  to  llypatia  tlie  Gentile.  I  have  watclied  you  for 
many  a  day,  and  not  in  vain.  AVhen  I  saw  you,  an  experienced 
oliicer,  encumber  your  lliglit  with  wounded  men,  I  was  only  sur- 
prised. But  since  I  liavc  seen  you,  and  your  daugliter,  and, 
strangest  of  all,  your  gay  young  Al(!il>iades  of  a  son,  starving 
yourselves  to  feed  those  ])oor  rullians, —  performing  for  them, 
day  and  night,  the  oirices  of  menial  slaves,  —  comforting  them, 
as  no  man  ever  comforted  me, — ]>laming  no  one  but  yourselves, 
caring  for  every  one  but  yourselves,  sacrificing  nothing  but 
yourselves ;  and  all  this  without  hope  of  fame  or  reward,  or 
dream  of  appeasing  the  wrath  of  any  god  or  goddess,  but  sim- 
ply because  you  thought  it  right When  I  saw  that,  sir,  and 

more  which  I  have  seen  ;  and  when,  reading  in  this  book  here,  I 
found  most  unexpectedly  those  very  grantl  moral  ruh's  which  you 
were  j»ractising,  seeming  to  spring  unconsciously,  as  natural  re- 
sult:?, from  the  great  thoughts,  true  or  false,  which  had  preceded 
them  ;  then,  sir,  I  began  to  suspect  that  the  creed  which  could 
produce  such  deeds  as  I  have  watched  within  the  List  few  days 
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might  have  on  its  side,  not  merely  a  slight  preponderance  of  piob- 
ahilities,  but  what  we  Jews  used  once  to  call,  when  we  belieyed 
in  it  —  or  in  anything  —  the  mighty  power  of  God." 

And,  as  he  spoke,  he  looked  into  the  prefect's  face  with  the 
look  of  a  man  wrestling  in  some  deadly  struggle ;  so  intense  and 
terrible  was  the  earnestness  of  his  eye,  that  even  the  did  soldier 
shrank  before  it. 

"  And  therefore,"  he  went  on,  "  therefore,  sir,  beware  of  jour 
own  actions,  and  of  your  children's.  If,  by  any  folly  or  base- 
ness, such  as  I  have  seen  in  every  human  being  whom  I  ever 
met  as  yet,  upon  this  accursed  stage  of  fools,  you  shall  crash  my 
new  budding  hope  that  there  is  something  somewhere  which  will 
make  me  what  I  know  that  I  ought  to  be,  and  can  be,  —  if  yoa 
shall  crush  that,  I  say,  by  any  misdoing  of  yours,  you  had  better 
have  been  the  murderer  of  my  first-bom  ;  with  such  a  hate  — 
a  hate  which  Jews  alone  can  feel  —  will  I  hate  you  and  yours.*' 

"  Grod  help  us  and  strengthen  us  I "  said  the  old  warrior,  in  a 
tone  of  noble  humility. 

"  And  now,"  said  Raphael,  glad  to  change  the  subject,  after 
this  unwonted  outburst,  "  we  must  once  more  seriously  consider 
whether  it  is  wise  to  hold  on  our  present  course.  If  you  return 
to  Carthage,  or  to  Hippo " 

« I  shall  be  beheaded." 

"  Most  assuredly.  And  how  much  soever  you  may  consider 
such  an  event  a  gain  to  yourself,  yet  for  the  sake  of  your  son 
and  your  daughter " 

"  My  dear  sir,"  interrupted  the  prefect,  •*  you  mean  kindly. 
But  do  not,  do  not  tempt  me.  By  the  Count's  side  I  have  fought 
for  thirty  years,  and  by  his  side  I  will  die,  as  I  deserve." 

"  Victorius  !  Victoria  I "  cried  Raphael ;  "  help  me  I  Your 
father,"  he  went  on,  as  they  came  out  from  the  tent,  "  is  still  de- 
cided on  losing  his  own  head,  and  throwing  away  ours,  by  going 
to  Carthage." 

"  For  my  sake  —  for  our  sakes  —  fiither  I "  cried  Victoria, 
clinging  to  him. 

^And  for  my  sake,  also,  most  excellent  sir,"  said  Bapbadi 
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muling  quietly.  "  I  hxve  no  wish  to  be  so  uucourteons  as  to 
urge  foij  help  which  I  may  have  seemed  to  afford  yon.  But  I 
hope  that  you  will  recollect  that  I  have  a  life  to  lose,  and  that  it 
is  hardly  fair  of  you  to  imperil  it,  as  you  intend  to  do.  If  you 
could  help  or  save  Ueraclian,  I  should  be  dumb  at  oDce.  But 
now,  for  a  mere  point  of  honor,  to  destroy  fifty  good  aoUiers, 
who  know  not  their  right  hands  from  their  left  —  Shall  I  ask 
their  opinion  ? " 

"  Will  you  raise  a  mutiny  against  me,  sir  F "  asked  the  old 
man,  sternly. 

"  Why  not  mutiny  against  Philip  drunk,  in  behalf  of  Philip 
Bober?     But  really,  I  will  obey  you  ....  only  you  must  obey 

ns What  is  Hesiod's  definition  of  the  man  who  will  neither 

counsel  himself  nor  be  cotmselled  by  his  friends  ?  . . . .  Hare 
you  no  trusty  acquaintances  in  Cyrenaica,  for  instance  ?" 

The  prefect  was  silent. 

"  0,  bear  ns,  my  fitther !  Wby  not  go  to  Enodios  ?  He  u 
your  old  comrade,  —  a  well-wisher,  too,  to  this  ....  this  expe- 
dition  And  recollect,  Augustine  must  be  there  now.     He 

was  about  to  sail  for  Berenice,  in  order  to  consult  Synesius  and 
the  Pentapolitan  bishops,  when  we  left  Carthage." 

And  at  the  name  of  Angus^ne  the  old  man  paused. 

"  AugusUne  will  be  there  ;  true.  And  this  our  friend  mnst 
meet  him.  And  thus  at  least  I  should  have  his  advice.  If  he 
thinks  it  my  duty  to  return  to  Carthage,  I  can  but  do  so,  after 
all.     But  the  soldiers  7  " 

"  Excellent  sir,"  said  Raphael,  "  Synesius  and  the  Pentapoli- 
tan  landlords  —  who  can  hardly  call  their  hves  their  own,  thanks 
to  the  Moors  —  will  be  glad  enough  to  feed  and  pay  them,  or 
any  other  brave  fellows  with  arms  in  their  hands,  at  this  momenL 
And  my  friend  Viclorius,  here,  will  enjoy,  I  do  not  doubt,  a  little 
wild  campaigning  against  marauding  blackamoors." 

The  old  man  bowed  silently.     The  battle  was  won. 

Tbe  young  tribune,  who  had  been  watching  his  Other's  face 
with  the  most  intense  anxiety,  caught  at  the  gesture,  and,  hurry- 
ing forward,  announced  the  change  of  plan  to  the  soldiery,    li 
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was  greeted  with  a  shout  of  joy,  and  in  another  five  minutes  the 
sails  were  about,  the  rudders  shifted,  and  the  ship  on  her  waj 
toward  the  western  point  of  Sicily,  before  a  steady  northwest 
breeze. 

"  Ah  ! "  cried  Victoria,  delighted.  ^  And  now  you  will  see 
Augustine !     You  must  promise  me  to  talk  to  him  1  ** 

^  This,  at  least,  I  will  promise,  that  whatsoever  the  great 
sophist  shall  be  pleased  to  say  shall  meet  with  a  patient  hearing 
from  a  brother  sophist.  Do  not  be  angry  at  the  term.  Recol- 
lect that  I  am  somewhat  tired,  like  my  ancestor  Solomon,  of  wis- 
dom and  wise  men,  having  found  it  only  too  like  madness  and 
folly.  And 'you  cannot  surely  expect  me  to  believe  in  man, 
while  I  do  not  yet  believe  in  God  ?  " 

Victoria  sighed.  "  I  will  not  believe  you.  Why  always  pre- 
tend to  be  worse  than  you  are  ?  " 

^  That  kind  souls  like  you  may  be  spared  the  pain  of  finding 

me  worse  than  I  seem There,  let  us  say  no  more ;  except 

that  I  heartily  wish  that  you  would  hate  me  ! " 

<*  Shall  I  try?" 

"  That  must  be  my  work,  I  fear,  not  yours.  However,  I  shall 
give  you  good  cause  enough  before  long,  doubt  it  not" 

Victoria  sighed  again,  and  retired  into  the  tent  to  nurse  the 
sick. 

'<  And  now,  sir,"  said  the  prefect,  turning  to  Raphael  and  his 
son,  '<  do  not  mistake  me.  I  may  have  been  weak,  as  worn-out 
and  hopeless  men  are  wont  to  be ;  but  do  not  think  of  me  as 
one  who  has  yielded  to  adversity  in  fear  for  his  own  safety.  As 
God  hears  me,  I  desire  nothing  better  than  to  die ;  and  I  only 
turn  out  of  my  course  on  the  understanding  that,  if  Augustine 
so  advise,  my  children  hold  me  free  to  return  to  Carthage  and 
meet  my  fate.  All  I  pray  for  is,  that  my  life  may  be  spared 
until  I  can  place  my  dear  child  in  the  safe  shelter  of  a  nunnery." 

"  A  nunnery  ?  " 

"  Yes,  indeed ;  I  have  intended,  ever  since  her  birth,  to  dedi- 
cate her  to  the  service  of  God.  And  in  such  times  as  these, 
what  better  lot  for  a  defenceless  girl  ?  " 
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"  Pardon  me !  "  seiA  Raphael ;  "  but  I  am  too  dull  to  compre- 
hend what  benefit  or  pleasure  your  Deity  will  derive  from  the 
celibacy  of  your  daughter, ....  Exeept,  indeed,  on  one  Buppo- 
eition,  which,  as  I  have  some  faint  remnants  of  reverence  and 
decency  reawakening  in  me  just  now,  I  must  leave  to  be  uttered 
only  by  the  pure  lips  of  sexless  priests." 

"  You  forget,  sir,  that  you  are  speaking  to  a  Christian." 

"  I  assure  you,  no  !  I  had  certainly  been  forgetting  it  till  the 
last  tn-o  minutes,  in  your  very  pleasant  and  rational  society- 
There  is  no  danger  henceforth  of  my  making  eg  silly  a  mistake." 

"  Sir  I  "  said  the  prefect,  reddening  at  the  undbguised  con- 
tempt of  Raphael's  manner. . . . .  "  When  you  know  a  httle  more 
of  St.  Paul's  Epistles,  you  will  cease  to  insult  the  opinions  and 
feelings  of  those  who  obey  them,  by  sacrificing  their  most  pre- 
douB  treasures  to  God." 

"  O,  it  is  Paul  of  Tarsus,  then,  who  gives  you  the  advice  ?  I 
thank  jou  for  informing  me  of  the  fact ;  for  it  will  save  me  the 
trouble  of  any  future  study  of  his  works.  Allow  me,  therefore, 
to  return  by  your  hands  this  manuscript  of  his,  with  many 
thanks  from  me  to  that  daughter  of  yours,  by  whose  perpetual 
imprisonment  yon  intend  to  give  pleasure  to  your  Deity.  Hence- 
forth, the  less  communication  which  passes  between  me  and  any 
member  of  your  family,  the  better."     And  he  turned  away. 

"  Bui,  my  dear  sir  !  "  said  the  honest  soldier,  really  chagrined, 
"  you  must  not !  —  we  owe  you  too  much,  and  love  you  too  well, 
to  part  thus  for  the  caprice  of  a  moment.  If  any  word  of  mine 
has  offended  you,  forget  it,  and  forgive  mo,  I  beseech  you  ! "  and 
he  caught  both  Raphael's  hands  in  his  own. 

"  My  very  dear  sir,"  answered  the  Jew,  quietly,  "  let  mc  ask 
the  same  forgiveness  of  you  j  and  believe  me,  for  the  sake  of 
past  pleasant  passages,  I  shall  not  forget  my  promise  about  the 

morlgage But  —  here  we  must  pari.     To  tell  you    the 

truth,  I  half  an  hour  ago  was  fearfully  near  becoming  neither 
more  nor  less  than  a  Cbristian.  I  had  actually  deluded  mj'self 
into  the  fancy  that  the  Deity  of  the  Galileans  might  be,  after 
all,  the  God  of  our  old  forefathers.  —  of  Adam  and  Eve,  of 
22 
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Abraham  and  David,  and  of  the  rest  who  believed  that  children 
and  the  fruit  of  the  womb  were  an  heritage  and  gifl  which  Com- 
eth of  the  Lord, —  and  that  Paul  was  right  —  actually  right  — 
in  his  theory  that  the  Church  was  the  development  and  fulfil- 
ment of  our  old  national  polity I  must  thank  you  for  open- 
ing my  eyes  to  a  mistake  which,  had  I  not  been  besotted  for  the 
moment,  every  monk  and  nun  would  have  contradicted  by  the 
mere  fact  of  their  existence,  and  reserve  my  nascent  faith  for 
some  Deity  who  takes  no  delight  in  seeing  his  creatures  stultify 
the  primary  laws  of  their  being.     Farewell  I " 

And  while  the  prefect  stood  petrified  with  astonishment,  he 
retired  to  the  further  extremity  of  the  deck,  muttering  to  him- 
self, — 

'^  Did  I  not  know,  all  along,  that  this  gleam  was  too  sudden 
and  too  bright  to  last  ?  Did  I  not  know  that  he,  toOy  would 
prove  himself,  like  all  the  rest  —  an  ass  ?  ... .  Fool !  to  have 
looked  for  common  sense  on  such  an  earth  as  this ! . . .  •  Back 
to  chaos  again,  Raphael  Aben-Ezra,  and  spin  ropes  of  sand  to 
the  end  of  the  farce  I  " 

And,  mixing  with  the  soldiers,  he  exchanged  no  word  with 
the  prefect  and  his  children,  till  they  reached  the  port  of  Bere- 
nice ;  and  then,  putting  the  necklace  into  Victoria's  hands,  van- 
ished among  the  crowds  upon  the  quay,  no  one  knew  whither. 


CHAPTER    XVIII. 


THE    TREFFXT    TESTED. 


When  we  lost  sight  of  Philamraon,  liis  destiny  had  hurled 
liim  once  more  among  his  old  friends  the  Goths,  in  search  of 
two  important  elements  of  human  comfort,  freedom  and  a  sister. 
The  former  he  found  at  once,  in  a  large  hall  where  sundry  Goths 
were  lounging  and  toping,  into  the  nearest  corner  of  which  he 
shrank,  and  stood,  his  late  terror  and  rage  forgotten  altogether 
m  the  one  new  and  absorbing  thouglit,  —  His  sister  might  be  in 
that  house !  .  .  .  .  and  yielding  to  so  sweet  a  dream,  he  began 
fancying  to  himself  which  of  all  those  gay  maidens  she  might  be 
who  had  become  in  one  moment  more  dear,  more  great  to  him, 
than  all  things  else  in  heaven  or  earth.  That  fair-haired, 
rounded  Italian?  That  fierce,  luscious,  aquiline-faced  Jewess? 
That  delicate,  swart,  sidelong-eyed  Copt  ?  No !  Slie  was 
Athenian,  like  himself.  That  tall,  lazy  Greek  girl,  then,  from 
beneath  whose  sleepy  lids  flashed,  once  an  hour,  sudden  light- 
nings, revealing  depths  of  thought  and  fecHng  uncultivated, 
perhaps  even  unsuspected,  by  their  possessor?  Her?  —  Or 
that,  her  seeming  sister  ?  Or  the  next  ?  ....  Or  —  Was  it 
Pelagia  herself,  most  beautiful  and  most  sinful  of  them  all  ? 
Fearful  thought !  He  blushed  scarlet  at  the  bare  imagination  : 
yet  why,  in  his  secret  heart,  was  that  the  most  pleasant  hypothe- 
sis of  them  all  ?  And  suddenly  flashed  across  him  that  observa- 
tion of  one  of  the  girls  on  board  the  boat,  on  his  likeness  to  Pe- 
lagia. Strange,  that  he  had  never  recollected  it  before  !  It  must 
be  80 !     And  vet  on  what  a  slender  thread,  woven  of  scattered 


256  HYrATIA. 

he  would  wait;  he  would  have  patience.      Patience,  with  a 
sister  yet  unfound,  perhaps  perishing  ?    Impossible ! 

Suddenly  the  train  of  his  thoughts  was  changed  perforce  :  — 

"  Come !  come  and  see  I  There  's  a  fight  in  the  streets," 
called  one  of  the  damsels,  down  the  stairs,  at  the  highest  pitch 
of  her  voice. 

"  I  sha'n*t  go,"  yawned  a  huge  fellow,  who  was  lying  on  his 
back  on  a  sofa. 

"  O,  come  up,  my  hero,"  said  one  of  the  girls.  "  Sach  a 
charming  riot,  and  the  prefect  himself  in  the  middle  of  it !  We 
have  not  had  such  a  one  in  the  street  this  month." 

"  The  princes  wont  let  me  knock  any  of  these  donkey-riders 
on  the  head,  and  seeing  other  people  do  it  only  makes  me 
envious.  Give  me  the  wine-jug,  —  curse  the  girl !  she  *b  run 
up  stairs ! " 

The  shouting  and  trampling  came  nearer;  and  in  another 
minute  Wulf  came  rapidly  down  stairs,  through  the  hall  into 
the  harem-court,  and  into  the  presence  of  the  Amal. 

^^  Prince,  here  is  a  chance  for  us.  These  rascally  Greeks  are 
murdering  their  prefect  under  our  very  windows." 

"  Tiie  lying  cur !  Sen-e  liim  right  for  cheating  us.  He 
has  plenty  of  guards.  Why  can't  the  fool  take  care  of  him- 
self ?  " 

"  They  have  all  run  away,  and  I  saw  some  of  them  hiding 
among  the  mob.  As  I  live,  the  man  will  be  killed  in  five 
muiutes  more." 

"  Why  not  ?  " 

"  AVliy  should  he,  when  we  can  save  him  and  win  his  favor 
for  ever  ?  The  men's  fingers  are  itching  for  a  fight ;  it 's  a  bad 
plan  not  to  give  hounds  blood  now  and  then,  or  they  lose  the 
knack  of  hunting." 

"  Well,  it  would  n't  take  five  minutes." 

^^  And  heroes  should  show  that  they  can  forgive  when  an 
enemy  is  in  distress." 

^^  Very  true  !  Like  an  Amal  too ! "  And  the  Amal  sprang 
up  and  shouted  to  his  men  to  follow  him. 
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"  Good  by,  my  pretty  one.  Why,  Wulf,"  cried  he,  as  he 
bnrst  out  into  the  court,  "  here  's  our  monk  again  I  Sy  Odin, 
you  're  welcome,  my  handsome  boy !  Come  along  and  Sght 
too,  yoong  fellow ;  what  were  those  arms  given  you  for  ?  " 

"  He  is  my  man,"  said  Wulf,  laying  his  hand  on  Philam- 
mon's  shoulder,  "  and  blood  he  shall  taste."  And  out  the  three 
hurried,  Fhilammon,  in  his  present  reckless  mood,  ready  for 
anything.   , 

"Bring  your  whips.  Kever  mind  swords.  Those  rascals 
are  not  worth  it,"  shouted  the  Amal,  as  he  hurried  down  the 
passage  brandishing  his  heavy  thong,  some  ten  feet  in  length, 
threw  the  gate  open,  and  the  next  moment  recoiled  from  a 
dense  crush  of  people  who  suited  in, — and  surged  out  again 
as  rapidly,  as  the  Gioth,  with  the  combined  force  of  bis  weight 
and  arm,  hewed  his  way  straight  through  them,  felling  a 
wretch  at  every  blow,  and  fallowed  up  by  bis  terrible  com- 
panions. 

They  were  but  just  in  dme.  The  four  white  blood-horses 
were  plun^g  and  rolling  over  each  other,  and  Orestes  reeling 
in  his  chariot  with  a  stream  of  blood  running  down  his  &ce,  and 
the  hands  of  twenty  wild  monks  clutching  at  him.  "Monks 
i^^in ! "  thought  Fhilammon ;  and  as  he  saw  among  them 
more  than  one  hateful  face,  which  be  recollected  in  Cyril's 
court-yard  on  that  fatal  night,  a  flush  of  fierce  revenge  ran 
through  him. 

"  Mercy  !  "  shrieked  the  miserable  prefect,  —  "I  am  a  Chris- 
tian !  I  swear  that  I  am  a  Christian  I  The  Bishop  Atticus 
baptized  me  at  Constantinople  I  " 

"  Down  with  the  butcher !  down  with  tlie  heathen  tyrant, 
who  refuses  the  adjuration  on  the  Gospels  rather  than  he  rec- 
onciled to  the  patriarch !  Tear  him  out  of  the  chariot  1 "  yelled 
the  monks. 

"  The  craven  hound  I "  said  the  Amal,  stopping  short,  "  1 

wont  help  him  !  "     But  in  an  inslant  Wulf  rushed  forward,  and 

struck  right  and  left;   the  monks  recoiled,  and  Fhilammon, 

burning  to  prevent  so  shameful  a  scandal  to  the  faith  to  which 

22  • 
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he  still  clung  convulsivelj,  sprung  into  the  chariot  and  caught 
Orestes  in  his  arms. 

"You  are  safe,  my  lord;  don't  stniggle,"  whispered  he, 
while  the  monks  flew  on  him.  A  stone  or  two  struck  him,  hot 
they  only  quickened  his  determination,  and  in  another  moment 
the  whistling  of  the  whips  round  his  head,  and  the  yell  and 
backward  rush  of  the  monks  told  him  that  he  was  safe.  He 
carried  his  burden  safely  within  the  doorway  of  Pela^'s  house, 
into  the  crowd  of  peeping  and  shrieking  damsels,  where  twen- 
ty pair  of  the  prettiest  hands  in  Alexandria  seized  on  him,  and 
drew  him  into  the  court. 

"  Like  a  second  Hylas,  carried  off  by  the  nymphs ! "  sim- 
pered he,  as  he  vanished  into  the  harem,  to  reappear  in  five 
minutes,  his  head  bound  up  with  silk  handkerchief,  and  with  as 
much  of  his  usual  impudence  as  he  could  muster. 

"Your  excellency,  —  heroes  all, — I  am  your  devoted  slave. 
....  I  owe  you  life  itself ;  and  more,  the  valor  of  your  succor 
is  only  surpassed  by  the  deliciousness  of  your  cure.  I  Would 
gladly  undergo  a  second  wound  to  enjoy  a  second  time  the  ser- 
vices of  such  hands,  and  to  see  such  feet  busying  themselves 
on  my  behalf." 

"You  would  n't  have  said  that  five  minutes  ago,"  quoth 
the  Amal,  looking  at  him  very  much  as  a  bear  might  at  a 
monkey. 

"  Never  mind  the  hands  and  feet,  old  fellow,  they  are  none  of 
yours  ! "  bluntly  observed  a  voice  from  behind,  probably  Smid*s, 
and  a  laugh  ensued. 

"  My  saviours,  my  brothers ! "  said  Orestes,  politely  ignoring 
the  laughter.  "  How  can  I  repay  you  ?  Is  there  anything  in 
which  my  oflicc  here  enables  me — I  will  not  say  to  reward,  for 
that  would  be  a  term  beneath  your  dignity  as  free  barbarians  — 
but  to  gratify  you  ?  " 

"  Give  us  three  days'  pillage  of  the  quarter ! "  shouted  some 
one. 

"  Ah,  true  valor  is  apt  to  underrate  obstacles ;   you  foi^ 
your  small  numbers." 


"  You  \vlll  jiardun  inc.  my  IktoIc  friends,"  said  Ore.-tc?,  ''  but, 
with  your  kind  jx  rnii,->i<)n,  I  will  ubscrve  that  I  am  somcwliat 
faint  and  disturhcMl  l)y  late  occurrences.  To  trespass  on  your 
hospitality  further  would  be  an  impertinence.  If,  thereibre,  I 
might  send  »i  slave  to  find  some  of  my  apparitors " 

*' No,  by  all  the  gods!"  roared  the  Amal ;  ''you're  my 
giiest,  now,  —  my  lady's  at  least.  And  no  one  ever  went  out 
of  my  house  sober  yet  if  I  could  help  it.  Set  the  cooks  to  work, 
my  men  !  The  prefect  shall  feast  with  us  like  an  emperor,  and 
we  '11  send  him  home  to-night  as  drunk  as  he  can  wish.  Come 
along,  your  excellency ;  we  're  rough  fellows,  we  Gotlis ; 
but  by  the  \^alkyrs,  no  one  can  say  that  Ave  neglect  our 
guests  !  " 

**  It  is  a  sweet  compulsion,"  said  Orestes,  as  he  went  in. 

"  Stop,  by  the  by  !     Did  n't  one  of  you  men  catch  a  monk  ?  " 

**  Here  he  is,  prince,  with  his  elbows  safe  behind  him."  And 
a  tall,  haggard,  halt-naked  monk  was  dragged  Ibrward. 

'•Capital!  bring  him  in.  His  excellency  shall  judge  him 
while  dinner  's  cooking,  and  Smid  shall  have  the  hanging  of 
him.  He  hurt  nobody  in  the  scullle;  he  was  thinking  of  his 
dinner." 

"  Some  rascal  bit  a  piece  out  of  my  leg,  and  I  tumble<l  down," 
grumbled  Smid. 
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'•  Well,  pay  out  this  fellow  for  it,  then.  Bring  a  chair,  slaves ! 
Here,  your  liiirhness.  sit  there  and  judge." 

"  Two  rhair^ !  *'  said  some  one ;  "  the  Amal  sha'n't  stand, 
l.M.^rorc  til'.'  '  ni}»erur  himself." 

*•  Bv  all  means,  mv  dear  friends.  The  Amal  and  I  will  act 
as  the  two  C'vVsars.  with  divided  empire.  I  presume  we  shall 
have  little  ditlerence  of  opinion  as  to  the  hanging  of  this  worthy." 

*•  Hanging  's  too  quick  for  him." 

*•  Just  what  I  was  about  to  remark;  —  there  are  certain 
judicial  formalities,  considered  generally  to  be  conducive  to  the 
stability,  if  not  necessary  to  the  existence,  of  the  Roman  em- 


THE  PBEFEGT  TESTED.  261 

second  Dioclesian,  —  I  hurled  the  stone,  —  I,  Ammonius. 
Would  to  heaven  that  it  had  smitten  thee  through,  thou  Sisera, 
like  the  nail  of  Jael  the  Kenite ! " 

"  Thanks,  my  friend.  Heroes,  you  have  a  cellar  for  monks 
as  well  as  for  wine  ?  I  will  trouble  you  with  this  hero's  psalm- 
singing  to-night,  and  send  my  apparitors  for  him  in  the  morning." 

"  If  he  begins  howling  when  we  are  in  bed,  your  men  wont 
find  much  of  him  left  in  the  morning,"  said  the  AmaL  "  But 
here  come  the  slaves,  announcing  dinner." 

"  Stay,"  said  Orestes ;  "  there  is  one  more  with  whom  I  have 
an  account  to  settle,  —  that  young  philosopher  there." 

"  Oh,  he  is  coming  in,  too.  He  never  was  drunk  in  his  life, 
I  '11  warrant,  poor  fellow,  and  it  's  high  time  for  him  to  begin." 
And  the  Amal  laid  a  good-natured  bear's  paw  on  Philammon's 
shoulder,  who  hung  back  in  perplexity,  and  cast  a  piteous  look 
towards  Wulf. 

Wulf  answered  it  by  a  shake  of  the  head,  which  gave  Phi- 
lammon  courage  to  stammer  out  a  courteous  refusal.  The  Amal 
swore  an  oath  at  him  which  made  the  cloister  ring  again,  and, 
with  a  quiet  shove  of  his  heavy  hand,  sent  him  staggering  half 
across  the  court ;  but  Wulf  interposed. 

^'  The  boy  is  mine,  prince.  He  is  no  drunkard,  and  I  will 
not  let  him  become  one.  Would  to  heaven,"  added  he,  under 
his  breath,  "  that  I  could  say  the  same  to  some  others.  Send 
us  out  our  supper  here,  when  you  are  done.  Half  a  sheep  or 
so  will  do  between  us ;  and  enough  of  the  strongest  to  wash  it 
down  with.     Smid  knows  my  quantity." 

**  Why  in  heaven's  name  are  you  not  coming  in  ?  " 

"  That  mob  will  be  trying  to  burst  the  gates  again  before  two 
hours  are  out ;  and  as  some  one  must  stand  sentry,  it  may  as 
well  be  a  man  who  will  not  have  his  ears  stopped  up  by  wine 
and  women's  kisses.     The  boy  will  stay  with  me." 

So  the  party  went  in,  leaving  Wulf  and  Philammon  alone  in 
the  outer  hall. 

There  the  two  sat  for  some  half-hour,  casting  stealthy  glances 
at  each  other,  and  wondering,  perhaps,  each  of  them  vainly 
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enough,  what  was  going  on  in  the  opposite  brain.  PhilamTnon, 
though  his  heart  was  full  of  his  sister,  could  not  help  noticing 
the  air  of  deep  sadness  which  hung  about  the  scarred  and 
weather-beaten  features  of  the  old  warrior.  The  grimness 
which  he  had  remarked  on  their  first  meeting  seemed  to  be  now 
changed  into  a  settled  melancholy.  The  furrows  round  his 
mouth  and  eyes  had  become  deeper  and  sharper.  Some  per- 
petual indignation  seemed  smouldering  in  the  knitted  brow  and 
protruding  upper  lip.  He  sat  there  silent  and  motionless  for 
some  half-hour,  his  chin  resting  on  his  hands,  and  they  again 
upon  the  but  of  his  axe,  apparently  in  deep  thought,  and  listen- 
ing with  a  silent  sneer  at  the  clinking  of  glasses  and  dishes 
within. 

Philammon  felt  too  much  respect,  both  for  his  age  and  his 
stately  sadness,  to  break  the  silence.  At  last  some  louder  burst 
of  merriment  than  usual  aroused  him. 

"  What  do  you  call  that  ?  "  said  he,  speaking  in  Greek. 

"  Folly  and  vanity." 

"And  what  does  she  there,  —  the  Alruna,  —  the  prophet- 
woman,  call  it  ?  " 

"  Whom  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  Why,  the  Greek  woman  whom  we  went  to  hear  talk  this 
morning  ?  " 

"  Folly  and  vanity." 

"  Why  can't  she  cure  that  Roman  hair-dresser  there  of  it, 
then  ?  " 

Philammon  was  silent,  —  "  Why  not,  indeed ! " 

"  Do  you  think  she  could  cure  any  one  of  it  ?  " 

«  Of  what  ?  " 

"  Of  getting  drunk,  and  wasting  their  strength  and  their 
fame,  and  their  hard-won  treasures,  upon  eating  and  drinking^ 
and  fine  clothes,  and  bad  women." 

"  She  is  most  pure  herself,  and  she  preaches  purity  to  all  who 
hear  her." 

"  Curse  preaching.     I  have  preached  for  these  four  months." 

"  Perhaps  she  may  have  some  more  winning  arguments,  — > 
perhaps " 
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a  phenomenon  to  be  wondered  at,  but  an  instminent  to  be  used. 
The  broken  hints  wliich  he  had  just  given  of  discontent  with 
Pelagia's  presence  inspired  the  boy  with  sudden  hope,  and  cau- 
tiously he  began  to  hint  at  the  existence  of  persons  who  would 
be  ghid  to  remove  her.  Wulf  caught  at  the  notion,  and  replied 
to  it  with  searching  questions,  till  Philanunon,  finding  plain 
speaking  the  better  part  of  cunning,  told  him  openly  the  whole 
events  of  the  morning,  and  the  mystery  which  Arsenins  had 
half  revealed ;  and  then  shuddered  with  mingled  joy  and  horror 
as  Wulf,  after  ruminating  over  the  matter  for  a  weary  five  min- 
utes, made  answer,  — 

"  And  what  if  Pelagia  herself  were  your  sister  ?  " 

Philammon  was  bursting  forth  in  some  passionate  answer, 
when  the  old  man  stopped  him,  and  went  on  slowly,  looking  him 
through  and  through,  — 

"  Because,  when  a  penniless  young  monk  claims  kin  with  a 
woman  who  is  drinking  out  of  the  wine-cups  of  the  Caasars,  and 
filling  a  place  for  a  share  of  which  kings'  daughters  have  been 
thankful,  —  and  will  be  again  before  long, — why,  then,  thoagh  an 
old  man  may  be  too  good-natured  to  call  it  all  a  lie  at  first  sights 
he  cxin't  help  supposing  that  the  young  monk  has  an  eye  to  his 
own  personal  profit,  eh  ?  " 

"  My  profit  ?  "  cried  poor  Philammon,  starting  up.  "  Good 
God !  what  object  on  earth  can  I  have,  but  to  rescue  her  from 
this  infamy,  to  purity  and  holiness  ?  *' 

lie  had  touched  the  wrong  chord. 

"  Infamy  ?  you  accursed  Egyptian  slave  ! "  cried  the  prince, 
starting  up  in  his  turn,  red  with  passion,  and  clutching  at  the 
whip  which  hung  over  his  head.  "  Infamy  ?  As  if  she,  and 
you  too,  ought  not  to  consider  yourselves  blest  in  her  being  al- 
lowed to  wash  the  feet  of  an  Amal ! " 

"  O,  forgive  me  ! "  said  Philammon,  terrified  at  the  fruits  of 
his  own  clumsiness.  "  But  you  forget,  —  you  forget,  she  is  not 
married  to  him  ! " 

"  Married  to  him  ?  A  freedwoman  ?  No ;  thank  Freya  I  he 
has  not  fallen  as  low  as  that,  at  least ;  and  never  shall,  if  I  kill 
the  witch  with  my  own  hands.     A  freedwoman  I " 
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'•  CoiiK',  comr;'  said  the  testy  warrior,  softened  at  once. 
"  Woman's  tears  don't  matter ;  but  someliow  I  never  eould  bear 
to  make  a  man  cry.  When  you  are  cool,  and  have  learnt  common 
courtesy,  we  '11  talk  more  about  all  this.  So  !  Hush  ;  enough  is 
enough.     Here  comes  the  supper,  and  I  am  as  hungry  as  Loke." 

And  he  commenced  devouring,  like  his  namesake,  "  the  gray 
beast  of  the  wood,"  and  forcing,  in  his  rough,  hosj)itable  way, 
Philammon  to  devour  also,  much  against  his  will  and  stomach. 

**  There.  I  feel  happier  now  !  "  quoth  Wulf,  at  last.  **  There 
is  nothing  to  be  done  in  this  accursed  place  but  to  eat.  I  get  no 
fighting,  no  hunting.  I  hate  women  iis  they  hate  me.  I  don't 
know  anything,  indeed,  that  I  don't  hate,  except  eating  and  sing- 
ing. And  now,  what  with  those  girls'  vile,  unmanly  harps  and 
llutes,  no  one  cares  to  listen  to  a  true,  rattling  war-song.  There 
they  are  at  it  now,  ^vith  their  catterwauling,  squealing  all  to- 
gether like  a  set  of  starlings  on  a  foggy  morning !  We  '11  have 
a  song,  too,  to  drown  the  noise."  And  he  burst  out  with  a  wild, 
rich  melody,  acting,  in  uncouth  gestures  and  a  suppressed  tone 
of  voice,  the  scene  which  the  words  described  :  — 

"  An  elk  looked  out  of  the  pine  forest ; 
He  snuffed  up  east,  he  snuffed  down  west, 

Stealthy  and  still. 

*'  His  mane  and  his  homs  were  heavy  with  snow  ; 
I  laid  my  arrow  across  my  bow, 

Stealthy  and  still." 

And  then,  quickening  his  voice,  as  his  whole  face  blazed  up  into 
fierce  excitement,  — 
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**  I  sprang  at  his  throat  like  a  wolf  of  the  wood, 
And  I  wanned  mj  hands  in  the  smoking  blood, 

Harrah!** 

And,  with  a  shout  that  echoed  and  rang  from  wall  to  wall,  and 
pealed  away  above  the  roofs,  he  leapt  to  his  feet  with  a  gestare 
and  look  of  savage  frenzj  which  made  Philammon  recolL  Bot 
the  passion  was  gone  in  an  instant,  and  Wolf  sat  down  again, 
chuckling  to  himself,  — 

'*  There,  that  is  something  like  a  warrior's  song.  That  makes 
the  old  blood  spin  along  again  I  But  this  debauching  furnace 
of  a  climate  !  —  no  man  can  keep  his  muscle,  or  his  courage,  or 
his  money,  or  anything  else  in  it.  May  the  gods  curse  the  day 
when  first  I  saw  it !  " 

Philammon  said  nothing,  but  sat  utterly  aghast  at  an  outbreak 
so  unlike  WulTs  usual  caustic  reserve  and  stately  self-restraint, 
and  shuddering  at  the  thought  that  it  might  be  an  instance  of 
that  demoniac  possession  to  which  these  barbarians  were  sup- 
posed by  Christians  and  by  Neo-Platonists  to  be  peculiarly  sub- 
ject But  the  horror  was  not  yet  at  its  height ;  for  in  another 
minute  the  doors  of  the  women's  court  flew  open,  and,  attracted 
by  WulPs  shout,  out  poured  the  whole  Bacchanalian  crew,  with 
Orestes,  crowned  with  flowers,  and  led  by  the  Amal  and  Pela- 
gia,  reeling  in  the  midst,  wine-cup  in  hand. 

"  There  is  my  philosopher,  my  preserver,  my  patron  aaint  I  * 
hiccuped  he.  '^  Bring  him  to  my  arms,  that  I  may  encircle  his 
lovely  neck  with  pearls  of  India  and  barbaric  gold ! " 

"  For  God's  sake,  let  me  escape,  whispered  he  to  Wulf,  as  the 
rout  rushed  upon  him.  Wulf  opened  the  door  in  an  instant, 
and  he  dashed  through  it.  As  he  went,  the  old  man  held  out 
his  hand, — 

^  Come  and  see  me  again,  boy  I  Me  only.  The  old  warrior 
will  not  hurt  you  !  " 

There  was  a  kindly  tone  in  the  voice,  a  kindly  light  in  the 
eye,  which  made  Philammon  promise  to  obey.  He  glanced  one 
look  back  through  the  gateway  as  he  fled,  and  just  saw  a  wild 
whirl  of  Goths  and  girls,  spinning  madly  round  the  court  in  the 
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world-old  Teutonic  waltz,  while,  high  above  their  heads,  in  the 
uplifted  arms  of  the  mighty  Amal,  was  tossing  the  beautifal  fig- 
ure of  Pelagia,  tearing  the  garland  from  her  floating  hair  to 
pelt  the  dancers  with  its  roses.  And  that  might  be  his  sister  I 
He  hid  his  face  and  fled,  and  the  gate  shut  out  the  revellers 
from  his  eyes ;  and  it  is  high  time  that  it  should  shut  them  out 
from  ours  also. 

Some  four  hours  more  had  past  The  revellers  were  sleeping 
off  their  wine,  and  the  moon  shining  bright  and  cold  across  the 
court,  when  Wulf  came  out,  carrying  a  heavy  jar  of  wine,  fol- 
lowed by  Smid,  a  goblet  in  each  hand. 

'<  Here,  comrade,  out  into  the  middle  to  catch  a  breath  of  night 
air.    Are  all  the  fools  asleep  ?  " 

^  Every  mother's  son  of  them.  Ah  I  this  is  refreshing  after 
that  room.  What  a  pity  it  is  that  all  men  are  not  bom  with 
heads  like  ours ! " 

^  Very  sad,  indeed,"  said  Wulf,  filling  his  goblet. 

"  What  a  quantity  of  pleasure  they  lose  in  this  life !  There 
they  are,  snoring  like  hogs.  Now  you  and  I  are  good  to  finish 
this  jar,  at  least." 

^^  And  another  after  it,  if  our  talk  is  not  over  by  that  time." 

"  Why,  are  you  going  to  hold  a  council  of  war  ?  " 

^  That  is  as  you  take  it  Now,  look  here,  Smid.  Whomso- 
ever I  cannot  trust,  I  suppose  I  may  trust  you,  eh?" 

"  Well ! "  quoth  Smid,  surlily,  putting  down  his  goblet,  "  that 
is  a  strange  question  to  ask  of  a  man  who  has  marched,  and 
hungered,  and  plundered,  and  conquered,  and  been  well  beaten 
by  your  side  for  five-and-twenty  years,  through  all  lands  between 
the  Wesel  and  Alexandria  I " 

"  I  am  growing  old,  I  suppose,  and  so  I  suspect  every  one. 
But  hearken  to  me,  for  between  wine  and  ill-temper,  out  it  must 
come.    You  saw  that  Alruna  woman  ?  " 

"  Of  course." 

«  Well  ?  " 

"Well?" 

^Why,  did  not  yon  think  she  would  make  a  wife  for  any 
man?" 
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<*Well?'* 

"  And  why  not  for  our  Amal  ?  ** 

^  That 's  his  concern  as  well  as  hers,  and  hers  as  well  as 


ours." 


^  She  ?  Ought  she  not  to  think  herself  only  too  much  hon- 
ored by  marrying  a  son  of  Odin  ?  Is  she  going  to  be  more 
dainty  than  Flacidia  ?  " 

<<  What  was  good  enough  for  an  emperor's  daughter  must  be 
good  enough  for  her.^ 

^<  Good  enough  ?  And  Adolf  only  a  Bait,  while  Amalrie  is  a 
full-blooded  Amal,  —  Odin's  son  by  both  sides  ?  " 

^  I  don't  know  whether  she  would  understand  that.^ 

"  Then  we  would  make  her.  Why  not  carry  her  <^  and 
marry  her  to  the  Amal  whether  she  chose  or  not?  She  would 
be  well  content  enough  with  him  in  a  week,  I  will  warrant.'* 

"  But  there  is  Pelagia  in  the  way." 

"  Put  her  out  of  the  way,  then." 

"  Impossible." 

^  It  was  this  morning ;  a  week  hence  it  may  not  be.  I  hetad 
a  promise  made  to-night  which  will  do  it,  if  there  be  the  spirit 
of  a  Goth  lefl  in  the  poor,  besotted  lad  whom  we  know  of." 

^^  O,  he  is  all  right  at  heart ;  never  fear  him.  But  what  was 
the  promise  ?  " 

"  I  will  not  tell  till  it  is  claimed.  I  will  not  be  the  man  to 
shame  my  own  nation  and  the  blood  of  the  gods.  But  if  that 
drunken  prefect  recollects  it,  —  why,  let  him  recollect  it  And 
what  is  more,  the  monk-boy  who  was  here  to-night ** 

^  Ah,  what  a  well-grown  lad  that  is  wasted  I " 

'<  More  than  suspects  —  and,  if  his  story  is  true,  I  more  than 
suspect  too  —  that  Pelagia  is  his  sister." 

«  His  sister !     But  what  of  that  ?  " 

"  He  wants,  of  course,  to  carry  her  off,  and  make  a  nun  of  her.* 

"  You  would  not  let  him  do  such  a  thing  to  the  poor  child  ?  " 

"  If  folks  get  in  my  way,  Smid,  they  must  go  down.  So  much 
the  woree  for  them :  but  old  Wulf  was  never  turned  back  yet 
by  man  or  beast,  and  he  will  not  be  now." 


'■  But  ilipv  snj  Iht  [iifH.'ct  means  to  marry  the  girl." 
"  lie?     Tliat  scented  ape?     She  would  not  be  such  .a  wretch ." 
"  Bui  he  ilocj  intenrl ;  and  she  intends  too.     It  b  tlie  tilk  of 
tlie  whole  town.     AVe  should  have  to  put  him  out  of  the  way 
first." 

"  Why  not  ?  Easy  cnougli,  and  a  good  riddance  for  Alexan- 
dria. Yet,  if  we  made  away  with  liim,  we  should  he  forced  to 
take  the  city,  (oo  ;  and  I  doubt  wlietlier  we  liuve  liands  enough 
for  thai." 

"The  finanli  might  join  us.  1  will  go  down  1o  the  barracks 
and  Iry  them,  if  you  choose,  t'l-mon'otv'.  I  an)  boon  cimipauioa 
witli  a  good  many  of  them  iilrea<ly.  I!ut,  aflur  all,  I'riiice 
Wuir.  — of  course  you  arc  always  right;  we  all  know  that,— 
but  what  's  the  use  of  marrying  this  Ilypatia  lo  the  Aiiiid?" 

'■  Use  ?  "  .=aid  Wulf,  smiling  down  his  goblet  on  the  pavement. 
"  U*e  ?  you  purbHnd  old  hamster-rat,  wlio  think  of  notliing 
but  fining  your  own  cheek -potzchcs !  —  To  give  him  a  wife 
worthy  of  a  hero,  as  lie  is,  in  spite  of  u.11, — a  wife  who  will 
make  liini  sober  insteiul  of  drunk,  wise  instead  of  a  fool,  daring 
instead  of  a  sluggard.  —  a  wile  who  can 
people  for  us,  and  give  us  a  hold  here,  vvhli 
us  see  who  will  break  it !  Why.  whh  lho,-i 
andria,  wc  might  he  raa^lers  ot'  Africa  in  tl; 
send  lo  Spain  for  the  Wendels,  to  move 
send  lip  the  Adriatic  fur  the  Lcmgheards,  If 
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**  And  I  will  see  the  boy  about  Pelagia 
plot  ! " 

And  the  two  old  iron-heads  drank  on,  till  th 
and  the  eastward  shadows  of  the  cloister  vanis 
of  dawn. 


CHAPTER   XIX. 

JETTS  AGAINST  CHBISTIAN8. 

The  little  porter,  afler  having  carried  Arsenius's  message  to 
Miriam,  had  run  back  in  search  of  Philammon  and  his  foster- 
father;  and  not  finding  them,  had  spent  the  evening  in  such 
frantic  rushings  to  and  fro  as  produced  great  doubts  of  his 
sanity  among  the  people  of  the  quarter.  At  last  hunger  sent 
him  home  to  supper ;  at  which  meal  he  tried  to  find  vent  for 
his  excited  feelings  in  his  favorite  employment  of  beating  his 
wife.  Whereon  Miriam's  two  Syrian  slave-girls,  attracted  by 
her  screams,  came  to  the  rescue,  threw  a  pail  of  water  over 
him,  and  turned  him  out  of  doors.  He,  nothing  discomfited, 
likened  himself  smilingly  to  Socrates  conquered  by  Xantippe ; 
and,  philosophically  yielding  to  circumstances,  hopped  about 
like  a  tame  magpie  for  a  couple  of  hours  at  the  entrance  of 
the  alley,  pouring  forth  a  stream  of  h'ght  raillery  on  the  pass- 
ers-by, which  several  times  endangered  his  personal  safety;  till 
at  last  Philammon,  hurrying  breathlessly  home,  rushed  into  his 
arms. 

"  Hush !  Hither  with  me !  Your  star  still  prospers.  She 
calls  for  you.** 

«  Who  ?  " 

"  Miriam  herself.  Be  secret  as  the  grave.  You  she  will  see 
and  speak  with.  The  message  of  Arsenius  she  rejected  in 
language  which  it  is  unnecessary  for  philosophic  lips  to  repeat. 
Come ;  but  give  her  good  words,  —  as  are  fit  to  an  enchantress 
who  can  stay  the  stars  in  their  courses,  and  command  the  spirits 
of  the  third  heaven." 
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Fhilammon  harried  home  with  Eudaemon.  Little  cared  he 
now  for  Hypatia's  wamiDg  against  Miriam. ....  Was  he  not  in 
search  of  a  sister  ? 

'^  So,  you  wretch,  you  are  back  again! "  cried  one  of  the  girls, 
as  they  knocked  at  the  outer  door  of  Miriam's  apartments. 
<<  What  do  you  mean  by  bringing  young  men  here  at  this  time 
of  night  ?  " 

^  Better  go  down  and  beg  pardon  of  that  poor  wife  of  yoors. 
She  has  been  weeping  and  praying  for  you  to  her  crucifix  aU 
the  evening,  you  ungrateful  Httle  ape ! " 

^  Female  superstitions, —  but  I  forgive  her. ....  Peace,  bar- 
barian women !  I  bring  this  youthful  philosopher  hither  bj 
your  mistress's  own  appointment'* 

'<  He  must  wait,  then,  in  the  anteroom.  There  is  a  gentle- 
man with  my  mistress  at  present." 

So  Fhilammon  waited  in  the  dark,  dingy  anteroom,  luxoii- 
ously  furnished  with  faded  tapestry,  and  divans  which  lined  the 
walls;  and  fretted  and  fidgeted,  while  the  two  girls  watched 
him  over  their  embroidery  out  of  the  comers  of  their  eyes,  and 
agreed  that  he  was  a  very  stupid  person  for  showing  no  inclin»- 
tion  to  return  their  languishing  glances. 

In  the  mean  while,  Miriam,  within,  was  listening,  with  a 
smile  of  grim  delight,  to  a  swarthy  and  weather-beaten  young 
Jew. 

<*  I  knew,  mother  in  Israel,  that  all  depended  on  my  pace ; 
and  night  and  day  I  rode  from  Ostia  toward  Tarentum:  bat  the 
messenger  of  the  uncircumcised  was  better  mounted  than  I ;  I 
therefore  bribed  a  certain  slave  to  lame  his  horse,  and  passed 
him  by  a  whole  stage  on  the  second  day.  Nevertheless,  by 
night  the  Philistine  had  caught  me  up  again,  the  evil  angels 
helping  him  ;  and  my  soul  was  mad  within  me." 

"  And  what  then,  Jonadab  Bar-Zebudah  ?  " 

^^  I  bethought  mc  of  Ehud,  and  of  Joab  also,  when  he  was 
pursued  by  Asahel,  and  considered  much  of  the  lawfulness  of 
the  deed,  not  being  a  man  of  blood.  Nevertheless,  we  were 
together  in  the  darkness,  and  I  smote  him." 


"  AMicii  I  came  to  Tarontum,  I  sail«.'d  in  tlie  jralli^v  which  I 
had  chartered  from  certain  f^ea-robl)er<.  Valiant  men  they 
were,  nevertheh^ss,  and  ke])t  true  faitli  with  me.  For  when  we 
had  come  lialt'-wav,  rowinir  witli  all  our  miiiht,  behold  another 
galley  coming  in  our  wake  and  al)Out  to  pass  us  by,  which  I 
knew  for  an  Alexandrian,  as  did  the  captain  also,  wlio  assured 
me  that  slie  liad  come  from  hence  to  Brundusium  with  letters 
from  Orestes.'* 

"  Well  ?  " 

"  It  seemed  to  me  botli  base  to  be  passed,  and  more  base  to 
waste  all  the  expense  wherewith  yoii  and  our  elders  had 
charged  themselves ;  so  I  took  counsel  with  the  man  of  blood, 
offering  him,  over  and  al)ove  our  bargain,  two  hundred  gold 
pieces  of  my  own,  which  please  to  pay  to  my  account  with  Hab- 
bi  Ezekicl,  who  lives  by  the  Water-gate  in  Pelu>ium.  Then  the 
pirates,  taking  counsel,  agreed  to  run  down  the  enemy  ;  for  our 
galley  was  a  sharp-beaked  Liburnian,  while  theirs  was  oidy  a 
light  messenger  trireme." 

^  And  you  did  it  ?  " 

"  Else  had  I  not  been  here.  They  were  delivered  into  our 
hands,  so  that  we  struck  them  full  in  mid-length,  and  they  sank 
like  Pharaoh  and  his  host." 

'*  So  j)erish  all  the  enemies  of  the  nation !  "  cried  Miriam. 
"  And  now  it  is  impossible,  you  say,  for  fresh  news  to  arrive  for 
these  ten  days  ?  " 

"  Impossible,  the  captain  assured  me,  owing  to  the  rising  of 
the  wind,  and  the  signs  of  southerly  storm." 

"  Here,  take  this  letter  for  the  Chief  llabbi,  and  the  blessing 
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of  a  mother  in  Israel.  Thou  hast  played  the  man  for  dij  peo- 
ple ;  and  thou  shalt  go  to  the  grave  full  of  jean  and  honon,  with 
mcn-servanta  and  maid-servants,  gold  and  silver,  children  and 
children's  children,  with  thy  foot  on  the  necks  of  heathens,  and 
the  blessing  of  Abraham,  Isaac,  and  Jacob,  to  eat  of  the  goon 
which  is  fattening  in  the  desert,  and  the  Leviathan  which  lieth 
in  the  great  sea,  to  be  meat  for  all  true  Israelites  at  the  last 
day." 

And  the  Jew  turned  and  went  oat,  periiaps,  in  hia  simple  &- 
nadcism,  the  happiest  man  in  Egypt  at  that  moment. 

He  passed  out  through  the  antechamber,  leering  at  the  alave- 
^rls,  and  scowling  at  Fhilammon ;  and  the  youth  was  ushered 
into  the  presence  of  Miriam. 

She  sat,  coiled  up  like  a  snake,  on  a  divan,  writing  busily  in 
a  tablet  upon  her  knees,  while  on  the  cushions  beside  her 
glittered  splendid  jewels,  which  she  bad  been  fingering  over  as 
a  child  might  its  toys.  She  did  not  look  up  for  a  few  minutes ; 
and  Philammon  could  not  help,  in  spite  of  his  impatience,  lock- 
ing round  the  little  room,  and  cootirssting  its  dirty  splendor,  and 
heavy  odor  of  wine,  and  food,  and  perfumes,  with  the  sunny 
grace  and  cleanliness  of  Greek  houses.  Against  the  walls  stood 
presses  and  chests  fretted  with  fantastic  Oiiental  carving ;  illu- 
minated rolls  of  parcliment  lay  in  heaps  in  a  comer ;  a  lamp  of 
strange  form  hutig  from  the  ceiling,  and  shed  a  dim  and  lurid 
light  upon  an  object  which  chilled  the  youth's  blood  for  a  mo- 
ment, —  a  bracket  against  the  wall,  on  which,  in  a  plate  <^ 
gold,  engraven  with  mystic  signs,  stood  the  mummy  of  an  in- 
put's haad ;  one  of  those  tcraphim,  from  which,  as  Philam- 
mon knew,  the  sorcerers  of  the  East  professed  to  evoke  oracular 
responses. 

At  last,  she  looked  up,  and  spoke  in  a  shrill,  harsh  voice. 

"  Well,  my  fair  boy,  and  what  do  you  want  with  the  poor  oU 
proscribed  Jewess  ?  Have  you  coveted  yet  any  of  the  pret^ 
things  which  she  has  had  the  wit  to  make  her  slave-demons  eave 
from  the  Christian  robbers  ?  " 

Fhilammon'a  tale  woa  soon  told.    Hie  old  woman  listoied. 


"Of  course  jou  are.  Arsonius  spoke  trulli.  I  saw  him  buy 
you  at  Kiivenria,  jii>t  lil'ken  yotirs  ago.  I  bought  your  sister  at 
[he  same  lime.  She  is  two-and-twerity  now.  You  were  four 
years  younger  than  her,  I  shoulJ  say," 

"  O  heavens  !  and  you  know  my  sister  still !     Is  she  Pela- 

"  You  were  a  pretty  boy,"  went  on  the  hag,  apparently  not 
hearing  him.  If  I  had  thought  you  were  going  to  grow  up  as 
beautiful  and  M  clever  its  you  are,  I  would  liave  bought  you 
myself.  The  Goths  were  just  marching,  and  Arsenius  gave 
only  eighteen  gold  pieces  for  you,  —  or  twenty, —  I  am  growing 
old,  and  forget  everylhing,  I  think.  But  there  would  have  been 
the  expense  of  your  education,  and  your  sister  cost  me  in  train- 
ing —  O  what  sums !  Not  that  she  was  not  worth  the  money, 
—  no,  no,  the  darling  !  " 

"And  you  know  where  she  is?  O  tell  me,  —  in  the  name 
of  mercy,  tell  me  !  " 

"  Why,  then?" 

"  Why,  (hen  ?  Have  you  not  the  heart  of  a  human  being  in 
you  ?     Is  she  not  my  sister  ?  " 

"  Well  ?  You  have  done  very  well  for  fifteen  years  without 
your  sister,  —  why  can  you  not  do  as  well  now?  You  don't 
recollect  her,  —  you  don't  love  her." 

"  Not  love  her  ?  I  would  die  for  her,  —  die  for  you  if  you 
will  but  help  me  to  sec  her !  " 

"  You  would,  would  you  ?  And  if  I  brought  you  to  her,  what 
then  ?  What  if  she  were  Pelagia  herself,  what  then?  She  is 
happy  enough  now,  and  rich  enough.  Could  you  make  her  hap- 
pier or  richer  ?  " 
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knows  better,  what  those  fine  words  mean.  The  burnt  child 
dreads  the  fire  ;  but  the  burnt  old  woman  quenches  it,  you  will 
find.  Now  listen.  I  do  not  say  that  you  shall  not  see  her, — I 
do  not  say  that  Pelagia  herself  is  not  the  woman  whom  you 
seek,  —  but — you  are  in  my  power.  Don't  frown  and  pout 
I  can  deliver  you  as  a  slave  to  Arsenius  when  I  choose.  One 
word  from  me  to  Orestes,  and  you  are  in  fetters  as  a  fugitive." 

"  I  will  escape  !  "  cried  he,  fiercely. 

^Escape  me?"  —  She  laughed,  pointing  to  the  teraph, — 
"  Me,  who,  if  you  fled  beyond  Kaf,  or  dived  to  the  depths  of  the 
ocean,  could  make  these  dead  lips  confess  where  you  were,  and 
command  demons  to  bear  you  back  to  me  upon  their  wings! 
Escape  me !     Better  to  obey  me,  and  see  your  sister." 

Philammon  shuddered,  and  submitted.  The  spell  of  the  wo- 
man's eye,  the  terror  of  her  words,  which  he  half  believed,  and 
the  agony  of  longing,  conquered  him,  and  he  gasped  out,  -— 

"  I  will  obey  you,  —  only  —  only " 

^  Only  you  are  not  quite  a  man  yet,  but  half  a  monk  still,  eh? 
I  must  know  that  before  I  help  you,  my  pretty  boy.  Are  jou  a 
monk  still,  or  a  man  ?  " 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

<^  Ah,  ha,  ha  I "  laughed  she,  shrilly.  ^  And  these  ChriBlaan 
dogs  don't  know  what  a  man  means  ?  Are  you  a  monk,  then  ? 
leaving  the  man  alone,  as  above  your  understanding." 

"  I  ?  —  I  am  a  student  of  philosophy." 

"  But  no  man  ?  " 

"  I  am  a  man,  I  suppose." 

^  I  don't ;  if  you  had  been,  you  would  have  been  m Airing  love 
like  a  man  to  that  heathen  woman  many  a  month  ago." 

«I  — toher?" 

"  Tes,  I  —  to  her ! "  said  Miriam,  coarsely  imitating  his  tone 
of  shocked  humility.  ^  I,  the  poor,  penniless  boy-echolar,  to  her, 
the  great,  rich,  wise,  worshipped  she-philosopher,  who  holds  the 
sacred  keys  of  the  inner  shrine  of  the  east  wind,  —  and  just  be- 
cause I  am  a  man,  and  the  handsomest  man  in  Alexandria,  and 
she  a  woman,  and  the  vainest  woman  in  Alexandria,  and  there- 
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fore  I  am  stronger  than  she,  and  can  twist  her  roand  mj  finger, 
and  bring  her  to  her  knees  at  my  feet  when  I  like,  as  soon  as  I 
open  my  eyes,  and  discover  that  I  am  a  man.  Eh,  boy  ?  Did 
she  ever  teach  you  that  among  her  mathematics  and  metaphys- 
ics, and  gods  and  goddesses  ?  " 

Philammon  stood  blushing  scarlet  The  sweet  poison  had 
entered,  and  every  vein  glowed  with  it  for  the  first  time  in  his 
life.     Miriam  saw  tier  advantage. 

"There,  there,  —  don't  be  frightened  at  your  new  lesson. 
After  all,  I  liked  you  from  the  first  moment  I  saw  you,  and  asked 
the  teraph  about  you,  and  I  got  an  answer,  —  such  an  answer !  — 
Tou  shall  know  it  some  day.  At  all  events,  it  set  the  poor  old 
Bofl-hcarted  Jewess  on  throwing  away  her  money.  Did  you 
ever  guess  from  whom  your  monthly  gold-piece  came  ?  " 

Philammon  started,  and  Miriam  burst  intp  loud,  shrill  laugh- 
ter. 

«  From  Hypatia,  1 11  warrant !  From  the  fair  Greek  wo- 
man, of  course,  —  vatn  child  that  you  are,  —  never  thinkiag  of 
the  poor  old  Jewess." 

"  And  did  you  ?  did  you  ?  "  gasped  Philammon.  "  Have  I 
to  thank  you,  then,  for  that  strange  generosity  ?  " 

"  Not  to  thank  me,  but  to  obey  me ;  for  mind,  T  can  prove 
your  debt  to  me,  every  oboi,  and  claim  it  if  I  choose.  But  don't 
fear ;  I  wont  be  hard  on  you,  just  because  jou  are  in  my  power. 
I  hate  every  one  who  is  not  so.  As  soon  as  I  have  a  hold  on 
them,  I  begin  to  love  them.  Old  folks,  like  children,  are  fond 
of  their  own  playthings." 

"  And  I  am  yours,  then  ?  "  said  Philammon,  fiercely. 

"  You  are  indeed,  my  beautiful  boy,"  answered  she,  looking 
up  with  so  insinuating  a  smile  that  he  could  not  be  angry. 
"  After  all,  I  know  how  to  toss  my  balls  gently,  —  and  for  these 
forty  years  I  have  only  lived  to  make  young  folks  happy ;  so 
you  need  not  bo  afraid  of  the  poor  soft-hearted  old  woman. 
Now,  you  saved  Orestes'  life  yesterday." 

"  How  did  you  find  out  that  ?  " 

"I?  I  know  everything.  I  know  what  the  swallows  say 
24 
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when  they  pass  each  other  on  the  wing,  and  what  the  fishes 
think  of  in  the  summer  sea.  You,  too,  will  be  able  to  guess 
some  day  without  the  teraph's  help.  But  in  the  mean  time  you 
must  enter  Orestes*  service.  Why  ?  —  what  are  you  hesitating 
about  ?  Do  you  not  know  that  you  are  high  in  his  favor  ?  He 
will  make  you  secretary,  —  raise  you  to  be  chamberlain  some 
day,  if  you  know  how  to  make  good  use  of  your  fortune." 

Philammon  stood  in  astonished  silence ;  and  at  last,  — > 

"  Servant  to  that  man  ?  What  care  I  for  him  or  his  honors  ? 
Why  do  you  tantalize  me  thus  ?  I  have  no  wish  on  earth  but 
to  see  my  sister ! " 

*<  You  will  be  far  more  likely  to  see  her  if  you  belong  to  the 
court  of  a  great  officer,  —  perhaps  more  than  an  officer,  —  than 
if  you  remain  a  penniless  monk.  Not  that  I  believe  you.  Tour 
only  wish  on  earth,  eh  ?  Do  you  not  care,  then,  ever  to  see  the 
fair  Hypatia  again  ?  " 

"  I  ?     Why  should  I  not  see  her  ?    Am  I  not  her  pupil  ?  " 

"  She  will  not  have  pupils  much  longer,  my  child.  If  yoa 
wish  to  hear  her  wisdom  —  and  much  good  may  it  do  you  — 
you  must  go  for  it  henceforth  somewhat  nearer  to  Orestes'  pal- 
ace than  the  lecture-room  is.  Ah !  you  start.  Have  I  found 
you  an  argument  now?  No, — ask  no  questions.  I  explain 
nothing  to  monks.  But  take  these  letters ;  to-morrow  morning 
at  the  third  hour  go  to  Orestes'  palace,  and  ask  for  his  secretary, 
Ethan  the  Chaldee.  Say  boldly  that  you  bring  important  news 
of  state ;  and  then  follow  your  star :  it  is  a  fairer  one  than  you 
fancy.     Go  !  obey  me,  or  you  see  no  sister." 

Philammon  felt  himself  trapped ;  but,  after  all,  what  might 
not  this  strange  woman  do  for  him  ?  It  seemed,  if  not  his  only 
path,  still  his  nearest  path  to  Pelagia ;  and  in  the  mean  while  he 
was  in  the  hag's  power,  and  he  must  submit  to  his  fate ;  so  he 
took  the  letters,  and  went  out. 

"  And  so  you  think  that  you  are  going  to  have  her  ?  "  chuckled 
Miriam  to  herself,  when  Philammon  went  out.  "  To  make  a 
penitent  of  her,  eh  ?  —  a  nun,  or  a  she-hermit ;  to  set  her  to  ap- 
pease your  God  by  crawling  on  all-fours  among  the  mummies 


....  I  shall  iK'vrr  be  [>ai(l.  Tlie  dog  will  ruin  me,  al'trr  all ! 
How  much  is  it,  now  ?  Let  me  soo."  ....  And  she  l)0'j:an 
fumhling  in  her  e>critoire,  over  bonds  and  notes  of  hand.  '*  I 
shall  never  be  ])aid:  but  power!  —  to  have  power!  To  see 
those  heathen  slaves  and  Christian  hounds  plotting  and  vapor- 
ing, and  lancying  themselves  the  masters  of  the  world,  and 
never  dreaming  that  we  are  pulling  the  strings,  and  that  they 
are  our  puppets!  —  we,  the  children  of  the  promises,  —  we, 
The  Nation,  —  we,  the  seed  of  Abraham  !  Poor  fools  !  I  could 
almost  pity  them,  as  I  think  of  their  faces  when  ^Messiah  comes, 
and  they  find  out  who  were  the  true  lords  of  the  world,  after 
all!  ...  .  He  must  be  Emperor  of  the  South,  though,  that 
Orestes ;  he  must,  though  I  have  to  lend  him  liaphael's  jewels 
to  make  him  so.     For  he  must  marry  the  Greek  woman.     He 

shall.     She  hates  him,  of  course So  much  the  deeper 

revenge  for  me.  And  she  loves  that  monk.  I  saw^  it  in  her 
eyes  there  in  the  garden.  So  much  the  better  for  me,  too. 
He  will  dangle  willingly  enough  at  Orestes'  heels  for  the  sake 
of  being  near  her,  —  poor  fool !  We  will  make  liim  secretary, 
or  chamberlain.  He  has  wit  enough  for  it,  they  say,  or  for  any- 
thing.    So  Orestes  and  he  shall  be  the  two  jaws  of  my  pincers, 

to  squeeze  what  I  want  out  of  that  Greek  Jezebel And 

then  —  then  for  the  black  agate  ! " 

Was  the  end  of  her  speech  ji  bathos  ?  Perhaps  not ;  for  as 
she  spoke  the  last  word,  she  drew  from  her  bosom,  where  it 
hung  round  her  neck  by  a  chain,  a  broken  talisman,  exactly 
similar  to  the  one  which  she  coveted  so  fiercely,  and  looked  at 
it  long  and  lovingly,  —  kissed  it,  —  wept  over  it,  —  spoke  to 
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it)  —  fondled  it  in  her  arms-  as  a  mother  would  a  child,  —  mm^ 
mured  over  it  snatches  of  lullabies ;  and  her  grim,  withered 
features  grew  softer,  purer,  grander ;  and  rose  ennobled,  for  a 
moment,  to  their  long-lost  might-have-been,  to  that  personal  idea 
which  every  soul  brings  with  it  into  the  world,  which  shines, 
dim  and  potential,  in  the  face  of  every  sleeping  babe,  before 
it  has  been  scarred  and  distorted  and  incrusted  in  the  long 
tragedy  of  life.  Sorceress  she  was,  pander  and  slave^ealer, 
steeped  to  the  lips  in  falsehood,  ferocity,  and  avarice ;  yet  that 
paltry  stone  brought  home  to  her  some  thought,  true,  spiritoal, 
impalpable,  unmarketable,  before  which  all  her  treasures  and 
all  her  ambition  were  as  worthless  in  her  own  eyes  as  they 
were  in  the  eyes  of  the  angels  of  God. 

But  little  did  Miriam  think  that  at  the  same  moment  a 
brawny,  clownish  monk  was  standing  in  Cyril's  private  cham- 
ber, and,  indulged  with  the  special  honor  of  a  cup  of  good  wine 
in  the  patriarch's  very  presence,  was  telling  to  him  and  Arse- 
nius  the  following  history :  — 

*^  So  I,  finding  that  the  Jews  had  chartered  this  pirate  ship, 
went  to  the  master  thereof,  and  finding  favor  in  his  eyes,  hired 
myself  to  row  therein,  being  sure,  from  what  I  had  overheard 
from  the  Jews,  that  she  was  destined  to  bring  the  news  to  Alex- 
andria as  quickly  as  possible.  Therefore,  fulfilling  the  work 
which  his  Holiness  had  intrusted  to  my  incapacity,  I  embarked, 
and  rowed  continually  among  the  rest;  and  being  unskilled 
in  such  labor,  received  many  curses  and  stripes  in  the  cause  of 
the  Church,  —  the  which  I  trust  are  laid  to  my  account  here- 
after. Moreover,  Satan  entered  into  me,  desiring  to  slay  me, 
and  almost  tore  mc  asunder,  so  that  I  vomited  much,  and  loathed 
all  manner  of  meat.  Nevertheless,  I  rowed  on  valiantly,  being 
such  as  I  am,  vomiting  continually,  till  the  heathens  were  moved 
with  wonder,  and  forbore  to  beat  me,  giving  me  strong  liquors 
in  pity;  wherefore  I  rowed  all  the  more  valiantly  day  and 
night,  trusting  that  by  my  unworthiness  the  cause  of  the  Catho- 
lic Church  might  bo  in  some  slight  wise  assisted." 

"  And  so  it  is,"  quoth  Cyril.  «  Why  do  you  not  sit  dowDi 
man  ?  " 
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"  Pardon  me,"  quoth  the  monk,  with  a  piteous  gesture ;  "  of 
sitting,  as  of  all  camol  pleasure,  cometh  satiety  at  the  last" 

"  And  now,"  said  Cyril,  "  what  reward  am  I  to  give  you  for 
your  good  service  ?  " 

"  It  is  reward  enough  to  know  that  I  have  done  good  service. 
Nevertheless,  if  the  holy  patriarch  be  so  inclined  without  reason, 
there  is  aa  ancient  Christian,  my  mother  according  to  the 
flesh " 

"  Come  to  me  to-morrow,  and  she  shall  be  well  seen  to. 
And  mind,  —  look  to  it,  if  I  make  you  not  a  deacon  of  the 
city,  when  I  promote  Peter." 

The  monk  kissed  his  superior's  hand,  and  withdrew.  Cyril 
turned  to  Arsenius,  betrayed  for  once  into  geniality  by  bis  de- 
light, and,  smiting  his  thigh,  — 

"  We  have  beaten  the  heathen  for  once,  eh  ? "  And  then,  in 
the  usual  artificial  tone  of  an  ecclesiastic,  —  "  And  what  would 
my  father  recommend  in  furtherance  of  the  advantage  so  merd- 
fully  dirown  into  our  hand  ?  " 

Arsenius  was  silent. 

"I,"  went  on  Cyril,  "should  be  inclined  to  anuoimce  the 
news  this  very  night,  in  my  sermon." 

Arsenius  shook  his  head. 

"  Why  not?  why  not?"  asked  Cyril,  impatiently. 

"  Better  to  keep  it  secret  till  others  tell  it.  Reserved  knowl- 
edge is  always  reserved  strength ;  and  if  the  man,  as  I  hope  he 
does  not,  intends  evil  to  the  Church,  let  him  commit  himself 
before  you  use  your  knowledge  against  him.  True,  you  may 
have  a  scruple  of  conscience  as  to  the  lawfulness  of  allowing 
a  sin  which  you  might  prevent.  To  me  it  seems  that  the  sin 
lies  in  the  will  rather  than  in  the  deed,  and  that  sometimes  —  I 
only  say  sometimes  —  it  may  be  a  means  of  saving  the  sinner 
to  allow  his  root  of  iniiiitity  to  bear  fruit,  and  fill  him  wilh  his 

"  Dangerous  doctrine,  my  father." 

"  Like  all  sound  doctrine,  —  a  savor  of  life  or  of  death,  ac- 
cording as  it  if)  received.     I  have  not  said  it  to  the  multitude, 
24  • 
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but  to  a  discerning  brother  And  even  politically  speakings  — 
let  him  commit  himself,  if  he  be  really  plotting  rebellion,  and 
then  speak,  and  smite  his  Babel  tower." 

*'  You  think,  then,  that  he  docs  not  know  of  Heraclian's  de- 
feat already?" 

^  If  he  docs,  he  will  keep  it  secret  from  the  people ;  and  our 
chances  of  turning  them  suddenly  will  be  nearly  the  same." 

^'  Good.  Afler  all,  the  existence  of  the  Catholic  Church  in 
Alexandria  depends  on  this  struggle,  and  it  is  well  to  be  waiy. 
Be  it  so.     It  is  well  for  me  that  I  have  you  for  an  adviser.'' 

And  thus  Cyril,  usually  the  most  impatient  and  intractable 
of  plotters,  gave  in,  as  wise  men  should,  to  a  wiser  man  than 
himself,  and  made  up  his  mind  to  keep  the  secret,  and  to  com- 
mand the  monk  to  keep  it  also. 

Philammon,  afler  a  sleepless  night,  and  a  welcome  visit  to 
the  public  baths,  which  the  Boman  tyranny,  wiser  in  its  genera- 
tion than  modem  liberty,  provided  so  liberally  for  its  victims, 
set  forth  to  the  prefect's  palace,  and  gave  his  message;  bat 
Orestes,  who  had  been  of  late  astonishing  the  Alexandrian  pub- 
lic by  an  unwonted  display  of  alacrity,  was  already  in  the 
adjoining  Basilica.  Thither  the  youth  was  conducted  by  an 
apparitor,  and  led  up  the  centre  of  the  enormous  hall,  gorgeous 
with  frescos  and  colored  marbles,  and  surrounded  by  aisles  and 
galleries,  in  which  tlie  inferior  magistrates  were  hearing  causes, 
and  doing  such  justice  as  the  complicated  technicalities  of  Roman 
law  chose  to  mete  out.  Through  a  crowd  of  anxious  loungers 
the  youth  passed  to  the  apse  of  the  upper  end,  in  which  the 
prefect's  throne  stood  empty,  and  then  turned  into  a  side  cham- 
ber, where  he  found  liimself  alone  with  the  secretary,  a  portly 
Chaldce  eunuch,  with  a  sleek  pale  face,  small  pig's  eyes,  and 
an  enormous  turban.  The  man  of  pen  and  paper  took  the  let- 
ter, opened  it  witli  solemn  deliberation,  and  then,  springing  to 
his  feet,  darted  out  of  the  room  in  most  undignified  haste,  leav- 
ing Philammon  to  wait  and  wonder.  In  half  an  hour  he  re- 
turned, his  little  eyes  grown  big  with  some  great  idea. 

"  Touth !  your  star  is  in  the  ascendant ;  you  are  the  fortu- 
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nato  bearer  of  fortunate  news  1  Hu  excellency  hinuelf  com- 
nanda  your  presence."     And  the  two  went  out. 

In  another  chamber,  the  door  of  which  was  guarded  by  armed 
men,  Orestes  was  walking  up  and  down  in  high  excitement, 
looking  somewhat  tbe  worse  for  the  events  of  the  past  night, 
and  making  occasional  appeals  to  a  gold  goblet  which  stood  on 
the  table. 

"Ha!  No  other  than  my  preserver  himself  I  Boy,  I  will 
make  your  fortune.  Miriam  says  that  yon  wish  to  enter  my 
service." 

Fhilammon,  not  knowing  what  to  say,  thought  the  best  an 
Bwer  would  be  to  tmw  as  low  as  he  could. 

«  Ah,  ha  1  Graceful,  but  not  quite  according  to  etlqaette.  Tou 
will  soon  teach  him,  eh,  Secretary?  Now  to  business.  Hand 
me  the  notes  to  sign  and  seaL  To  the  Prefect  of  the  Station- 
aries " 

"  Here,  your  excellency." 

"  To  the  Prefect  of  the  Corn-market.  —  How  many  vheaU 
■hips  have  you  ordered  to  be  naladen?" 

"  Two,  yonr  excellency," 

"  Well,  that  will  be  largess  enough  for  the  time  being.  To 
the  Defender  of  the  Plebe.  —  The  Devil  break  his  neck  1 " 

"  He  may  be  trusted,  moat  noble ;  he  is  bitterly  jealons  of 
Cyril's  influence.  And,  moreover,  he  owes  my  inugnificancs 
much  money." 

"  Good !    Now  the  notes  to  the  Gaol-masters,  abont  the 


"  Here,  yonr  excellency." 

"  To  Hypatia.  No.  I  will  bonor  my  bride  elect  with  my 
own  illnstrions  presence.  As  I  live,  here  is  a  moming's  work 
for  a  man  with  a  racking  headache  1 " 

"  Tour  excellency  has  the  strength  of  seven.  May  yon  live 
for  ever  1 " 

And  really,  Orestes'  power  of  getting  through  business,  when 
he  chose,  was  surprising  enough.  A  cold  head  and  a  <xMer 
haart  make  many  thinga  ea^. 
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But  Philammon's  whole  soul  was  fixed  on  those  words.  ^  His 
bride  elect!"  ....  Was  it  that  Miriam's  hints  of  the  day 
before  had  raised  some  selfish  vision,  or  was  it  pity  and  horror 
at  such  a  fate  for  her,  —  for  liis  idol?  —  But  he  passed  five 
minutes  in  a  dream,  from  which  he  was  awakened  by  the  sound 
of  another  and  still  dearer  name. 

"  And  now,  for  Pelagia.     We  can  but  try.** 

"  Your  excellency  might  offend  the  Gk)tlL'* 

*^  Curse  the  Goth !  He  shall  have  his  choice  of  all  the 
beauties  in  Alexandria,  and  be  Count  of  Pentapolis  if  he  likes. 
But  a  spectacle  I  must  have;  and  no  one  but  Pelagia  can  dance 
Venus  Anadyomene." 

Philammon's  blood  rushed  to  his  heart,  and  then  back  again 
to  his  brow,  as  he  reeled  with  horror  and  shame. 

''The  people  will  be  mad  with  joy  to  see  her  on  the 
stage  once  more.  Little  they  thought,  the  brutes,  how  I 
was  plotting  for  their  amusement,  even  when  as  drunk  as 
Silenus." 

"  Your  nobility  only  lives  for  the  good  of  your  slaves.'' 

''  Here,  boy  I  So  fair  a  lady  requires  a  fieiir  messenger. 
You  shall  enter  on  my  service  at  once,  and  carry  this  letter  to 
Pelagia.     Why  ?  —  why  do  you  not  come  and  take  it  ?  ** 

"  To  Pelagia  ?  "  gasped  the  boy.  "  In  the  Theatre  ?  Pub- 
licly ?    Venus  Anadyomene  ?  " 

"  Yes,  fool !     Were  you,  too,  drunk  last  night,  after  all  ?  " 

"  She  is  my  sister  ! " 

"  Well,  and  what  of  that  ?  Not  that  I  believe  you,  you  vil- 
lain !  So ! "  said  Orestes,  who  comprehended  the  matter  in  an 
instant.     "  Apparitors ! " 

The  door  opened,  and  the  guard  appeared. 

''  Here  is  a  good  boy  who  is  inclined  to  make  a  fool  of  him- 
self. Keep  him  out  of  harm's  way  for  a  few  days.  But  don't 
hurt  him ;  for,  after  all,  he  saved  my  life  yesterday,  when  you 
scoundrels  ran  away." 

And,  without  further  ado,  the  hapless  youth  was  collared, 
and  led  down  a  vaulted  passage  into  the  guard-room,  amid  the 
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**  But,  fairest  Hypatia,  conceive  yourself  struck  in  the  face 
by  a  great  stone,  several  hundred  howling  wretches  leaping  up 
at  you  like  wild  beasts,  —  two  minutes  more,  and  you  are 
torn  limb  from  limb.    What  would  you  do  in  such  a  case  ?  " 

"  Let  them  tear  me  limb  from  limb,  and  die  as  I  have  lived.* 

^  Ah,  but When  it  came  to  fact,  and  death  was  staring 

you  in  the  face  ?  " 

"  And  why  should  man  fear  death  ?  ** 

^  Ahem  I  No,  not  death,  of  course ;  but  the  act  of  dying. 
That  may  be,  surely,  under  such  circumstances,  to  say  the  least, 
disagreeable.  J£  our  ideal,  Juhan  the  Great,  found  a  little  dis- 
simulation necessary,  and  was  even  a  better  Christian  than  I 
have  ever  pretended  to  be,  till  he  found  himself  able  to  throw 
off  the  mask,  why  should  not  I?  Consider  me  as  a  lower  being 
than  yourself,  —  one  of  the  herd,  if  you  will ;  but  a  penitent 
member  thereof,  who  comes  to  make  the  fullest  possible  repara- 
tion, by  doing  any  desperate  deed  on  which  you  may  choose  to 
put  him,  and  prove  myself  as  able  and  willing,  if  once  I  have 
the  power,  as  Julian  himself." 

Such  was  the  conversation  which  passed  between  Hypatia 
and  Orestes  half  an  hour  afler  Philammpn  had  taken  possession 
of  his  new  abode. 

Hypatia  looked  at  the  prefect  with  calm  penetration,  not  un- 
mixed with  scorn  and  fear. 

''And  pray  what  has  produced  this  sudden  change  in  your  ex- 
cellency's earnestness  ?    For  four  months  your  promises  haye 
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been  lying  fallow."  She  did  not  confess  how  glad  she  would 
haye  been  at  heart  to  Bee  them  lying  fallow  still. 

"  Because This  morning  I  have  news ;   which  I  tell 

to  you  the  first,  as  a  compliment.  We  will  take  c^re  that 
all  Alexandria  knows  it  before  sundown.  Heraclian  has  con- 
quered." 

"  Conquered  ?  "  cried  Hypatia,  springing  from  her  seat. 

"  Conquered,  and  utterly  destroyed  the  emperor's  forces  at  Os- 
.  tia.  So  says  a  messenger  on  whom  I  can  depend.  And  even 
if  the  news  should  prove  false,  I  can  prevent  the  contrary  report 
frora  spreading,  or  what  is  the  use  of  being  prefect?  You  de- 
mur ?  Do  you  not  see  that,  if  we  can  keep  the  notion  alive  but 
a  week,  our  cause  is  won  ?  " 

"  I  have  treated  already  with  all  the  officers  of  the  dty,  and 
every  one  of  them  has  acted  like  a  wise  man,  and  given  me  a 
promise  of  help,  condi^onal,  of  course,  on  Ueraclian's  saccesa, 
bemg  as  tired  as  I  am  of  that  priest-riddea  court  at  Byzantium. 
Moreover,  the  stationaries  are  mine  already.  So  are  the  sol- 
diery all  the  way  up  the  Nile.     Ah!  you  have  been  fancying 

me  idle  for  these  four  months,  but You  forget  that  you 

yourself  were  the  prize  of  my  toil.  Could  I  be  a  sluggard  with 
that  goal  in  sight  ?  " 

Hypatia  shuddered,  but  was  silent ;  and  Orestes  went  on :  — 

"  I  have  unladen  several  of  the  wheat^ehips  for  enormous  lar- 
gesses of  bread  ;  though  those  rascally  monks  of  Tabenne  had 
nearly  forestalled  my  benevolence,  and  I  was  forced  to  bribe 
a  deacon  or  two,  buy  up  the  stock  they  had  sent  down, 
and  retail  it  again  as  my  own.  It  is  really  most  officious  of 
them  to  persist  in  feeding  gratuitously  half  the  poor  of  the  cityl 
What  possible  business  have  they  with  Alexandria?" 

"  The  wish  for  popularity,  I  presume." 

"  Just  so ;  and  then  what  hold  con  the  government  have  on  a 
set  of  rogues  whose  stomachs  are  filled  without  our  help  ?  " 

"  Julian  made  the  same  complaint  to  the  high-priest  of  Gala- 
tia,  in  that  priceless  letter  of  his." 
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^  Ah,  you  will  set  that  all  right,  70a  know,  shortly.  Then, 
again,  I  do  not  fear  Cyril's  power,  just  now.  He  has  injured 
himself  deeply,  I  am  happy  to  say,  in  the  opinion  of  the  wealthy 
and  educated,  by  expelling  the  Jews.  And  as  for  hia  mob,  ex- 
actly at  the  right  moment,  the  deities -^  there  are  no  monks 
here,  so  I  can  attribute  my  blessings  to  the  right  source  —  have 
sent  us  such  a  boon  as  may  put  them  into  as  good  a  hnmor  as 
we  need." 

<<  And  what  is  that  ?  **  asked  Hypada. 

"A  white  elephant" 

"  A  white  elephant  ?  " 

^  Yes,"  he  answered,  mistaking  or  ignoring  the  tone  of  her 
answer.  ^  A  real,  live  white  elephant ;  a  thing  which  has  not 
been  seen  in  Alexandria  for  a  hundred  years  I  It  was  passing 
through  with  two  tame  tigers,  as  a  present  to  the  boy  at  Byzan- 
tium, from  some  hundred-wived  kinglet  of  the  Hyperborean 
Taprobane,  or  other  no-man's-land  in  the  far  East.  I  took  the 
liberty  of  laying  an  embargo  on  them,  and,  after  a  little  argo- 
mentation,  and  a  few  hints  of  torture,  elephant  and  tigers  are  at 
our  service." 

"  And  of  what  service  are  they  to  be  ?  " 

"  My  dearest  madam Conceive How  are  we  to 

win  the  mob  without  a  show  ?  . . . .  When  were  there  more 
than  two  ways  of  gaining  either  the  whole  or  part  of  the  Bo- 
man  empire,  —  by  force  of  arms,  or  force  of  trumpery  ?  Can 
even  you  invent  a  third  ?  The  former  is  unpleasantly  exciting^ 
and  hardly  practicable  just  now.  The  latter  remains ;  and, 
thanks  to  the  white  elephant,  may  be  triumphantly  successfuL 
I  have  to  exhibit  something  every  week.  The  people  are  get- 
ting tired  of  that  pantomime ;  and  since  the  Jews  were  driven 
out,  the  fellow  has  grown  stupid  and  lazy,  having  lost  the  more 
enthusiastic  half  of  his  spectators.     As  for  horse-racing,  they 

are  sick  of  it Now,  suppose  we  announce,  for  the  earliest 

possible  day,  a  spectacle,  —  such  a  spectacle  as  never  was  seen 
before  in  tliis  generation.  You  and  I  —  I  as  exhibitor,  jou  as 
representative  —  for  the  time  being  only — of  the  Vestals  of  oli 
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—  sit  side  by  side Somo  u-orliiy  frinid  lias  liisiii^lruotions, 

wlii-n   llie   i)Cii[ik'  nre   ljc>iil<;   llicmsilns  niili   r:i]>[iirr.  to  cry, 

'Long   livu   Oresles  Cscsar!' Aiiolli;;r    rcniimls   llieni   of 

llerncliiin's  viflory.  —  aiiolliur  coiijiIl'S  your  name  witii  mine 
....  Itie  people  ai>[>hui|  ....  some  Jlark  Anlotiy  slpjislorHaril, 
salulcs  mc  as  Ini|n:rator,  Aii^u.-iu?, —  wjjat  joii  will,  —  ijic  cry 
is  taken  iij.,— I  re-fuse  aj meekly  .is  .Julius  Cn>ar  liiiusuif,— 
am  coiniu-llea,  Ijliisliinj;.  to  awi'pt  llie  lionr.r,  —  I  rise.  n.:iki-  :m 
oralion  alNiut  tlie  fiilure  in.lciii'nilcnco  of  llie  .soulhiTn  coiiliiinil, 

vi.Ied  iiilo  Ka,'(crn  .tii.l  W.-^lcni,  l>iit  Xorlli.-Mi  anil  Soullierii. 
Sliout,*  of  applause,  at  tivo  .li';i.limas  i"-r  man,  sliuk.'  tin-  skies. 
Everylwily  believes  (li.-it  eveiybihly  else  appravi-s.  ;nul  IblloM-.s 

tlie  leaJ And  llie  lliiiifr  is  won." 

"Anil   pray,"   asked   Hypaliji,  oni^-liiii";  down   litr  contempt 
and   despair,   "  iioiv    is    lliis    to    bear   on    tbe    worsiiiji    of   the 

gods :- " 

"  Why ivliy if  you    llmuplil    tbat    people's   minds 

were  Eufrieicntly  prcjiarcd,  you  might  rise  in  your  luni.  and 
make  an  oralion.  —  you  can  conceive  oiu'.  Set  iiirlli  bow  iheso 
speclaeles.  formerly  llic  glory  of  the  empire,  liad  willicn-d  under 

Galilean  ^iipersiition llovv  tlic  oaly  palb  tutvard  ihe  full 

t-njoyment  of  eye  nnc|  ear  was  a  fiank  return  in  lho?e  deities, 
from  wlio,'e  wori^hip  lliey  oriirinally  sprun;.'.  and  connected  with 

which  they  could  alone  be  enjoyed  in  iheir  ].i-rfee(ion IJut 

I    need   nr.l    leaeli    vo;i    b-.w  to  do  that  wlucli  Vou  have   i^o  ofleil 
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*'  But  do  you  not  see  that  is  the  very  reason  why  we,  to  asflort 

our  own  independence,  should  Bmpby  them  ?  ** 

"  No !  they  are  gone.  L;5t  them  never  reappear  to  disgrace 
the  earth." 

^  My  dear  lady,  you  must  not,  in  your  present  character,  say 
that  in  public ;  lest  Cyril  should  be  impertinent  enough  to  re- 
mind you  that  Cliristian  emperors  and  bishops  put  them  down." 

Hypatia  bit  her  lip,  and  was  silent. 

"  Well,  I  do  not  wish  to  urge  anything  unpleasant  to  you 

If  wc  could  but  contrive  a  few  martyrdoms,  —  but  I  really  fear 
we  must  wait  a  year  or  two  longer,  in  the  present  state  of  public 
opinion,  before  we  can  attempt  that" 

"  Wait  ?  wait  for  ever !  Did  not  Julian  —  and  he  must  be 
our  model  —  forbid  the  persecution  of  the  Gralileans,  considering 
them  sufficiently  punished  by  their  own  atheism  and  self-to 
menting  superstition  ?  " 

'^  Another  small  error  of  that  great  man.  He  should  have 
recollected  that,  for  three  hundred  years,  nothing,  not  even  the 
gladiators  themselves,  had  been  found  to  put  the  mob  in  such 
good  humor  as  to  see  a  few  Christians,  especially  young  and 
handsome  women,  burned  alive,  or  thrown  to  the  lions." 

Hypatia  bit  her  lip  once  more.  "  I  can  hear  no  more  of  this, 
sir.    You  forget  that  you  are  speaking  to  a  woman." 

"  Most  supreme  wisdom,"  answered  Orestes,  in  his  blandest 
tone,  "  you  cannot  suppose  that  I  wish  to  pain  your  ears.  But 
allow  me  to  observe,  as  a  general  theorem,  that,  if  one  wishes  to 
effect  any  purpose,  it  is  necessary  to  use  the  means  ;  and  on  the 
whole,  those  which  have  been  tested  by  four  hundred  years'  ex- 
perience will  be  the  safest  I  speak  as  a  plain,  practical  states- 
man, —  but  surely  your  philosophy  will  not  dissent  ?  " 

H}i)atia  looked  down  in  painful  thought.  What  could  she 
answer  ?  Was  it  not  too  true  ?  and  had  not  Orestes  fact  and 
experience  on  his  side  ? 

"  Well,  if  you  must  —  but  I  cannot  have  gladiators.  Why 
not  a  —  one  of  those  battles  with  wild  beasts  ?  They  are  dis- 
gusting enough :  but  still  they  are  less  inhuman  than  the  others ; 
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and  70U  might  surely  take  precantionB  to  irerent  the  men  htaog 
hurt." 

"  Ah !  that  would  indeed  be  a  scentless  rose  I  If  there  is 
neither  danger  nor  bloodshed,  the  charm  is  gone.  But  really 
wild  beasts  are  too  expensire  just  now  ;  and  if  I  kill  down  my 
present  menagerie,  I  can  afford  no  more.  Why  not  have  some- 
thing which  costs  DO  money,  like  prisoners  ?" 

"  What !  do  you  rank  human  beings  below  brutes  ?  " 

"  Heaven  ibrbid  1  But  they  are  practicaHy  less  expendve. 
Remember  that,  without  money,  we  are  powerless;  we  must 
husband  our  resources  for  the  cause  of  the  gods." 

Hypatia  was  silcnL 

"  Now,  there  are  fiity  or  sixty  Libyan  prisoners  just  brought 
in  from  the  desert.  Why  not  let  them  fight  an  equal  number  of 
soldiers  ?    They  are  rebels  to  the  empire,  taken  in  war." 

"Ah,  then,"  said  Hypatia,  catching  at  any  thread  of  self-jus- 
dfication,  "  their  lives  are  forfeit  in  any  case." 

**  Of  course.  So  the  Christians  could  not  complain  of  us  for 
that.  Did  not  the  most  Christian  Emperor  Constantine  set 
some  three  hundred  German  prisoners  to  batcher  each  other  in 
the  amphitheatre  of  Treves  F  " 

"  But  they  refused,  and  died  like  heroes,  each  falling  on  hia 
own  sword." 

"Ah, — those  Germans  ore  always  unmanageable.  Mygnards, 
now,  are  just  as  stiff-necked.  To  tell  you  the  truth,  I  have 
asked  tbera  already  to  exhibit  their  prowess  on  these  Libyans, 
and  what  do  you  suppose  they  answered  ?  " 

"  They  refused,  I  hope." 

"  They  told  me,  in  the  most  insolent  tone,  that  they  were  men, 
and  not  stage-players  ;  and  hired  to  fight,  and  not  to  butcher.  I 
expected  a  Socratic  dialogue  afler  such  a  display  of  dialectic, 
and  bowed  myself  out," 

"  They  were  right." 

"  Not  a  doubt  of  it,  from  a  philosophic  point  of  view ;  from  a 
practical  one  they  were  great  pedants,  and  I  an  ill-used  master. 
However,  I  can  find  unfortaoale  and  misunderstood   beroes 
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enough  in  the  prisons,  who,  for  the  chance  of  their  liberty,  will 
acquit  themselves  valiantly  enough ;  and  I  know  of  a  few  old 
gladiators  still  lingering  about  the  wine-shops,  who  will  be  proud 
enough  to  give  them  a  week's  training.  So  that  maj  pass. 
Now  for  some  lighter  species  of  representation  to  follow, — 
something  more  or  less  dramatic'* 

'^  You  forget  that  you  speak  to  one  who  trusts  to  be,  as  soon 
as  she  has  the  power,  the  high-priestess  of  Athene,  and  who  in 
the  mean  while  is  bound  to  obey  her  tutor  Julian's  commands  to 
the  priests  of  his  day,  and  imitate  the  Galileans  as  much  in  their 
abhorrence  for  the  theatre  as  she  hopes  hereafter  to  do  in  their 
care  for  the  widow  and  the  stranger." 

*^  Far  be  it  from  me  to  impugn  that  great  man's  wisdom.  Bat 
allow  me  to  remark,  that^  to  judge  by  the  present  state  of  the 
empire,  one  has  a  right  to  say  that  he  failed." 

'^  The  Sun-God  whom  he  loved  took  him  to  himself,  too  early, 
by  a  hero's  death." 

"  And  the  moment  he  was  removed,  the  wave  of  Christian 
barbarism  rolled  back  again  into  its  old  channel." 

"  Ah  !  had  he  but  lived  twenty  years  longer  I " 

"  The  Sun-God,  perhaps,  was  not  so  sohcitous  as  we  are  for 
the  success  of  his  high-priest's  projects." 

Ilypatia  reddened,  —  was  Orestes,  after  all,  laughing  in  his 
sleeve  at  her  and  her  hopes  ? 

"  Do  not  blasplieme  !  "  she  said,  solemnly. 

"  Heaven  forbid !  I  only  offer  one  possible  explanation  of  a 
plain  fact.  The  other  is,  that,  as  Julian  was  not  going  quite  the 
right  way  to  Avork  to  restore  the  worship  of  the  Olympians,  the 
Sun-God  found  it  expedient  to  withdraw  him  from  his  post,  and 
now  sends  in  his  place  Hypatia  the  philosopher,  who  will  be 
wise  enough  to  avoid  Julian's  error,  and  not  copy  the  Galileans 
too  closely,  by  imitating  a  severity  of  morals  at  which  they  are 
the  only  true  and  natural  adepts." 

"  So  Julian's  error  was  that  of  being  too  virtuous  ?  If  it  be 
so,  let  me  copy  him,  and  fail  like  him.  The  fault  will  then  not 
be  mine,  but  fate's." 
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"  Not  in  being  too  virtuous  himeelf,  most  stainless  likeness  of 
Athene,  but  in  trying  to  make  otbers  so.  He  forgot  one  half  of 
Juvenal's  great  dictum  about  '  Panem  and  Circenses,'  as  the  ab< 
solute  and  overruling  necessities  of  rulers.  He  tried  to  give  the 
people  the  bread  without  the  games. ....  And  what  thanks  be 
received  for  his  enormous  munificence,  let  himself  and  the  good 
folks  of  Antioch  tell,  —  jou  just  quoted  his  Misopogon " 

"  Aj, — the  lament  of  a  man  too  pure  for  his  age." 

"  Exactly  so.  He  should  rather  have  been  content  to  keep 
bis  purity  to  himself,  and  have  gone  to  Antioch  not  merely  as  a 
philosophic  high-priest,  with  a  beard  of  questionable  cleanliness, 
to  offer  sacrifices  to  a  god  in  whom  — forgive  me  — nobody  in 
Antioch  had  believed  for  many  a  year.  If  he  had  made  his  en- 
trance with  ten  thousand  gladiators,  and  our  white  elephant, 
built  a  theatre  of  ivory  and  glass  in  Dapfrnfe,  and  proclaimed 
games  in  honor  of  the  Sun,  or  of  any  other  member  of  the  Pan- 
theon   " 

"  He  would  have  acted  unworthily  of  a  philosopher." 

"  But  instead  of  that  one  priest  draggling  up,  poor  devil, 
through  the  wet  grass  to  the  deserted  altar,  with  his  solitary 
goose  under  his  arm,  he  would  have  had  every  goose  in  Antioch 
—  forgive  my  stealing  a  pun  from  Aristophanes  —  running  open- 
mouthed  to  worship  any  god,  known  or  unknown, — and  to  see 
the  sights." 

"  Well,"  said  Hypatia,  yielding  perforce  to  Orestes'  cutting 
arguments.  "  Let  us  then  restore  the  ancient  glories  of  the 
Greek  drama.  Let  us  give  them  a  trilogy  of  .^chylus  or 
Sophocles." 

"  Too  calm,  my  dear  madam.  The  Eumenides  might  do  cer- 
t^nly,  or  Philoctetes,  if  we  could  but  pat  Philoctetes  to  real 
pain,  and  make  the  spectators  sure  that  he  was  yelling  in  good 
earnest." 

"  Cingusting ! " 

"  But  necessary,  like  many  disgusting  tilings." 

"  Why  not  try  the  Prometheus  ?  " 

«  A  magnificent  field  fi>r  stage  efiisct,  certainly.  What  with 
25" 
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those  ocean  UTinpbs  in  tbcir  winged  cliariot,  and  Ocean  on  hii 

griffin But  I  should  hardly  think  it  safe  to  re-introduce 

Zeus  and  Ilcrmcs  to  the  people  under  the  somewhat  ugly  liglit 
in  wliicli  v^chylus  cxhibils  them." 

"I  forgot  that,"  eaid  Iljpatia.  "The  Oreatean  trilogy  wiH 
he  best,  after  all." 

"  Best?  perfect, — divine  1  Ah,  that  it  were  to  be  my  fate  to 
go  down  to  posterity  as  the  happy  man  who  once  more  reriTed 

JEschylus'e masterpieces  on  a  Grecian  stage!   But Is  there 

not,  be^ng  the  pardon  of  the  great  tragedian,  too  mnch  reserve 
in  the  Agamemnon  for  our  modem  taste  ?  If  we  could  have  the 
bath  scene  represented  on  the  stage,  and  an  Agamemnon  who 
could  be  really  killed — though  1  would  not  in«st  oo  tiat,  be- 
cause a  good  actor  might  make  it  a  reason  for  refusing  the  part 
• — but  still  the  murder  ought  to  take  place  in  public" 

"  Shocking  I  an  outrage  on  all  the  lawB  of  the  diama.  Doea 
not  even  the  Roman  Horace  lay  down  as  a  rule  the  —  Nte  put- 
ros  coram  popttlo  Medta  trueidet  ?  " 

"  Fairest  and  wisest,  I  am  as  willing  a  pupil  of  the  dear  old 
Epicurean  as  any  man  living,  —  even  to  tbe  furnishing  of  my 
chamber  ;  of  vrhieh  fuct  the  Empress  of  Africa  may  some  day 
assure  herself.  But  wo  are  not  now  discussing  the  art  of  po- 
etry, but  the  art  of  reigning  ;  and,  after  all,  while  Horace  was 
sitting  in  his  easy  chair,  giving  his  countrymen  good  advice,  a 
private  man,  who  knew  somewhat  better  than  he  what  the  mass 
admired,  was  exhibiting  forty  thousand  gladiators  at  hia  mother'ii 
funeral." 

"  But  the  canon  lins  its  foundation  in  tlie  eternal  laws  of 
beauty.     It  baa  been  accepted  and  observed." 

"  Not  by  the  people  for  whom  it  was  written.  The  learned 
Hypalia  has  surely  not  forgotten,  that  within  sixty  years  after  the 
Ars  Poetica  was  written,  Annaius  Seneca,  or  whosoever  wrote 
that  very  bad  tragedy  called  the  Medea,  foiind  it  so  necessary 
that  she  should,  in  despite  of  Horace,  kiU  her  children  before 
tbe  people,  tluit  be  actually  made  her  do  it  I  " 

Hypatia  was  still  silent, — foiled  at  every  poin*,  while  Orestei 
ran  on  with  provoking  glibness. 


'•^VikI  rrally,  alh-r  all,  uinilting  the  (questionable  conipliment 
to  iiic,  as  candidate  fur  a  eei'taiu  diiriiilv,  of  liavinir  iiiv  name- 
sake  kill  his  mother,  and  then  be  hunted  over  the  btauc  hy 
tunes 

*'  L>ut  Apollo  vindicates  and  purifies  him  at  last.  What  a 
noble  occasion  that  last  scene  would  give  for  winning  them  back 
to  their  old  reverence  for  the  god !  '* 

''  True,  but  at  present  the  majority  of  spectators  will  believe 
more  strongly  in  the  horrors  of  matricide  and  furies  than  in 
Apollo's  j)0\ver  to  dis[)ense  therewith.  So  that,  I  fear,  must  be 
one  of  vour  labors  of  the  future." 

"  And  it  shall  be,"  said  llypatia.  But  she  did  not  speak 
cheerfully. 

"  Do  you  not  think,  moreover,"  went  on  the  tempter,  "  that 
those  old  trajjjedies  mi;:jlit  rrive  somewhat  too  gloomy  a  notion  of 
those  deities  whoni  we  wish  to  re-introduce, —  I  beg  pardon,  to 
re-honor  ?  The  history  of  the  house  of  Atreus  is  hardly  more 
cheerful,  in  spite  of  its  beauty,  than  one  of  Cyril's  sermons  on 
the  day  of  judgment,  and  the  Tartarus  prepared  for  hapless  rich 
people." 

*' Well,"  said  lly])atia,  more  and  more  li>tlessly;  **it  might  be 
more  prudent  to  show  them  fir>t  the  fairer  and  more  graceful 
side  of  the  old  ]\Ivths.  Cerlaiidy  the  great  age  of  Athenian 
tra«^n/dy  had  its  nlayful  reverse  in  the  old  comedv." 

**And  in  certain  Diony.-iac  sports  and  processions  which  shall 
be  namele-s,  in  ordt.-r  to  awaken  a  ])roper  devotion  to  the  gods 
in  those  who  might  not  be  able  to  a})i)recia(e  ^Esehylus  and 
Sophocles." 

**  You  would  not  re-introduce  them  !" 
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*•  Not  in  the  least.  For  my  own  part,  this  whole  business, 
^ik^  tli»-  <  ritf-rinz  ior  the  weekly  pantomime?,  is  as  izreat  a  bore 
to  111'-  a-  it  cMuld  have  ber-n  to  Julian  him.-eh*.  Bui,  mv  dearest 
madam.  —  •  Pan*  rn  and  Circenies.'  —  ih^rv  must  be  put  into 
criH).]  huni'-r:  and  ih'.rtr  is  but  one  wav,  —  bv  •  the  lu^t  of  the 
l!».'-h.  and  iLo  lu-t  ot^  the  eve.  and  the  pride  ot'  life,'  as  a 
eertain    (Talilean    correotlv    defmes    the    time-honored    Koman 

w 

melho  \." 

••Put  til' m  into  pxKl  humor?  I  wish  to  lustrate  them 
a*'r-h  f -r  iLv-  Service  ui  tlie  nods.  If  we  must  have  comio 
reprr-f,  nta:iun-.  we  can  only  have  them  conjoined  to  tragedy, 
which,  as  Ari.-iuile  detines  it,  will  purify  their  atiections  by  pity 
and  t'-iTur." 

C>rc^:'j^  smiled. 

*•  I  certainly  can  have  no  objection  to  sogocxl  a  purpose.  But 
do  you  not  think  that  the  battle  between  the  gladiators  and  the 
Libvans  will  have  done  that  sutiicientlv  beforehand  ?  I  can 
conceive  nothing  more  fit  fur  that  end,  unless  it  be  Xero's 
metliod  uf  Sending  his  guards  among  the  spectators  themselves, 
and    thrnwiiij    them    down    to    the    wild    bea-ts   of  the  arena. 


'■TiiO  poll-  roibiil  tli:it  — liiLit  siuli  ;;  iirro^ll?  .-liOuM  <-\\v 
nri-.;  liviT." 

■'Thu  oi.ly  «^ij-  lu  ;n<>id  il.  l.ilirvr  iiu-,  is  (o  allure  :\iid  lo 
iiiiliil'jv.     Al(L-r  all.  il  i-  fur  tli,-ir  ;..„,>,!.'■ 

•■  True,"  «ighcU  ll)-!,atia.     "  Ha^■c  your  uay,  sir." 

"  Believe  me,  you  shall  have  yours  in  turn.  I  ask  you  to  be 
ruled  by  me  now,  only  iliat  you  may  be  in  a  posilion  to  rule  me 
anil  Afrii'a  hereafter." 

"And  such  an  Africa!  IVell,  if  they  arc  born  low  and 
earthly,  tliey  must,  I  suppose,  be  treated  as  such  ;  iind  the  fault 
of  fucli  a  necessity  is  Nature's,  and  not  ours.  Yet  it  is  most 
de^radin<;  !  Uiit,  still,  if  the  only  method  by  whieli  the  plitlo- 
sophic  few  ean  assume  IJieir  ri;;hls,  as  the  divinely  ajipoiiilcd 
rulers  of  the  world,  is  by  iLidulgin;;  tho^e  lower  being,*  whom 
they  govern  for  their  good,  —  why  he  it  so.  It  is  no  worse  ne- 
cessity than  many  another  which  tbe  servant  of  the  gods  must 
endure  in  days  like  these." 

"  Ah,"  said  Orestes,  refusing  to  hear  the  sigh,  or  to  see  the 
bitterness  of  tlie  lip,  whieh  accompanied  the  speech,  —  "now 
Hypalia  is  herself  again  ;  and  my  counsellor,  and  giver  of  deep 
and  celcslinl  rciuons  fur  nil  tilings  at  whicli  i)oi>r  I  oan  only 
snatch  and  guess  by  vulpine  cunning.  So  now  for  oilf  lighter 
entertainment.     AVhat  shall  it  l>e  ?" 

"  What  you  will,  pro\  ided  it  be  mil,  as  most  such  are,  unfit 
fur  the  eyes  of  moilest  women.  I  Iiave  no  skill  in  euterlng  fur 
folly." 

"  A  pantominie,  then  ?  We  may  make  that  .is  grand  and 
as  signilicnnt  as  we  will,  and  expend  too  on  it  all  our  inasures 
in  the  way  of  gewgaws  and  wild  boasts." 
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*•  Yo5.  —  it  does  not  sclera  to  me  that  she  would  be  appre- 

ri:i:-:.L  —  at  all  events  tV^r  the  prrst-nt,  'SMiv  not  try  Aphrodite? 
C  ^.ri-'.ians  as  well  as  Pairans  will  thorouirhly  understand  her; 
a:.  I  1  ki.C'W  no  ur.e  who  will  not  dt-grade  the  viriiiu  iroddess  by 
rv.  rL?c!::i:.j  hor.  except  a  OL-rtain  ladv,  who  has  alreadv,  I 
ho;-e.  con  fen  ted  to  sit  in  that  verv  character,  bv  the  side  of  her 
too  much  honored  slave  ;  and  one  Pallas  is  enounh  at  a  time  in 
any  thvarre." 

llypatia  shuddered.  lie  tCK-k  it  all  for  granted,  then,  and 
clainud  her  Cv.-nditional  promise  to  the  uttermost.  Was  there 
no  escaptr  ?  Slie  louiit-d  to  spriiig  up  :\nd  rush  away,  into  the 
streets,  into  the  desert.  —  anything  to  break  the  hideous  net 
which  she  had  wountl  round  hcrselt'.  And  vet  —  was  it  not  the 
cause  of  the  c  MS,  —  the  one  object  of  her  life  ?  And  after  all, 
if  he  the  hateful  was  to  be  her  emperor,  she  at  least  was  to  be 
an  empress ;  and  do  what  ^he  would.  —  and  half  in  irony,  and 
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"Then  why  not  tiy  mj  despieed  and  rejected  Aphrodite? 
Suppose  we  had  her  triumph,  finishing  with  a  dance  of  VeDiu 
Anadyomeae.     Surety  that  is  a  graceful  myth  enough." 

"  As  a  myth ;  but  ou  the  stage,  in  reality  7  " 

"  Not  worse  than  what  this  Christian  city  has  been  looking 
at  for  many  a  year>  We  shall  not  run  any  danger  of  corrupt* 
ing  morality,  be  sure." 

Hypatia  blushed. 

"  Then  yon  must  not  ask  for  my  help." 

"Or  for  your  presence  at  the  spectacle?  For  that  be  sure 
is  a  necessary  point.  Yon  are  too  great  a  person,  my  dearest 
madam,  in  the  eyes  of  these  good  folks,  to  be  allowed  to  ab- 
■ent  yourself  on  such  an  occasion.  If  my  little  strat^em  suc- 
ceeds, it  will  be  half  owing  to  the  fact  of  the  people  knowing 
that,  in  crowning  me,  they  crown  Hypatia.  ....  Come  now, 
—  do  you  not  see  that,  as  you  must  needs  be  present  at  their 
harmless  scrap  of  mythology,  taken  from  the  authentic  and 
undoubted  histories  of  those  very  gods  whose  worship  we  intend 
to  restore,  yon  will  consult  your  own  comfort  most  in  agreeing  to 
it  cheerfully,  and  in  lending  me  your  wisdom  towards  arranging 
it?  Just  conceive,  now,  a  triumph  of  Aphrodite,  entering  pre- 
ceded by  wild  beasts  led  in  chains  by  Ciipids,  the  white  elephant 
and  all,  —  what  a  field  for  the  plastic  art !  You  might  have  a 
thousand  groupings,  dispersions,  regroupings,  in  as  perfect  bas- 
relief  style  as  those  of  any  Sophoclean  drama.  Allow  me  only 
to  take  this  paper  and  pen " 

And  he  began  sketching  rapidly  group  after  group. 

"  Not  so  ugly,  snrely  ?  " 

"  They  are  very  lovely,  I  cannot  deny,"  said  poor  Hypatia. 

"  Ah,  sweetest  empress  1  yon  fot^t  sometimes  that  I,  too, 
world-worn  as  I  am,  am  a  Greek,  with  as  intense  a  love  of  the 
beautiful  as  even  you  yourself  have.  Do  not  fancy  that  every 
violation  of  correct  taste  does  not  torture  me  as  keenly  as  it 
docs  you.  Some  day,  I  hope,  you  will  have  learnt  to  pity  and 
to  excuse  the  wretched  compromise  between  that  which  ought 
to  be  and  that  which  can  be,  in  which  we  hi^Jen  itateamen 
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must  struggle  on,  half-stunted,  and  wholly  misanderstood. — 
Ah,  well !  Look,  now,  at  these  fauns  and  dryads  among  the 
shrubs  upon  the  stage,  pausing  in  startled  wonder  at  the  first 
blast  of  music  which  proclaims  the  exit  of  the  goddess  from  her 
temple." 

"  The  temple ?    Why,  where  are  you  going  to  exhibit? '* 

"  In  the  Theatre,  of  course.    Where  else  pantomimes  ?  " 

<<  But  will  the  spectators  have  time  to  move  all  the  way  from 
the  Amphitheatre  after  that  —  those " 

<'  The  Amphitheatre  ?  We  shall  exhibit  the  Libyans,  too,  in 
the  Theatre." 

'<  Combats  in  the  Theatre  sacred  to  Dionusos  ?  " 

"My  dear  lady,"  —  penitently,  —  "I  know  it  is  an  offence 
against  all  the  laws  of  the  drama." 

"  O,  worse  than  that !  Ck>nsider  what  an  impiety  toward  the 
god,  to  desecrate  his  altar  with  bloodshed  1 " 

"  Fairest  devotee,  recollect  that,  after  all,  I  may  fairly  borrow 
Dionusos'  altar  in  this  my  extreme  need ;  for  I  saved  its  very 
existence  for  him,  by  preventing  the  magistrates  from  filling 
up  the  whole  orchestra  with  benches  for  the  patricians,  after 
the  barbarous  Roman  fashion.  And  besides,  what  possible  sort 
of  representation,  or  misrepresentation,  has  not  been  exhibited 
in  every  theatre  of  the  empire  for  the  last  four  hundred  years? 
Have  we  not  had  tumblers,  conjurers,  allegories,  martyrdoms, 
marriages,  elephants  on  the  tight  rope,  learned  horses,  and 
learned  asses  too,  if  wc  may  trust  Apuleius  of  Madaura ;  with 
a  good  many  other  spectacles  of  which  we  must  not  speak  in 
the  presence  of  a  vestal  ?  It  is  an  age  of  execrable  taste,  and 
we  must  act  accordinnfly." 

"  Ah ! "  answered  Hypatia ;  "  the  first  step  in  the  downward 
career  of  the  drama  began  when  the  successors  of  Alexander 
dared  to  profane  theatres  which  had  re-echoed  the  choruses  of 
Sophocles  and  Euripides  by  degrading  the  altar  of  Dionusos 
into  a  siSLfrc  for  pantomimes ! " 

"  Which  your  pure  mind  must,  doubtless,  consider  not  so  very 
much  better  than  a  little  fighting.    Bat,  after  all,  the  Ptolemifls 
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joa  miirt,  after  al!,  bury  it,  and  gel  sonietliing  elsi'  in  its  jilace. 
—  except,  of  course,  the  worsiiip  of  Ibc  gods." 

"  I  am  glad  that  you  except  that,  at  least,"  said  Hypalia, 
Bomewhat  bitterly.  "  But  why  not  use  the  Amphitheatre  for 
both  spectacles?" 

"What  can  I  do?  I  am  over  head  and  ears  in  debt  already; 
and  the  Amphilbeatre  is  half  in  ruins,  thanks  to  that  fanatic 
edict  of  the  late  emjieror's  against  {;ladiators.  There  is  no 
lime  or  money  for  repairing  it ;  and  besides,  Ilow  pitiful  n  poor 
hundred  of  combatants  will  liMtk  in  an  arena  built  to  hold  two 
thousand.  Consider,  my  de.trest  lady,  in  what  fallen  limes  we 
live!" 

"  I  do,  indeed  ! "  said  Ilypatia.  "  ISut  I  will  not  see  the  altar 
polluted  by  blood.  It  is  the  desecration  which  it  has  under- 
gone already  which  has  provoked  the  god  to  withdraw  the 
poetic  inspiration," 

"  1  do  not  doubt  the  fact.  Some  ctirse  from  Heaven,  certain- 
ly, has  fallen  on  onr  poets,  to  judge  by  their  exceeding  badness. 
Indeed,  I  am  indined  to  attribute  the  insane  vaffaries  of  the 
water-drinking  monks  and  nuns,  like  those  of  the  Argivc  women, 
lo  the  same  celestial  anger.  Rut  I  will  see  that  the  panetity  of 
the  altar  is  preserved,  by  confining  the  combat  to  the  stage. 
And  as  for  the  pantomime  which  will  follow,  if  you  wouM  only 
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IIyi..ii,.  r....  ,mi:rily. 

'■  T\iU,  sir,  at  kasi,  w  U.u  luucii  1  It  win  not  cumigli  Ibr  you, 
it  seems  to  »;l'iiin.  or  nilli<^i-  to  tuke  for  gruiUL-ci,  so  iriipi'i'lously, 
60  mere i less !j-,  a  conditional  promiso,  —  weakly,  weakly  maik', 
in  tlie  vuiii  hope  tliat  joii  would  lielp  forward  as [li rations  of 
mine  wliirii  you  liiivo  let  lie  fiillow  for  monllis,  —  in  wlii.-li  I  do 
not  bfliuvu  tliat  jou  pynipalliize  now  I  —  It  was  not  enou^Ii  lor 
you  to  deelare  yourself  [lublii-ly  yesliirdiiy  a  Clirisliiiii,  and  to 
come  hitLer  this  inoniiiig  lo  lluller  niu  into  tlie  belief  lliiit  you 
ivill  dare,  ten  days  lience,  to  reiloro  llic  worsliip  of  the  gods 
whom  you  liave  abjured !  —  It  ivas  not  tnougli  lo  plan  williout 
me  all  llio.-e  movcinunis  in  wliioli  you  told  nie  I  Wiis  to  be  your 
f(;ilow-<ounsellor,  —  the  very  condilioti  wliieb  you  yourself 
offered !  —  It  was  not  enough  lor  yoii  to  i-onmiand  me  to  sit  ii) 
that  theatre,  as  your  bail,  your  puppet,  your  vielini,  blushing 
and  shuddering  at  sights  unfit  for  the  eyes  of  gods  and  men:  — 
but,  over  and  above  all  this,  I  must  assist  in  the  renewed  tri- 
umph of  a  ivoman  who  has  laughed  down  niy  teaehint'.  seduced 
away  my  scliohirs,  braved  nie  in  my  verj'  leelnre-rooui.  —  who 
for  lour  years  has  done  more  lh:in  even  Cyril  himself  to  destroy 
all  the  virlue  ami  truth  whieli  I  have  loiM  lo  sow.  — ami  toiled 
in  vain!  O  beloved  gods!  where  will  end  tiie  tortures  ibiough 
which  your  martyr  must  witness  fur  you  to  a  liilleii  raee  ':  " 

And,  in  i-piie  of  all  her  pride,  and  of  Orestes'  presence,  lier 
eyes  lilled  with  si^dding  tears. 

Orestes'  vyv!'  had  sunk  before  ihe  vehemence  of  her  just  ]ias- 


l,\i  I  :ini.  I  li:ive  offend- 
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"  Would  that  I  had  never  seen  the  creature  !  But,  after  all, 
I  really  fancied  that  in  doing  what  I  have  done  I  slfuld  gntifj 

"  Me  ?  " 

"  Surely,  if  revenge  be  sweet,  as  they  say,  it  could  hardly 
find  a  more  delicate  eatisfaction  thao  in  the  degradation  of  one 
who " 

"  Bevenge,  sir  ?  Do  you  dream  that  I  am  capable  of  bo  base 
a  passion  ?  " 

"IP  Pallas  forbid  I "  stud  Oreates,  finding  himself  on  the 
wrong  path  again.  "  But  recollect  that  the  allowing  this  specta* 
cle  lo  take  place  might  rid  you  for  ever  of  an  unpleasant —  I 
will  not  say  rival." 

"  How,  then  ?  " 

"  Will  not  her  reappearance  on  the  stage,  after  all  her  proud 
professions  of  contempt  for  it,  do  something  towards  reducing 
her,  in  the  eyes  of  this  scandalous  little  town,  to  her  true  and 
native  level  ?  She  will  hardly  dare  thenceforth  to  go  about 
parading  herself  as  the  consort  of  a  god-descended  hero,  or 
thrusting  herself  unbidden  into  Hypatia's  presence,  as  if  she 
were  the  daughter  of  a  consuL" 

"  But  I  cannot  —  I  cannot  allow  it  even  to  her.  After 
all,  Orestes,  she  is  a  woman.  And  can  I,  philosopher  aa  I 
am,  help  to  degrade  her  even  one  step  lower  than  she  lies  al- 
ready? " 

Hypatia  had  all  hut  said  "  a  woman  even  as  I  am  " ;  bat  Neo- 
Flatonic  philosophy  taught  her  better;  and  she  checked  the 
hasty  assertion  of  anything  like  a  common  sex  or  common  hu- 
manity between  two  beings  so  antipodal. 

"  Ah,"  rejoined  Orestes,  "  that  unlucky  word  degrade  I  Un- 
thinking that  I  was,  to  use  it,  forgetting  that  she  herself  will  be 
no  more  degraded  in  her  own  eyes,  or  any  one's  else,  by  hearing 
agnin  the  plaudits  of  those  '  dear  Macedonians,'  on  whose  breath 
she  bos  lived  for  years,  tlian  a  peacock  when  he  displays  his 
train.  Unbounded  vanity  and  self-conceit  are  not  unpleasant 
passions,  after  all,  for  their  dctim.  Afl«r  all,  she  is  what  she 
26» 
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10,  and  her  being  so  is  no  fault  of  yours.  O,  it  must  be !  indeed 
it  must ! '' 

Poor  Iljpatia !  The  bait  waa  too  delicate,  the  tempter  too 
wily  ;  and  yet  she  was  ashamed  to  speak  aloud  the  philosophic 
dogma  wiiich  flashed  a  ray  of  comfort  and  resignation  through 
her  mind,  and  reminded  her  that  after  all  there  was  no  harm  in 
allowing  lower  natures  to  develop  themselves  freely  in  that  di- 
rection which  Nature  had  appointed  for  them,  and  in  which  only 
they  could  fulfil  the  laws  of  their  being,  as  necessary  varietieB 
in  the  manifold  whole  of  the  universe.  So  she  cut  the  interview 
short  with  — 

'^  If  it  must  be,  then  ....  I  will  now  retire,  and  write  the 
ode.  Only,  I  refuse  to  have  any  communication  whatsoever 
with  —  I  am  ashamed  of  even  mentioning  her  name.  I  will 
send  the  ode  to  you,  and  she  must  adapt  her  dance  to  it  as  best 
she  can.     By  her  taste,  or  fancy  rather,  I  will  not  be  ruled.** 

'<  And  I,"  said  Orestes,  with  a  profusion  of  thanks,  *^  will  re- 
tire to  rack  my  faculties  over  the  *  dispositions.'  On  this  day 
week  we  exhibit  —  and  conquer !  FareweU,  queen  of  wisdom ! 
Your  philosophy  never  shows  to  better  advantage  than  when 
you  thus  wisely  and  gracefully  subordinate  that  which  is  beauti- 
ful in  itself  to  that  which  is  beautiful  relatively  and  practi- 
cally." 

He  departed ;  and  Hypatia,  half  dreading  her  own  thoughts, 
sat  down  at  once  to  labor  at  the  ode.  Certainly  it  was  a  mag- 
nificent subject  What  etymologies,  cosmogonies,  allegories, 
myths,  symbolisms  between  all  heaven  and  earth,  might  she  not 
introduce,  —  if  she  could  but  banish  that  figure  of  Pelagia  dan- 
cing to  it  all,  which  could  not  be  banished,  but  hovered,  like  a 
spectre,  in  the  background  of  all  her  imaginations.  She  became 
quite  angry,  first  with  Pelagia,  then  with  herself  for  being  weak 
enough  to  think  of  hor.  "Was  it  not  positive  defilement  of  her 
mind  to  bo  haunted  by  the  image  of  so  defiled  a  being  ?  She 
would  purify  her  thoughts  by  prayer  and  meditation.  But  to 
whom  of  all  the  gods  should  she  address  herself?  To  her  cho- 
sen favorite,  Athene  ?    She  who  had  promised  to  be  present  at 


eliL-  IiiiU  lii'eii  Miarca  into  k.  Siiiiri'il  —  tl.tie  iv:is  no  .lui.l.i  of 
il  — by  llie  vt-ry  i.iati  wljom  >lic  lia.l  t],wh-<l  ilial  Jl;  .■..iild 
piiiilo  and  im.iilU  U>  livr  ouii  i>iir|ii.SL-.>^.  lie  liaii  ^-mavd  ju.U 
moulded  her  now  a<:uinjt  iicr  $i?ll'-r<.'sp(.'<.'(,  Iier  compassion,  her 
iiiDatc  sense  of  right.  Already  she  ivaa  liis  tool.  True,  slie  hud 
submillcd  to  be  so  for  n  great  jiuqiose.  But  suppose  she  had  to 
submit  again  hereafter,  —  alwiiya  henceforth?  And  what  made 
Ihe  thought  more  poignant  was  lier  knowledge  lliat  he  was 
rijrht ;  that  he  knew  what  to  do,  and  how  to  do  it.  She  could 
not  lielp  admiring  liim  for  his  address,  his  quicknt's=,  his  dear 
practical  in>iglit ;  and  yet  she  desjiisi'd,  mistrusted,  nl!  hut  hated 
him.  Kut  what  if  his  were  the  very  qualities  whieli  were  des- 
tined to  succeed  ?  What  if  her  purer  and  loftier  aims,  her  reso- 
lutions—  now,  alas!  hroken  —  never  lo  act  but  on  the  deepest 
and  holiest  principles  and  by  llie  most  sacred  means,  were  des- 
tined never  to  exert  themselves  in  practice,  except  conjointly 
with  miserable  stratagems  nn<\  cajoleries  such  as  these  ?  What 
if  statecraft,  anil  not  piiilosopliy  and  religion,  wei'e  the  a|i]ioinlcd 
rulers  of  mankind!'  Hideous  thought!  And  yel — she  who 
Lad  all  lier  life  tried  lo  be  self-dependent,  originative,  lo  face 
and  crush  the  hostile  mob  of  eireumslaneo  and  custom,  and  do 
battle  single-handed  with  (.'iiristianity  and  a  fallen  age  —  how 
was  it  ihat  in  her  fir^t  important  and  critical  ojiporlunily  of  ac- 
tion she  had  been  dumb,  irresolute,  passive,  the  victim,  at  last, 
of  the  very  conuplioii  which  she  was  lo  exterminate  ?  She  did 
not  know  yet  that  liiuse  who  have  no  other  means  for  regener- 
ating a  corrupted  time  tjian  dogmatic  pedantries  concerning  the 
dead  and  unretnrning  past,  must  end,  in  practice,  by  borrowing 
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their  usual  pure  and  quiet  course.  The  public  buildiiigs  were 
placarded  with  the  news  of  HeracUan's  Tictoiy ;  and  gnrnpa  of 
loungers  expressed,  loudly  enough,  their  utter  indifferenoe  as  to 
who  might  rule  at  Home,  —  or  even  at  Byzantium.  Let  He- 
raclian  or  Honorius  be  emperor,  the  capitals  must  be  fed ;  and 
while  the  Alexandrian  wheat-trade  was  uninjured,  what  matter 
who  received  the  tribute  ?  Certainly,  as  some  friends  of  Orestes 
found  means  to  suggest,  it  might  not  be  a  bad  thing  for  Egypt 
if  she  could  keep  the  tribute  in  her  own  treasury,  instead  of 
sending  it  to  Rome  without  any  adequate  return,  save  the  pres- 
ence of  an  expensive  army Alexandria  had  been  once  the 

metropolis  of  an  independent  empire.  •  • . .  Why  not  again  ? 
Then  came  enormous  largesses  of  com,  proving,  more  aatisfiM- 
torily  to  the  mob  than  to  the  ship-owners,  that  Egyptian  wheat 
was  better  employed  at  home  than  abroad.  Nay,  there  were 
even  rumors  of  a  general  amnesty  for  all  prisoners  ;  and  as,  of 
course,  every  evil-doer  had  a  kind  of  friend,  who  considered  him 
an  injured  martyr,  all  parties  were  well  content,  on  their  own 
accounts  at  least,  with  such  a  move. 

And  so  Orestes'  bubble  swelled,  and  grew,  and  glittered  every 
day  with  fresh  prismatic  radiance ;  while  Hypatia  sat  at  home, 
with  a  heavy  heart,  writing  her  ode  to  Venus  Urania,  and  sub- 
mitting to  Orestes'  daily  visits. 

One  doud,  indeed,  not  without  squalls  of  wind  and  rain,  dis- 
figured that  sky  which  the  prefect  had  invested  with  such  seren- 
ity by  the  simple  expedient,  well  known  to  politicians,  of  paint- 
ing it  bright  blue,  since  it  would  not  assume  that  color  of  its  own 
accord.  For,  a  day  or  two  afler  Ammonius'  execution,  the  pre- 
fect's guards  informed  him  that  the  corpse  of  the  crucified  man, 
with  the  cross  on  which  it  hung,  had  vanished.  The  Nitrian 
monks  had  come  down  in  a  body,  and  carried  them  off  before 
the  very  eyes  of  the  sentinels.  Orestes  knew  well  enough  that 
the  fellows  must  have  been  bribed  to  allow  the  thefl ;  but  he 
dare  not  say  so  to  men  on  whose  good  humor  his  very  life  might 
depend ;  so,  stomaching  the  affront  as  best  he  could,  he  vowed 
fresh  vengeance  against  Cyril,  and  went  on  his  way.    But  be- 
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hold  I  —  within  four-and-twenty  houra  of  the  theft,  a  procession 
of  all  the  rascalitj,  followed  bj  all  the  piet;,  of  Alexandria,  — 
monks  from  Nitria  (»iunted  bj  the  thousand,  —  priests,  deacons, 
archdeacons,  Cyril  himself,  in  full  pontificals,  and,  borne  aloft  in 
the  midst,  upon  a  splendid  bier,  the  missing  corpse,  its  nul- 
pierced  bands  and  feet  left  uncovered  for  the  pitying  gaze  <tf 
the  Church. 

Under  the  very  palace  windons,  from  which  Orestes  found  it 
expedient  to  retire  for  the  time  being,  out  upon  the  quays,  and 
op  the  eteps  of  the  Ceeaaream,  defiled  that  new  portent ;  and  in 
another  hajf-hour,  a  servant  entered,  breathlessly,  to  inform  the 
shepherd  of  the  people  that  his  victim  was  lying  in  state  in  tbe 
centre  of  the  nave,  a  martyr  duly  canonized,  —  Ammooius  now 
no  more,  but  henceforth  ThaumaHius  the  wonderful,  on  whose 
heroic  virtaes,  and  more  heroic  faithrulness  unto  the  death, 
Cyril  was  already  descanting  from  the  pulpit,  amid  thunders  of 
i^plause  at  ever;  allusion  to  Sisera  at  the  brook  Kishoo,  Sen- 
nacherib in  the  house  of  Nisrocb,  and  the  rest  of  the  princes 
of  this  world  who  come  to  naught. 

Here  was  a  storm  1  To  order  a  cohort  to  enter  Hie  church 
and  bring  away  the  body,  was  easy  enough  ;  to  moke  them  do 
it  in  the  face  of  certain  death,  not  so  easy.  Besides,  it  was  loo 
early  yet  for  so  desperate  a  move  as  would  be  involved  in  the 
violation  of  a  church.  ....  So  Orestes  added  this  fresh  item  to 
the  long  column  of  accounts  which  he  intended  to  settle  with  the 
patriarch  ;  cursed  for  half  an  hour  in  the  name  of  all  divinities, 
stunts,  and  martyrs.  Christian  and  Pagan ;  and  wrote  ofi*  a 
lamentable  history  of  his  wrongs  and  sufferings  to  the  very 
Byzantine  court  against  which  be  was  about  to  rebel,  in  the 
comfortable  assurance  that  Cyril  had  sent,  by  the  same  post,  a 
counter'Statement,  contradicting  it  in  every  particular.  .... 

Never  mind In  case  he  failed  in  rebelling,  it  was  as  well 

to  be  able  to  prove  his  allegiance  up  to  the  latest  possible  date; 
and  the  more  completely  the  two  statementa  contisdicted  each 
other,  the  longer  it  would  take  to  sift  the  truth  out  of  them ;  and 
tlius  so  much  time  was  gained,  and  so  much  the  more  chance, 


SIO  HTPATIA. 

meantime,  of  a  new  leaf  being  turned  over  in  that  Sibylline  or- 
acle of  politicians,  the  Chapter  of  Accidents.  And,  for  the  time 
being,  he  would  make  a  pathetic  appeal  to  respectability  and 
moderation  in  general,  of  which  Alexandria,  wherein  some 
hundred  thousand  tradesmen  and  merchants  had  property  to 
lose,  possessed  a  goodly  share. 

Respectability  responded  promptly  to  the  appeal ;  and  loyal 
addresses  and  deputations  of  condolence  flowed  in  from  eyeiy 
quarter,  expressing  the  extreme  sorrow  with  which  the  citizens 
had  beheld  the  late  disturbances  of  dvil  order,  and  the  contempt 
which  had  been  so  unfortunately  evinced  for  the  constituted  au- 
thorities ;  but  taking,  nevertheless,  the  liberty  to  remark,  that, 
while  the  extreme  danger  to  property  which  might  ensue  from 
the  further  exasperation  of  certain  classes  prevented  their  tak- 
ing those  active  steps  on  the  side  of  tranquillity  to  which  their 
feelings  inclined  them,  the  known  piety  and  wisdom  of  their  es- 
teemed patriarch  made  it  presumptuous  in  them  to  offer  any 
opinion  on  his  present  conduct,  beyond  the  expression  of  their 
firm  belief  that  he  had  been  unfortunately  misinformed  as  to 
those  sentiments  of  affection  and  respect  which  his  excellency 
the  prefect  was  well  known  to  entertain  towards  him.  They 
ventured,  therefore,  to  express  a  humble  hope  that,  by  some  mu- 
tual compromise,  to  define  which  would  be  an  unwarrantable  in- 
trusion on  their  part,  a  happy  reconciliation  would  be  effected, 
and  the  stability  of  law,  property,  and  the  Catholic  faith  insured. 
....  All  which  Orestes  heard  with  blandest  smiles,  while  his 
heart  was  black  with  curses ;  and  Cyril  answered  by  a  very 
violent,  though  a  very  true  and  practical,  harangue  on  the  text, 
^  How  hardly  shall  they  that  have  riches  enter  into  the  kingdom 
of  heaven." 

So  respectability  and  moderation  met  with  its  usual  hapless 
fate,  and,  soundly  cursed  by  both  parties,  in  the  vain  attempt  to 
please  both,  wisely  left  the  upper  powers  to  settle  their  own 
affairs,  and  went  home  to  their  desks  and  counters,  and  did  a 
very  brisk  business  all  that  week,  on  the  strength  of  the  ap- 
proaching festival.    One  hapless  innkeeper  only  tried  to  cany 


Cyril  in  tlic  incMii  while,  thouirli  lie  was  doini'  a  foolish  tliinc^, 
was  doing  it  widely  enough.  Orc-tes  niiglit  curse,  and  respecta- 
bility might  deplore,  those  nightly  sermons,  which  shook  the 
mighty  arcades  of  the  Ca'sareum,  bnt  they  could  not  answer 
them.  Cyril  was  right,  and  knew  that  he  was  right.  Orestes 
was  a  scoundrel,  hateful  to  God  and  to  the  enemies  of  God. 
The  middle  classes  were  lukewarm,  covetous  cowards ;  the 
whole  system  of  government  was  a  sw  indie  and  an  injustice ; 
all  men's  hearts  were  mad  with  crying,  ''Lord,  how^  long?" 
The  fierce  bishop  had  only  to  tliunder  ibrtli  text  on  text,  from 
every  book  of  Scripture,  old  and  new,  in  order  to  array  on  his 
side,  not  merely  the  common  sense  and  right  I'eeling,  but  the 
bigotry  and  ferocity  of  the  masses. 

In  vain  did  the  good  Arsenius  represent  to  him,  not  only  the 
scandal,  but  the  unrighteousness,  of  his  new  canonization.  *'■  I 
must  have  fuel,  my  good  father,"  was  his  answer,  *•  wherewith 
to  keep  alight  the  flame  of  zeaL  If  I  am  to  be  sih^nt  as  to  He- 
raclian's  defeat,  I  must  give  them  some  other  irritant,  which 
will  put  them  in  a  proper  temper  to  act  on  that  defeat,  when 
they  are  told  of  it.  If  they  hate  Orestes,  does  he  not  deserve 
it?  Even  if  he  is  not  altogether  as  much  in  the  wrong  in  this 
particular  case  as  they  fancy  he  is,  are  there  not  a  thousand 
other  crimes  of  his,  wliich  deserve  their  abliorrence  even 
more  ?     At   all   events,  he    must   proclaim    the    empire,  fis   you 


01  a  man  no  worso,  even  ii  no  oettcr,  tnan 


Syncsius  ro-c  ^villl  ;v  ;i:<'stiire  of  siir|HM>(',  and  ImrriL'tl  towards 
the  door.  '*  Xo,  a>k  him  to  coiiio  lilihrr  to  inc.  To  pass 
throu;ili  those  deserted  rooms  at  Jiii^dit  is  more  than  1  can 
b»'ar."  And  he  waite<l  tor  Ids  irne>t  at  the  eliandier-door,  and, 
as  lie  entered,  caught  Ijoth  Ids  han<ls  in  his,  and  tried  to  speak; 
but  his  voice  was  choked  within  him. 

'*  Do  not  speak,"  said  Kaphael,  gently,  leading  him  to  his 
chair  again.     **  1  know  all." 

'*  You  know  all  ?  And  are  yon,  then,  so  unlike  the  rest  of 
the  world,  that  you  alone  have  come  to  visit  the  bereaved  and 
the  deserted  in  his  miserv  ?  " 

**  I  am  like  the  rest  of  the  world,  after  all ;  for  I  came  to  vou 
on  my  own  sellish  errand,  to  seek  condort.  "Would  that  I  could 
give  it  ijistead  !      But  the  servants  told  me  all.  below." 

"  And  yet  you  persisted  in  seeing  me,  as  if  I  couhl  help  you  ? 
Alas  !  I  can  help  no  one  now.  Here  I  am  at  last  utterly  alone, 
utterly  helpless.  As  I  came  from  my  mother's  womb,  so  shall 
I  return  again.     My  last  child  —  my  last  and    airest  —  gone 
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after  the  rest !  —  Thank  God,  that  I  have  had  even  a  day's 
peace  wherein  to  lay  him  by  his  mother  and  his  brothers; 
though  He  alone  knows  how  long  the  beloved  graves  may  re- 
main unrifled.  Let  it  have  been  shame  enough  to  sit  here  in 
my  lonely  tower,  and  watch  the  ashes  of  my  Spartan  ancestors, 
the  sons  of  Hercules  himself,  my  glory  and  my  pride,  sinful  fool 

that  I  was !  cast  to  the  winds  by  barbarian  plunderers 

When  wilt  thou  make  an  end,  O  Lord,  and  slay  me  ?  " 

*^  And  how  did  the  poor  boy  die  ?  "  asked  Raphael,  in  hope  of 
soothing  sorrow  by  enticing  it  to  vent  itself  in  words. 

"The  pestilence.  —  What  other  fate  can  we  expect,  who 
breathe  an  air  tainted  with  corpses,  and  sit  under  a  sky  dark- 
ened with  carrion-birds  ?  But  I  could  endure  even  that,  if  I 
could  work,  if  I  could  help.  But  to  sit  here,  imprisoned  now 
for  months  between  these  hateful  towers ;  night  after  night  to 
watch  the  sky,  red  with  burning  homesteads ;  day  afier  day  to 
have  my  ears  ring  with  the  shrieks  of  the  dying  and  the  cap- 
tives, —  for  they  have  begun  now  to  murder  every  male,  down 
to  the  baby  at  the  breast,  —  and  to  feel  myself  utterly  fettered, 
impotent,  sitting  here  like  some  palsied  idiot,  waiting  for  my 
end  !  —  I  long  to  rush  out,  and  fall  fighting,  sword  in  hand :  but 
I  am  their  last,  their  only  hope.  Tiie  governors  care  nothing 
for  our  supplications.  In  vain  have  I  memorialized  Genna^os 
and  Innocent,  with  what  little  eloquence  my  misery  has  not 
stunned  in  me.  But  there  is  no  resolution,  no  unanimity  left  in 
the  land.  The  soldiery  are  scattered  in  small  garrisons,  cm- 
ployed  entirely  in  protecting  the  private  property  of  their  ofr 
cers.  The  Ausurians  defeat  them  piecemeal,  and,  armed  with 
thfeir  spoils,  actually  have  begun  to  beleaguer  fortified  towns; 
and  now  there  is  nothing  left  for  us,  but  to  pray  that,  like 
Ulysses,  we  may  be  devoured  the  last  What  am  I  doing  ?  I 
am  selfishly  pouring  out  my  own  sorrows,  instead  of  listening  to 
yours." 

"  Nay,  friend,  you  are  talking  of  the  sorrows  of  your  country, 
not  of  your  own.  As  for  me,  I  have  no  sorrow,  —  only  a  de- 
spair :  which,  bemg  irremediable,  may  well  wait.     But  you  — 


'■I  uili 
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1  sliiill  TL-lurii  lliilli(!r  from  my  present  oiilposl,  !iiid  the  toiiquer- 
ors  sLiiil  limi  ilie  ijislioj)  iii  lib  iilaeu  beloru  the  ahar.  There  I 
have  oU'LTt'd  for  years  the  unbloody  Piieriflee  to  Ilim,  who  will 
perhajis  riiquire  of  me  a  bloody  oiic,  that  so  liii?  sight  of  nn  ahar 
poUult'd  by  the  laurder  of  liis  priest  may  end  (he  sum  of  Pon- 
tajioliiaii  vof,  ami  aritvise  Ilira  lo  avenge  his  slaughtered  sheep! 
Tlierc,  we  iviU  talk  no  more  of  it.  This  al  least  I  have  left  in 
my  power,  to  make  you  weleome.  And  after  su|iper  you  shall 
tell  mc  what  brings  you  hilher." 

And  the  good  bishop,  calling  his  servants,  set  lo  work  to 
show  his  guest  such  liospitaliiy  as  the  invaders  had  left  in  his 

liaphael's  nsual  insight  liud  not  deserted  him,  when,  in  his 
utter  perplexity,  he  went,  almost  instinctively,  straight  to  Syne- 
sius.  The  Bishop  of  Cyrene,  lo  judge  from  the  charming  pri- 
Fatc  letters  which  he  has  left,  was  one  of  those  many-sided, 
volatile,  resiless  men,  who  ta^Ic  joy  and  sorrow,  if  not  deeply  or 
permanently,  yet  abujidantly  and  passionulcty.  lie  lived,  as 
Raphael  had  l.ild  Oresles.  in  a  whirlwind  of  goo.1  deed^,  med- 
dling and  toiling  for  the  mere  pleasure  of  action  ;  and  as  soon  as 
there  wms  nothing  to  be  done,  which,  till  lately,  hail  happened 
seldom  enonsrh  with  liim,  paid  the  penally  ibr  past  exeilement  in 
fits  of  melancholy.  A  man  of  luagniloquent  and  tiowery  style, 
not  without  a  vein  of  self-conceit ;  yet  withal  of  overflowing 
kindliness,  raey  humor,  and  inillinching  courage,  both  physical 
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To  him  Raphael  betook  himself,  he  hardly  knew  why ;  cer- 
tainly not  for  philosophic  consolation  ;  perhaps  b&caase  Synesius 
was,  as  Rapliael  used  to  say,  the  only  Christian  from  whom  he 
had  ever  heard  a  hearty  laugh ;  perhaps  because  he  had  some 
wayward  hope,  unconfessed  even  to  himself,  that  he  might  meet 
at  Synesius's  house  the  very  companions  from  whom  he  had  just 
fled.  Ue  was  fluttering  round  Victoria's  new  and  strange  bril- 
liance, like  a  moth  round  the  candle,  as  he  confessed,  after  sup- 
per, to  his  host ;  and  now  he  was  come  hither,  on  the  chance  of 
being  able  to  singe  his  wings  once  more. 

Not  that  his  confession  was  extracted  without  much  trouble 
to  the  good  old  man,  who,  seeing  at  once  that  Raphael  had  some 
weight  upon  his  mind,  wliich  he  longed  to  tell,  and  yet  was 
either  too  suspicious  or  too  proud  to  tell,  set  himself  to  ferret  out 
the  secret,  and  forgot  all  his  sorrows  for  the  time,  as  soon  as  he 
found  a  human  being  to  whom  he  might  do  good.  But  Raphael 
was  inexplicably  wayward  and  unlike  himself.  All  his  smooth 
and  shallow  persiflage,  even  his  shrewd  satiric  humor,  had  Tsn- 
ished.  Ue  seemed  parched  by  some  inward  fever ;  restless, 
moody,  abrupt,  even  peevish ;  and  Synesius's  curiosity  rose  with 
his  disappointment,  as  Raphael  went  on  obstinately  declining  to 
consult  the  very  physician  before  whom  he  had  presented  him- 
self as  patient. 

"  And  what  can  you  do  for  me  if  I  did  tell  you  ?  ** 

"  Then  allow  me,  my  very  dear  friend,  to  ask  this.  As  you 
deny  having  visited  me  on  my  own  account,  on  what  account 
did  you  visit  me  ?  " 

'^  Can  you  ask  ?  To  enjoy  the  society  of  the  most  finished 
gentleman  of  Pentapolis." 

"  And  was  that  worth  a  week's  journey,  in  perpetual  danger 
of  death  ?  " 

'<  As  for  danger  of  death,  that  weighs  little  with  a  man  who 
is  careless  of  life.  And  as  for  the  week's  journey,  I  had  a 
dream  one  night,  on  my  way,  which  made  me  question  whether 
I  were  wise  in  troubling  a  Christian  bishop  with  any  thoughts 
or  questions  which  relate  merely  to  poor  human  beings  like  my* 
self,  who  marry  and  are  given  in  marriage.'' 
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"  Yon  forget,  friend,  that  you  are  epeaking  to  one  wlko  has 
married,  and  loved,  —  and  loBt." 

"  I  did  not  But  you  see  how  rode  I  am  growing.  I  am  no 
fit  company  for  you,  '.r  any  man.  I  believe  I  shall  end  by  turn- 
ing robber-chief,  and  heading  a  party  of  Ausurians." 

"But,"  said  the  patient  SynesiuB,  "you  have  forgMten  your 
dream  all  this  trhile." 

"  Forgotten  I    I  did  not  promise  to  tell  it  you, — did  I  ?  " 

"  No ;  but  as  it  aeems  to  have  contained  some  sort  of  accasa* 
^n  against  my  capacity,  do  you  not  think  it  but  tair  to  tell  the 
accused  what  it  waa  ?  " 

Raphael  smiled. 

"  Well  then Suppose  I  had  dreamt  this.     That  a  philoe- 

opber,  an  academic,  and  a  believer  in  nothing  and  in  no  man, 
had  met  at  Berenice  certain  rabbia  of  the  Jews,  and  heard  them 
reading  and  expounding  a  certun  book  of  Solomon,  —  the  Song 
of  SoDgB.  You,  as  a  learned  man,  know  into  what  sort  of 
trumpery  allegory  they  would  contrive  to  twist  it ;  how  the 
bride's  eyes  were  to  mean  the  scribes  who  were  full  of  wisdom, 
as  the  poob  of  Hesbbon  were  of  water ;  and  her  stature  spread- 
ing like  a  palm-tree,  the  priests  who  spread  out  their  hands 
when  blessing  the  people ;  and  the  left  hand  which  should  be 
under  her  head,  the  Tephilim  which  these  old  pedants  wore  on 
their  left  wrists;  and  the  right  band  which  should  hold  her,  the 
Mezuzah  whicb  they  fixed  on  the  right  side  of  their  doors  to 
keep  off  devils  ;  and  so  forth." 

"  I  have  beard  such  silly  Cabbalisms,  certainly." 

"  You  have  ?  Then  suppose  that  I  went  on,  and  saw  ia  my 
dream  how  this  same  academic  and  unbeliever,  being  himself 
also  a  Hebrew  of  the  Uebrews,  snatched  the  roll  out  of  the 
rabbi's  band,  and  told  them  that  they  were  a  party  of  fools  for 
trying  to  set  forth  what  the  book  might  possibly  mean,  before 
tbey  had  fouod  out  what  it  really  did  mean  ;  and  that  they  could 
only  find  out  that  by  looking  honestly  at  the  plain  words  to  see 
what  Solomon  meant  by  it.  And  then,  suppose  that  this  same 
apoetal«  Jew,  this  member  of  the  synagogue  of  SaUo,  in  his 
27  • 
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carnal  and  lawless  imaginations,  had  waxed  eloquent  with  tbe 
eloquence  of  devils,  and  told  them  that  the  book  set  forth,  to 
those  who  had  eyes  to  see,  how  Solomon  the  great  king,  with  hb 
threescore  queens,  and  fourscore  concubines,  and  virgins  without 
number,  forgets  all  his  seraglio  and  his  luxury  in  pure  and  noble 
love  for  the  undefiled,  who  is  but  one ;  and  how,  as  his  eyes  are 
opened  to  see  that  God  made  the  one  man  for  the  one  woman, 
and  the  one  woman  to  the  one  man,  even  as  it  was  in  the  gar- 
den of  Eden,  so  all  his  heart  and  thoughts  become  pure,  and 
gentle,  and  simple  ;  how  the  song  of  the  birds,  and  the  scent  of 
the  grapes,  and  the  spicy  southern  gales,  and  all  the  simple 
country  pleasures  of  the  glens  of  Lebanon,  which  he  shares  with 
his  own  vine-ilressers  and  slaves,  become  more  precious  in  his 
eyes  than  all  his  palaces  and  artificial  pomp;  and  the  man 
feels  that  he  is  in  harmony,  for  the  first  time  in  his  life,  witli  the 
universe  of  God,  and  with  the  mystery  of  the  seasons ;  that 
within  him,  as  well  as  without  him,  the  winter  is  past,  and  the 
rain  is  over  and  gone  ;  the  flowers  appear  on  the  earth,  and  the 

voice  of  the  turtle  is  heard  in  the  land And  suppose  I  saw 

in  my  dream  how  the  rabbis,  when  they  heard  those  wicked 
words,  stopped  their  ears  with  one  accord,  and  ran  upon  that  son 
of  Belial  and  cast  him  out,  because  he  blasphemed  their  sacred 
books  by  his  carnal  interpretations.  And  suppose  —  I  only  say 
6U])pose  —  that  I  saw  in  my  dream  how  the  poor  man  said  in 
his  heart,  ^  I  will  go  to  the  Christians ;  they  acknowledge  the  sa- 
credness  of  this  same  book  ;  and  they  say  that  God  taught  them 
that  "  in  the  beginning  God  made  man,  male  and  female."  Per- 
haps they  will  tell  me  whether  this  Song  of  Songs  doea  not,  as 
it  seems  to  n\e  to  do,  show  the  passage  upwards  from  brutal  po- 
lygamy to  tliat  monogomy  which  they  so  solemnly  command,  and 
agree  with  me,  that  it  is  because  the  Song  preaches  this  that  it 
has  a  right  to  take  its  place  among  the  holy  writings  ?  *  You, 
as  a  Christian  bishop,  should  know  what  answer  such  a  nuin 

would  receive You  are  silent  ?     Then  I  will  tell  you  what 

answer  he  seemed  to  receive  in  my  dreiun.  *  O  blasphemous 
and  carnal  man,  who  pervertest  Holy  Scripture  into  a  cloak  for 


litr  >lrijii;;i.>I  iii|.'Uiin.'iil^  in  lavui'  ui'  lioly  virfjiiiiij',  niul  tliu 
glurk'S  of  a  cflibati!  lill.-,'" 

Syni'-^iua  was  Hill  m1.=iiI. 

■'  And  u'bul  ilo  yon  think  I  saw  in  ray  dream  timt  llint  man 
ilid,  when  lie  found  llifse  Christians  enlbrcinj;.  ns  a,  neccsenry 
artiilc  of  ]iriu;iit'c,  ns  ivcdl  n3  of  friilli,  it  biistless  and  bonibaplic 
nitlii],!ior,  !,oLTOWL^l  Irom  lluit  very  Nuo-Plat(mi?m  out  of  which 
li.'  bad  jii.t  fled  r.jr  hi.-  lih'?  Ik-  flirted  Ihu  day  \w  was  born, 
inid  iIl.;  hour  in  wliii;ii  liii  liitJiiT  was  lold,  'Thou  liasl  j,'olliri  a 
man-child,'  and  siiid,  'riiilo..O|diL-r.s  J.;ws,  and  Chri^lixiiis,  faic- 
widl  tov  uver  and  a  day !  The  ciraror-t  woi-ds  of  your  mo.-t  sa- 
cred books  nn-an  anything  or  nolliiiij:,  as  llie  caso  wiij'  Miil  your 
ianeifs;  ami  there  is  neilhcr  truth  nor  mvon  umk-r  ihc'sun. 
What  U-tlcr  is  lliurc;  for  it  mai.,  than  to  follow  die  example  of 
his  pto|ile,  and  iii  turn  usuriT,  and  money-gflliT,  and  cajoler  of 
fools  in  his  turn,  oven  as  his  father  was  before  hiinV" 

Synesius  remained  awhile  in  deep  thought,  and  at  Iitst,— 

"Andyet  von  eame  tome?  " 

"I  did.  beeanse  you  have  loved  and  married;  bceause  you 
have  M(mh1  out  niaafully  a-ainst  this  slran^'e  modern  insanity, 
and  refLisid  to  fiive  up.  when  you  were  made  a  bj^hol^  the  wife 
whom  f:<»l  had  ^'iv.u  y.m.  'You.  I  thought,  could  >olve  the 
riddle  for  me.  if  any  man  eoiild." 

'■  Alas,  friind  !  I  have  begun  to  distrust,  of  lale.  my  power 
of   solvin-   ri.ldles.     Alter   .ill.   why    should    they    he    solved? 
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I  shall  feel  with  yoa  and  work  for  you,  doabfc  not»  even  thoa^ 
I  am  unahle  to  explain  to  myself  why  I  do  if 

"  Then  you  cannot  solve  my  riddle?'* 

<<  Let  me  help  you/'  said  Syncsius,  with  a  sweet  smile,  *to 
solve  it  for  yourself.  You  need  not  try  to  deceive  me.  Yoa 
have  a  love,  an  undefiled,  who  is  but  one.  When  jou  possen 
her,  you  will  be  able  to  judge  better  whether  yoar  interpre- 
tation of  the  Song  is  the  true  one ;  and  if  yoa  still  think  that 
it  is,  Synesius,  at  least,  will  have  no  quarrel  agmnst  yon.  He 
has  always  claimed  for  himself  the  right  of  philosophinng  in 
private,  and  he  will  allow  the  same  liberty  to  yon,  whether  the 
mob  do  or  not" 

"  Then  you  agree  with  me  ?    Of  coarse  you  do  1 " 

^  Is  it  fair  to  ask  me  whether  I  accept  a  novel  interpretatiofii 
which  I  have  only  heard  five  minutes  ago^  delivered  in  a  some- 
what hasty  and  rhetorical  form  ?  " 

^'  You  are  shirking  the  question,"  said  Raphael,  peevishly. 

^  And  what  if  I  am  ?  Tell  me,  point-blank,  most  self-tormenl- 
ing  of  men,  can  I  help  you  in  practice,  even  thoagh  I  choose 
to  leave  you  to  yourself  in  speculation  ? " 

'*  Well,  then,  if  you  will  have  my  story,  take  it,  and  jadge  for 
yourself  of  Christian  common  sense." 

And  hurriedly,  as  if  ashamed  of  his  own  confession,  and  yet 
compelled,  in  spite  of  himself,  to  unbosom  it,  he  told  Synesios 
all,  from  his  first  meeting  with  Victoria  to  his  escape  from  her 
at  Berenice. 

The  good  bishop,  to  Aben-Ezra's  surprise,  seemed  to  trott 
the  whole  matter  as  infinitely  amusing.  He  chuckled,  smote 
his  hand  on  his  thigh,  and  nodded  approval  at  every  pause,  — 
perhaps  to  give  the  speaker  courage,  —  perhaps  because  he 
really  thouf^ht  that  Raphael's  prospects  were  considerably  less 
desperate  than  lie  fancied 

'^  If  you  laugh  at  me,  Synesius,  I  am  silent.  It  is  qaite 
enough  to  endure  the  humiliation  of  telling  you  that  I  am  — 
confound  it !  —  like  any  boy  of  sixteen." 

**  Laugh  at  you  ?  —  with  yoo,  you  mean.    A  convent  ?    Poolii 


ancl  ])raisowortliy  desire,  and  1  am  willin;^  to  help  you  to  com- 
pass it." 

"  Do  you  think   that  I  have  not   cast  about  before  now  for 
more  than  one  method  of  compassing  it  for  myself?    ^ly  g(K)d 
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man,  I  have  been  tempted  a  dozen  times  already  to  taiii  Clii» 
tian :  but  there  has  risen  up  in  me  the  strangest  fancy  about 

conscience  and  honor I  never  was  scrupulous  before, 

He^iven  knows ;  I  am  not  over-flcrupukras  now,  —  except  about 
her.  I  cannot  dissemble  before  her.  I  dare  not  look  in  her 
face  when  I  had  a  lie  in  my  right  hand.  • .  •  •  She  looks  throagh 
one,  —  into  one,  —  like  a  dear-eyed  awful  goddess.  •  •  •  .  I 
never  was  ashamed  in  my  life  till  my  eyes  met  hers." 

*  But  if  you  really  became  a  Christian  ?  " 

^  I  cannot.  I  should  suspect  my  own  motives.  Here  is  an- 
other of  these  absurd  soul-anatomising  scruples  which  have 
risen  up  in  me.  I  should  suspect  that  I  had  changed  mj 
creed  because  I  wished  to  change  it^  —  that^  if  I  waa  not  de- 
ceiving her,  I  was  deceiving  myself.  If  I  had  not  loved  her  it 
might  have  been  different ;  but  now,  just  because  I  do  love  her, 
I  will  not,  I  dare  not,  listen  to  Augustine's  argomenta,  or  mj 
own  thoughts  on  the  matter.** 

^Most  wayward  of  men  I"  cried  Synesius,  half  peevishlj; 
^  You  seem  to  take  some  perverse  pleasure  in  throwing  your- 
self into  the  waves  again,  the  instant  yon  have  climbed  a  rodk 
of  refuge  I " 

"  Pleasure  ?  is  there  any  pleasure  in  feeling  one's  self  at 
death-grips  with  the  Devil  ?  I  had  given  up  believing  in  him 
for  many  a  year.  ....  And  behold,  the  moment  that  I  awaken 
to  anything  noble  and  right,  I  find  the  old  serpent  live  and 
strong  at  my  throat !  No  wonder  that  I  suspect  him,  you,  my- 
self, —  I,  who  have  been  tempted  every  hour  in  the  last  wedi^, 
temptations  to  become  a  deviL  Ay,"  he  went  on,  raising  his 
voice,  as  all  the  fire  of  his  intense  Eastern  nature  flashed  from 
his  black  eyes,  ^'  to  be  a  devil  I  From  my  childhood  till  now 
never  have  I  known  what  it  was  to  desire,  and  not  to  possess. 
It  is  not  oflcn  that  I  have  had  to  trouble  any  poor  Naboth  for 
his  vineyard :  but  when  I  have  taken  a  fancy  to  it,  Naboth  has 

always  found  it  wiser  to  give  way.     And  now Do  yoa 

fancy  that  I  have  not  had  a  dozen  hellish  plots  flashing  across 
me  in  the  last  week  ?    Look  here !   This  is  the  mortgage  of  her 
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father's  whole  estate.  X  bought  it  —  whether  by  the  inatigazion 
of  Saian  or  of  Gtod  —  of  a  banker  in  Berenice,  the  very  day 
I  left  them  ;  and  now  they,  and  every  straw  which  they  possess, 
are  in  my  power.  I  can  ruin  them,  —  sell  them  as  slaves,  — 
betray  them  to  death  as  rebels,  —  and  last,  but  not  least,  can- 
not I  hire  a  dozeD  worthy  men  to  carry  her  off,  and  cut  the 
Gordian  knot  most  simply  and  summarily?  And  yet  I  dare 
not !  I  must  bs  pure,  to  approach  the  pure ;  and  righteous,  to 
kiss  the  feet  of  the  righteous.  Whence  came  this  new  con- 
science to  me  I  know  not ;  but  come  it  has ;  and  I  dare  no  more 
do  a  base  thing  toward  her,  than  I  dare  toward  a  God,  if  there 
be  one.  This  very  mortgage,  —  I  hate  it,  curse  it,  now  that  I 
possess  it,  —  the  tempting  devil !  " 

"  Bum  it,"  said  Synesius,  quietly. 

"Perhaps  I  may.  At  least,  used  it  never  shall  be.  Compel 
her?  I  am  too  proud,  or  too  honorable,  or  MMuething  or  other, 
even  to  solicit  her.  She  must  come  to  me ;  tell  me  with  her 
own  lips  that  she  loves  me,  that  she  vrill  take  me,  and  make  me 
worthy  of  her.  She  must  have  mercy  on  me,  of  her  own  free 
will,  or  —  let  her  pine  and  die  in  that  accursed  prison ;  and 
then  a  scratch  with  the  trusty  old  dagger  for  her  &ther,  and  an* 
other  for  myself,  will  save  him  from  any  more  superstitions,  and 
me  from  any  more  philosophic  doubts,  for  a  few  seotts  of  ages, 
till  we  start  again  in  new  lives,  —  he,  1  suppose,  as  a  jackass, 
and  I  as  a  baboon.  What  matter  7  but  unless  I  possess  her 
by  fair  means,  God  do  so  to  me,  and  more  also,  if  I  attempt 
base  ones  1 " 

"  God  be  with  yon,  my  son,  in  the  noble  warfare,"  said  Syne- 
eius,  his  eyes  filling  with  kindly  tears. 

"  It  is  no  noble  warfare  at  all.  It  is  a  base,  coward  fear,  in 
one  who  never  before  feared  man  or  devil,  and  is  now  fallen  low 
enough  to  be  afnud  of  a  helpless  girl ! " 

"  Not  so,"  cried  Synesius  in  his  turn  ;  it  is  a  noble  and  a  holy 
fear.  Tou  fear  her  goodness.  Could  yoa  see  her  goodness, 
much  less  fear  it,  were  there  not  a  Divine  Light  within  yon 
which  showed  you  what,  and  how  awful,  goodness  waa  P    TeU 
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me  no  more,  Raphael  Aben-Ezra,  that  70a  do  not  fear  God; 
for  he  who  fears  Virtue,  fears  Hun  whose  iikeness  Virtoe  is. 

Go  on,  —  go  on Be  brave,  and  His  strength  will  be  made 

manifest  in  your  weakness." 

*  «  •  «  • 

It  was  late  that  night  before  Synesius  compelled  his  gaest  to 
retire,  after  having  warned  him  not  to  disturb  himself  if  he 
heard  the  alarm-bell  ring,  as  the  house  was  well  garriaoned,  and 
having  set  the  water-clock  by  which  he  and  his  servants  mess* 
ured  their  respective  watches.  And  then  the  good  bishop,  having 
disposed  liis  sentinels,  took  his  station  on  the  top  of  his  tower,  close 
by  the  warning  bell ;  and  as  he  looked  out  over  the  broad  lands 
of  his  forefathers,  and  prayed  that  their  desolation  might  come  to 
an  end  at  last,  he  did  not  forget  to  pray  for  the  desolation  of  the 
guest  who  slept  below,  a  happier  and  more  healthy  slumber  than 
he  had  known  for  many  a  week.  For  before  Raphael  lay  down 
that  night,  he  had  torn  to  shreds  Majoricus's  mortgage,  and  felt 
a  lighter  and  a  better  man  as  he  saw  the  cunning  temptation  con- 
suming scrap  by  scrap  in  the  lamp-flame.  And  then,  wearied 
out  with  fatigue  of  body  and  mind,  he  forgot  Synesius,  Yictorii, 
and  the  rest,  and  seemed  to  himself  to  wander  all  night  among 
the  vine-clad  glens  of  Lebanon,  amid  the  gardens  of  lilies 
and  the  beds  of  spices;  while  shepherd's  music  lured  him 
on  and  on,  and  girlish  voices,  chanting  the  mystic  idyl  <^  hii 
mighty  ancestor,  rang  sofl  and  fitful  through  his  weary  brain. 

*  *  «  «  « 
Before  sunrise  the  next  morning,  Raphael  was  faring  forth 

gallantly,  well  armed  and  mounted,  by  Synesius's  side,  followed 
by  four  or  five  brace  of  tall,  brush-tailed  greyhounds,  and  by 
the  faithful  Bran,  whose  lop-ears  and  heavy  jaws,  unique  in  that 
land  of  prick-ears  and  fox-noses,  formed  the  absorbin<^  subject 
of  conversation  among  some  twenty  smart  retainers,  who,  armed 
to  the  teeth  for  chase  and  war,  rode  behind  the  bishop  on 
half-starved,  raw-boned  horses,  inured  by  desert  training  and 
bad  times  to  do  the  maximum  of  work  upon  the  T"i"'"*n"fi  of 
food. 


^'Ic  iiiUabiluiil  peeped  lurlli  loiirl'ully,  (<i  puur  hh  lalu  of  ivoe 
into  llie  CATS  of  tlie  liajitcfS  bishop,  ami  tliL'ii,  iuslead  uf  a.'ikiiig 
alms  from  liiiii,  to  entreat  his  acceplaiiee  of  some  jiallry  reiii- 
nuiit  of  grain  or  pouhry,  ivhicli  Lad  escaped  tbc  liandii  ol'  ihe 
marauders  ;  and  ns  lliey  clung  (o  liis  liands,  and  bli'.'^^ed  him  as 
llicir  only  bope  and  sla}-,  poor  Sjiicsius  board  patiently  again 
and  again  tliu  same  pui'poseless  lale  of  woe,  and  mingled  his 
tears  witb  theirs,  and  liien  .-purred  lii:i  borj^e  on  iniiialiL-iilly,  ns 
if  to  e^l:ilpe  from  the  ^^gllI  of  misery  ivhich  bccotilj  not  relieve; 
while  a  voiee  in  l;a|iliiiers  heart  .-eenied  to  !i*k  him,  —  Why 
Vioa  thy  wealth  given  lo  thee,  but  ibat  lliou  mighte>t  dry,  if  but 
for  a  day,  sueli  tears  as  these  ?  " 

And  he  fell  into  a  meditation,  whjeh  was  not  without  its  fruit 
in  due  season,  but  wliich  laMed  till  ihoy  had  left  the  inelosed 
countr)',  and  were  eliinbing  the  slopes  of  iho  low  itilling  hills, 
over  which  lay  the  roail  from  ibe  di.<(ant  ,sea.  But  as  they  left 
the  signs  of  war  behind  them,  ihe  volatile  temper  of  the  good 
bishop  began  to  ri>e.  lie  petted  his  hound,-',  chnlled  to  his  men, 
diseoursed  on  the  most  probable  quarter  for  iinding  game,  and 
exhorted  them  eheerlully  enough  to  play  the  man,  as  their 
ehanee  of  having  anjlhiiig  lo  eat  at  night  depended  entirely  on 
their  prowess  during  the  day. 

"  Ah,"  said  Uaphad  at  la>t,  glad  of  a  pretext  for  breaking  his 
own  chain  of  painful  Ihought,  "there  is  a  vein  of  jonr  land-salt. 
I  suspeet  ili.-it  you  were  all  at  the  bottom  of  the  sea  once,  and 


li-...ii    Kl'VI.I  ;  und 

tlie  sen'unts  sliritik 
fish-bones  were  the 

•^  The  old  fellow 
disbelief  in  ealt  wat 
me  to  tell  him  the  si 
me  after  all,  though 
■aid  to  me  Eolemnl; 
gentleman  pretend  t 
come  out  of  his  gre> 
one  can  see  tliat  the  b 
anything  but  fn^  and 

As  he  Bpoke  thej  le 
upon  a  vast  aheet  of 
copee,  and  split  here  ai 
Talleys,  once  thick  witl 

"Here,"  cried  Syn 
now  for  one  hour's  for( 
What  conld  old  Homei 
number  it  among  the  p 
make  man  illustrious, 
the  forum  ?  " 

"The  forum?"  "' 


'■  Anil  even  |,liiIosf.|>liy  ami  nv|.:Hia  ? ''  sni.l  Kiiplinel,  ardily 

■■I  hiiM'  a.-.i.'  «ilh  |iliili.-..|ilij-!  T.i  li-hl  like  iiti  lli;i':irlfi",l, 
and  i«  ili^  liki'  :i  lii,-U<.|..  is  all  I'liave  l.'li,  — .■;iw|>l  IIy|ia(ia.  lli<i 
]„.rlivi.  ihr  \kU'1  I  tt-ll  yun.  Iri^'iul.  ii  i.-  a  t.irnf.-i-t  U.  die, 
cVLTi  in  niy  ilucpesL  miftry,  lo  rt'cullect  lliat  tlie  corrupt  ivoi'Ui 
ytt  liolJs  one  Itiiig  so  divine " 

And  lie  was  running  on  iu  one  of  Lis  liigU-notrn  laudations  of 
hU  id.il,  when  Uaplmcl  dictkcd  liim. 

"I  feiir  our  common  sympalliy  on  tlial  subject  is  rather 
iveiikcniid.  1  have  bi'gun  to  doubt  her  lately  ncurly  as  much  as 
I  doubt  [.hilu?ii]iiiy." 

"Not  liLT  viriuui"' 

'•  Xo,  fiii'ml ;  iwir  liiT  beauty,  nor  her  \vi>clom  ;  dimply  her 
power  of  making  nic  a  beller  num.  A  selfish  criterion,  you  will 
say.     Ite  it  so What  a  noble  horic  that  is  of  yours  !  " 

■■lie  1ms  been,  — he  Ijas  been;  but  worn  out  now,  like  his 
Di&sliT  and  his  masU'i's  Ibrtnnes." 

'•  Not  so,  certainly,  the  coll  on  whiili  you  have  done  me  the 
honor  to  mount  me." 

"  Ah,  my  poor  boy'.<  jiet !  .  .  .  .  Yuu  are  the  lirst  person  who 
has  cro'^sed  him  sijice " 

■■  Is  he  ol'  your  own   breeding  ?  "   a^ki;d   Raphael,  trying  to 

"  A  cross  belween  ihal  white  Nisa^an  which  yon  sent  me,  and 

"  Not  a  bad  cross  ;  ihongh  he  keeps  a  little  of  the  bull  head 
and  greyhound  (huik  of  your  Africans." 

"So  much  the  belter,  friend.  Give  me  bone,  —  bone  and 
endurance  for  this  rough  down  counlry.     Your  delieale  Xisa'- 
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bishop  entangled  the  jerboa's  long  legSy  whisked  him  np  to  his 
&addle-l)ow,  and  delivered  him  to  the  groom  and  the  garae-bog. 

'*  Kill  him  at  once.  Don't  let  him  squeak,  boy  !  —  he  cries 
too  like  a  child."  .... 

^'Toor  little  wretcli!"  said  RaphaeL  ^What  more  right, 
now,  have  we  to  cat  him  than,  he  to  eat  us  ?  " 

^*  Eh  ?  If  he  can  eat  us,  let  him  try.  How  long  have  joa 
joined  the  Manichees  ?  " 

*^  Plave  no  fears  on  that  score.  But,  as  I  told  jou,  since  mj 
wonderful  conversion  by  Bran,  the  dog,  I  have  begun  to  hoM 
dumb  animals  in  respect,  as  probably  quite  as  good  as  rojself.** 

'^  Then  you  need  a  further  conversion,  friend  Raphael,  and  to 
learn  wimt  is  the  dignity  of  man ;  and  when  that  arrives,  von 
will  learn  to  believe,  with  me,  that  the  life  of  every  beast  upon 
the  face  of  the  earth  would  be  a  cheap  price  to  pay  in  exchange 
for  the  life  of  the  meanest  human  being." 

"  Yes,  if  they  be  required  for  food :  but  really,  to  kill  them 
for  our  amusement !  " 

"  Friend,  when  I  was  still  a  heathen,  I  recollect  well  how  I 
used  to  haggle  at  that  story  of  the  cursing  of  the  fig-tree ;  bat 
when  I  learnt  to  know  what  man  was,  and  that  I  liad  been  all 
my  life  mistaking  for  a  part  of  nature  that  race  which  was  origi- 
nally, and  can  be  again,  made  in  the.  likeness  of  Grod,  then  I 
began  to  see  that  it  were  well  if  every  fig-tree  ui>on  earth  were 
cursed  if  the  spirit  of  one  man  could  be  tauglit  thereby  a  single 
lesson.  And  so  I  speak  of  these,  my  darling  field-sportji,  on 
which  I  have  not  been  iishamed,  as  you  know,  to  write  a  book." 

"  And  a  very  charming  one :  yet  you  were  still  a  pagan,  rec 
ollect,  when  you  wrote  it." 

"  I  was ;  and  then  I  followed  the  chase  by  mere  nature  and 
inclination.  But  now  I  know  I  have  a  right  to  follow  it,  because 
it  gives  me  endurance,  promptness,  courage,  self-control,  as  well 

as  hoalth  and  cheerfulness ;  and  therefore Ah  !  a  fresh 

ostrich-track  !  " 

And  stopping  short,  Synesius  began  pricking  slowly  up  the 
hill-side. 


Two  or  three  minutes  more  of  breathless  silence  brought 
them  to  the  etlge  of  the  hill,  where  Synesius  halted,  peered 
down  a  moment,  and  then  turned  to  UaplKud,  his  iaee  and  limbs 
(luiverlni^  with  delight,  as  he  held  up  two  lingers,  to  denote  the 
number  of  the  birds. 

**  Out  of  arrow  range  !     Slip  the  dogs,  8yj)hax  ! " 

And  in  anoth(*r  mirnjte  Raphael  found  himself  galloping  head- 
long down  the  hill,  while  two  magnificent  ostriches,  their  out- 
spread plumes  waving  in  the  bright  breeze,  their  necks  stooped 
almost  to  the  ground,  and  their  long  legs  flashing  out  behind 
them,  were  sweeping  away  before  the  greyhounds  at  a  pace 
which  no  mortal  horse  could  have  held  for  ten  minutes. 

*'  Baby  that  I  am  still !  "  cried  Synesius,  tears  of  excitement 
glittering  in  liis  eyes  ;  .  .  .  .  while  Raphael  gave  himself  up  to 
the  joy,  and  forgot  even  Victoriji,  in  the  breathless  rush  over 
rock  and  bush,  sand-hill  and  w^ater-course. 

"Take  care  of  that  dry  torrent-bed!  Hold  uj),  old  horse! 
This  will  not  hist  two  minutes  more.     They  cannot  hold  their 

pace  against  this  breeze Well  tried,  good  dog,  though  you 

did  miss  him  !  Ah,  that  my  boy  were  here  !  There,  they  double. 
Spread  right  and  lett,  my  children,  and  ride  at  them  iis  they 
pass  I 

And  the  ostriches,  unable,  as  Synesius  said,  to  keep  their  pace 
again>t  the  breeze,  turned  shar[)  on  their  pursuers,  and,  beating 
the  air  with  outspread  wings,  came  down  the  wind  again,  at  a 
rate  even  more*  wonderiul  than  beibre. 

"  Ride  at  him,  Raphael,  —  ride  at  him,  and  turn  him  into 
those  bushes  !  "  cried  Synesius,  fitting  an  arrow  to  his  bow. 
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Eaphael  obeyed,  and  the  bird  swerved  into  the  low  scrub ; 
Jie  well-trained  horse  leapt  at  him  like  a  cat ;  and  Rapliaei,  who 
dare  not  trust  his  skill  in  archery,  struck  with  Lis  whip  at  the 
long  neck  as  it  struggled  past  him,  and  felled  the  noble  quarry 
to  the  ground.  He  was  in  the  act  of  springing  down  to  secure 
his  prize,  w^hen  a  shout  from  Synesius  stopped  him. 

"  Arc  you  mad  ?  He  will  kick  out  your  heart  I  LfCt  the  dogs 
hold  him!" 

<<  Where  is  the  other  ?  "  asked  Raphaely  panting. 

"  Where  he  ought  to  be.  I  have  not  missed  a  running  shot 
for  many  a  month." 

'*  Really,  you  rival  the  Emperor  Commodus  himself." 

"  Ah  ?  I  tried  his  fancy  of  crescent-headed  arrows  once,  and 
decapitated  an  ostrich  or  two  tolerably :  but  they  are  only  fit  for 
the  amphitheatre  :  they  will  not  lie  safely  in  the  quiver  on  horse- 
back, I  find.  But  what  is  that  ?  "  And  he  pointed  to  a  ckmd 
of  white  dust,  about  a  mile  down  the  valley.  ^  A  herd  of  ante- 
lopes ?    If  so,  God  is  indeed  gracious  to  us !     Come  down 

whatsoever  they  are,  we  have  no  time  to  lose." 

And  collecting  his  scattered  forces,  Synesius  pushed  on  rapidly 
towards  the  object  which  had  attracted  his  attention. 

"  Antelopes !  "  cried  one. 

"  Wild  horses  !  "  cried  another. 

"  Tame  ones,  rather ! "  cried  Synesius,  with  a  gesture  of 
wrath.     "  I  saw  the  flash  of  arms ! " 

"  The  Ausurians  !  "  And  a  yell  of  rage  rang  from  the  whole 
troop. 

"  Will  you  follow  me,  children  ?  " 

"  To  death  !  "  shouted  they. 

"  I  know  it.  O  that  I  had  seven  hundred  of  you,  as  Abra- 
ham had !  We  would  see  then  whether  these  scoundrels  did 
not  share,  within  a  week,  the  fate  of  Chedorlaomer's." 

"  Happy  man,  who  can  actually  trust  your  own  slaves  !  "  said 
Raphael,  as  the  party  galloped  on,  tightAiing  their  girdles  and 
getting  ready  their  weapons. 

"  Slaves  ?    If  the  law  gives  me  the  power  of  selling  one  or 


rir-ou,.!,.  Thiir  Iliili.'J',-  -irw  ■ii-.iy  M  my  i;.riirr\-  lalilr.  miii 
(;m.|  fcraiit  lliitl  llii'yni:iy-r.i«-  jrray  ;H  miiif  1  Wu  .'at  1.i-.'[)i,,t, 
work  l«;:i-rlici-,  liiinl  tiijrt'tlier,  liijlit  kigulluT,  jesl  logetlitr,  and 
weep  logc-tlier.  Goil  helji  us  all !  lor  wc  have  but  oiiu  oommon 
weal.     Kdw,  —  do  you  make  out  Ilic  enemy,  boys  ?  " 

"  Ausurian^,  your  Holiness.  Tlie  Bumc  parly  ivlio  tried  Myr- 
Finili^  last  week.  1  know  iLem  by  the  helmets  which  they  took 
from  the  Afarkmen." 

"  And  with  ivhum  are  lliry  fighting?  " 

No  one  could  see.  Figliling  they  cerlainly  were  :  but  (heir 
vielim$  were  beyond  llnni,  and  liio  parly  jjallopcd  on. 

"  That  W!is  a  smart  husincss  at  Myr^initi^.  The  Aitfurians 
appeared  while  the  people  were  at  morning  prayers.  The  sol- 
diers, of  course,  I'an  lor  (heir  Jives,  and  hid  in  ilie  eavcms,  leaving 
the  matter  to  the  priesti^." 

"  If  they  were  of  yoiir  prosbylery,  I  doubt  not  they  proved 
themselves  worthy  of  tlmir  dioccsiui." 

"  Ah,  if  all  my  priests  were  but  like  them  !  or  my  jieople 
either  !  "  said  Syne^^ius.  chatting  ([uietly  tn  full  g.illop,  like  a  (rue 
son  of  the  paddle.  "  They  oliered  uji  i)raycrs  i'ur  viclory,  sal- 
lied out  at  the  head  of  tin;  [K'asanls,  and  met  the  SIooi'^  in  a 
narrow  pass.  There  their  hearts  fiiiled  ihem  a  liitle,  Fau.-tus, 
the  deacon,  makes  (hem  a  speech  ;  charges  the  leader  of  llie  rob- 
bers, like  youn;^  David,  with  a  slone,  beats  his  brains  out  ihere- 
with,  strips  him  in  true  Homeric  fashion,  and  routs  the  Ausu- 
rians  with  their  leader's  sword  ;  returns  and  ereets  a  tro])hy  in 
due  classie  form,  and  saves  the  whole  valley." 
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utes.  Who  can  they  be  ?  I  see  them  now,  and  hewing  awmj 
like  men,  too.  Thej  are  all  on  foot  bat  two ;  and  we  baye 
not  a  cohort  of  inHintry  lefl  for  many  a  mile  round." 

*'  I  know  who  thej  are ! "  cried  Raphael,  suddenly  striking 
spurs  into  his  horse.  ^'  I  will  swear  to  tliat  armor  among  a 
thousand.  And  there  is  a  litter  in  the  midst  of  them.  On! 
and  fight,  men,  if  ever  you  fought  in  your  lives  !  '* 

"  SofUy ! "  cried  Synesius.  ^  Trust  an  old  soldier,  and  per- 
haps —  alas  that  he  should  have  to  say  it !  —  the  best  left  in 
this  wretched  country.  Round  by  the  hollow,  and  take  the  bar- 
barians suddenly  in  flank.  They  will  not  see  us  then  till  we  are 
within  twenty  paces  of  them.  Aha !  you  have  a  thing  or  two 
to  learn  yet,  Aben-Ezra." 

And  chuckling  at  the  prospect  of  action,  the  gallant  bishop 
wheeled  his  little  troop,  and  in  five  minutes  more  dashed  out  of 
the  copse  with  a  shout  and  a  flight  of  arrows,  and  rushed  into  the 
thickest  of  the  fight. 

One  cavalry  skirmish  must  be  very  like  another.     A  crash  of 
horses,  a  flashing  of  sword-blades,  five  minutes  of  blind  confu- 
sion, and  then  those  who  have  not  been  knocked  out  of  their  sad- 
dles by  their  neighbors'  knees,  and  have  not  cut  ofiT  their  oirn 
horses'  heads  instead  of  their  enemjr's,  find  themselves,  tbej 
know  not  how,  either  running  away  or  being  run  away  from, — 
not  one  blow  in  ten  having  taken  efiect  on  either  side.     And 
even  80  Raphael,  having  made  vain  attempts  to  cut  down  sev- 
eral Moors,  found  himself  standing  on  his  head  in  an  altogether 
undignified  })osture,  among  innumerable  horses'  legs,  in  all  pos- 
sible frantic  motions.     To  avoid  one,  was  to  get  in  the  way  of 
another ;  so  he  philosophically  sat  still,  speculating  on  the  sensa- 
tion of  having  his  brains  kicked  out,  till  the  cloud  of  legs  van- 
ished, and  he  found  himself  kneeling  abjectly  op[>osite  the  nose 
of  a  mule,  on  whose  back  sat,  utterly  unmoved,  a  tall  and  rev- 
erend  man,  in    e[>iscopiU    costume.     The   stranger,  instead  of 
burstin;^  out  laii<]^hiiig,  as  Rapiiael  did,  solemnly  litled  his  hand, 
and  gave  him  his  blessing.     The  Jew  sprang  to  his  feet,  heed- 
less of  all  such  courtesies,  and,  looking  round,  saw  the  Auauriaof 
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*'  Prol)al)ly  the  i'dlow  took  the  but  instead  of  tlie  point,  in  his 
hiirrv.  So  iroes  ti  riivjdry  scuffle.  I  saw  you  Iiit  tliree  or  four 
fellows  runnin*'  with  the  flat  of  your  sword." 

*' Ah,  that  ex[)lains,"  said  Raphiiel.  —  '*  Why,  I  thought  my- 
self once  the  best  swordsmiin  on  the  Armenian  frontier."  .... 

'*  I  suspect  that  you  were  thinking  of  some  one  besides  the 
Moors,"  said  Synesius,  archly,  pointing  to  the  htter ;  and  Ra- 
phael, for  the  first  time  for  many  a  year,  blushed  like  a  boy  of 
fifteen,  and  then  turned  haughtily  away,  and  remounted  his 
horse,  saying,  "  Clumsy  fool  that  I  was!" 

"Thank  God  rather  that  you  have  been  kept  from  the  shed- 
ding of  blood,"  said  the  stranger  bishop,  in  a  soft,  deliberate 
voice,  with  a  peculiarly  clear  and  delicate  enunciation.  "  If  God 
have  given  us  the  victory,  why  grudge  Ilis  having  spared  any 
other  of  His  creatures  besides  ourseKes?" 

"  Because  there  are  so  many  the  more  of  them  left  to  ravish, 
burn,  and  slay,"  answere<l  Synesius.  "  Nevertheless,  I  am  not 
going  to  argue  with  Augustine." 

Augustine  !  Raphael  looked  intently  at  the  man,  a  tall,  deli- 
cate-featured personage,  with  a  lofty  and  narrow  forehead, 
scarred  like  his  ch(,'eks  with  the  deep  furrows  of  many  a  doubt 
and  woe.  Resolve,  gentle  but  unbending,  was  expressed  in  his 
thin,  close-set  lips,  and  his  clear,  quiet  eye :  but  the  calm  of  his 
mighty  countenance  was  the  calm  of  a  Avorn-out  volcano,  over 
which  centuries  must  pass  before  the  earthquake  rents  he  filled 
with  kindly  soil,  and  the  cinder-slopes  grow  gay  with  grass  and 
flowers.  The  Jew's  thoughts,  however,  Avere  soon  turned  into 
another  channel  by  the  hearty  embraces  of  Majoricus  and  his 
son. 
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''  We  have  caught  you  again,  you  truant  I "  said  the  young 
tril'iiiip  ;  ••  you  could  not  escape  us,  you  see,  after  all." 

*' lJatli«^r,'*  .-aid  the  father,  "we  owe  him  a  second  debt  of 
f:raiitu<l«'  f<jr  a  second  deliverance.  We  were  right  hard  bested 
wli<n  yr>u  rfMltj  uji."' 

'•  O,  he  brings  nothing  but  good  with  him  whenever  he  ap- 
pears :  and  then  he  pretends  to  be  a  bird  of  ill  omen,"  said  the 
light-hearted  tribune,  putting  his  armor  to  rights. 

Raphael  was  in  his  secret  heart  not  sorry  to  find  that  his  old 
friends  l>ort'  him  no  grudge  for  his  caprice  :  but  all  lie  an- 
swered was,  — 

'•  Pray  thank  any  one  but  me ;  I  have,  as  usual,  proved  my- 
self a  fool.  But  what  brings  you  here,  like  Gods  e  Machina?  It 
is  contrary  to  all  probabilities.  One  would  not  admit  so  as- 
tounding an  incident,  even  in  the  modern  drama." 

'*  Contrarv  to  none  Avhatsoever,  my  friend.  We  found  Au- 
jiustine  at  IJrrenice,  in  act  to  set  off  to  Svnesius ;  we  —  one  of 
us,  that  is  —  were  certain  that  vou  would  be  found  with  him; 
and  we  decided  on  acting  as  Augustine's  guard,  for  none  of  the 
dastard  garrison  dare  stir  out." 
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Ezra;  you  have  knelt  for  Augustine's  blessing  already,  and 
now  you  must  enter  into  the  fruition  of  it.  Come,  you  two 
philosophers  must  know  each  other.  Most  holy,  I  entreat  you 
to  preach  to  this  friend  of  mine,  at  once  the  wis^t  and  the 
foolishest  of  men." 

"  Only  the  latter,"  said  Raphael ;  "  but  open  to  any  speech 
of  Augustine's,  at  least  when  we  are  safe  home,  and  game 
enough  for  Synesius's  new  guests  killed." 

And  turning  away,  he  rode  silent  and  sullen  by  the  side  of 
his  companions,  who  began  at  once  to  consult  together  as  to  the 
plans  of  Majoricus  and  his  soldiers. 

In  spite  of  himself,  Raphael  soon  became  interested  in  Au- 
gustine's conversation.  He  entered  into  the  subject  of  Cyrenian 
misrule  and  ruin  as  heartily  and  shrewdly  as  any  man  of  the 
world ;  and  when  all  the  rest  were  at  a  loss,  the  prompt  practi- 
cal hint  which  cleared  up  the  difficulty  was  certain  to  come  from 
him.  It  was  by  his  advice  that  Majoricus  had  brought  his 
soldiery  hither ;  it  was  his  proposal  that  they  should  be  employed 
for  a  fixed  period  in  defending  these  remote  southern  bounda- 
ries of  the  province ;  he  checked  the  impetuosity  of  Synesius, 
cheered  the  despair  of  Majoricus,  appealed  to  the  honor  and 
the  Christianity  of  the  soldiers,  and  seemed  to  have  a  word  — 
and  that  the  right  word  —  for  every  man ;  and  afler  a  while, 
Aben-Ezra  quite  forgot  the  stiffness  and  deliberation  of  his 
manner,  and  the  quaint  use  of  Scripture  texts  in  far-fetched 
illustrations  of  every  opinion  which  he  propounded.  It  had 
seemed  at  first  a  mere  affectation ;  but  the  arguments  which  it 
was  employed  to  enforce  were  in  themselves  so  moderate  and 
so  rational,  that  Raphael  began  to  feel,  little  by  little,  that  his 
apparent  pedantry  was  only  the  result  of  a  wish  to  refer  every 
matter,  even  the  most  vulgar,  to  some  deep  and  divine  rule  of 
right  and  wrong. 

^^  But  yon  forget  all  this  while,  my  friends,"  said  Majoricus 
at  last,  *^  the  danger  which  you  incur  by  sheltering  proclaimed 
rebels." 

'^  The  King  of  kings  has  forgiven  your  rebellion,  in  that  while 
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he  has  punUhed  j^u  by  the  lews  of  your  lands  and  honors,  ha 
has  given  you  your  life  for  a  prey  in  this  city  of  refuge.  It  n- 
maina  for  you  to  bring  forth  worthy  fruits  of  penitence :  of  whidi 
I  know  notie  better  than  those  wluch  John  the  Baptist  com- 
miuided  to  the  soldiery  of  old,  '  Do  no  violence  to  any  man,  and 
be  content  with  your  wages.'  " 

"  As  for  rebels  and  rebellion,"  said  Synesins,  "  they  are 
matters  unknown  among  us;  for  where  there  is  no  king  there 
can  be  no  rebellion.  Whosoever  will  help  ns  agunat  Aasori. 
ans  is  loyal  in  our  eyes.  And  as  for  onr  political  creed,  it  ii 
simple  enough,  —  namely,  that  the  emperor  never  dies,  and  tUt 
his  name  is  Agamemnon,  who  fought  at  Troy;  which  any  of  mj 
grooms  will  prove  to  you  syllogistically  enough  to  satiafy  An- 
gustioe  himself.     As  thus,  — 

"  Agamemnon  was  the  greatest  and  the  best  of  kings. 

"The  emperor  is  the  greatest  and  beat  of  kings. 

"  Therefore,  Agamemnon  is  the  emperor,  and  conversely." 

"  It  had  been  well,"  said  Augtutine,  with  a  grave  amile,  'if 
some  of  our  friends  had  held  the  same  doctrine,  even  st  the  ex- 
pense of  their  logic." 

"  Or  if,"  answered  Synesias,  "  they  believed  with  us,  Huit  dw 
emperor's  chamberlain  is  a  clever  old  man,  with  a  bald  heal 
like  my  own,  Ulyssca  by  name,  who  was  rewarded  with  tbs 
prefecture  of  all  lands  north  of  the  Mediterranean,  for  pnttiog 
out  the  Cyclop's  eye  two  years  ago.  However,  enough  of  <hi«- 
But,  you  see,  you  are  not  in  any  extreme  danger  of  infbraxn 
and  intriguers.  ....  The  real  difficulty  is,  how  you  will  ba 
able  to  obey  Augustine,  by  being  content  with  your  wagM. 
For,"  lowering  hia  voice,  "you  will  get  literally  none." 

"It  will  be  as  much  as  we  deserve,"  said  the  young  tribnoe: 
"  but  my  fellows  have  a  trick  of  eaUng " 

"They  are  welcome,  then,  to  all  deer  and  ostriches  wbidi 
Uiey  con  catch.  But  I  am  not  only  penniless,  but  reduced  my- 
self to  live  like  the  Ltestrygons,  on  meat  and  nothing  else ;  all 
crops  and  stocks  for  miles  round  b^g  either  burnt  or  cautied 
oC" 


"No;   Dlv-IC'S    slo|>|.ia  tll.-IU  Wlirll    hu    ^r.,|l|„■.|   lln-    A).\;,ll 


"Tlifn  iIk-  Jeu-s  have  tlic  wheal,  Irii-t  llic'ni  for  it:  aiui 
what  th.-y  have,  I  havi;.  Th<;ix-  nrv.  c-citain  iinmejs  oC  mine 
Ijiii^'  ill  iiitiT.-:.l  ill  the  seiiiinn^,  wliiHi  will  set  ihiit"  iiintler  [o 
liflht^  lor  a  iii'imh  <.r  two.  Do  vou  (inU  an  escort  to-iiwirow, 
anil  I  will  liz.d  wheal." 

"  liiil,  mo-t  ;rriiiTous  .,!■  fiiui'ls.  I  eaii  nellher   reiiav   voii  iii- 


ihirlv  yeai's  in  iloiii;;  mil 


(iin.-li  riioiifv  a<mn-A  the  last 
evil,  that  it  is  hard  il'  1  laay 
I  pooil.  Tuless  his  Hohness 
ol"  IIi|i|)0  ihuiks  it  wruii^  for  you  to  aei-ept  Ilie  i^ood-will  of  aii 
iiilidel :-  ■' 

•■  Whi.'h  of  Ihe-^e  three,'"  said  AiJ?u-liiic,  "  was  iiei-hbor  lo 
him  who  i;il  aia.iii-  ihieves.  hut  he  who  lia.i  iii.-rey  en  him? 
Verily,  my  frii-nd  i;a|ihael  Aheii-K/ri,  llion  art  iiol  fur  from  the 
kins.loni  .if  (;.il|." 

"Of  ivliii-h  (ioil--  a-knl  liai.hai-l,  -iyly. 

'■Uf  Ihe  <;."!  of  Ihy  ii.lvllilher  Ahiiiham,  whom  ihon  ,-halt 
hear  ii-  wor>lji|.  lliis  .'v..iiiii-.  if  lli>  uiU.  Symv^ins.  have  you 
ilelinrrl,  uiicnln  I  eat.  iiirliirin  iho  .viNiin-'servie.-.  and  give 
a  word  of  exhorlalion  lo  lln.-e  my  ehililren  !'  " 

••And  is  one  Mill.     Mail  did  not  |.lacc  there  Ihe  pre.scnce  of 
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have  been  unintelligible,  busied  themselTes  in  cooking  the  sdll 
warm  game. 

Strangely  enough  it  sounded  to  Raphael  that  eveningy  to  heir, 
among  those  smoke-grimed  pillars  a&d  fallen  raflen,  the  grand 
old  Hebrew  psalms  of  his  nation  ring  aloU,  to  the  TeiycluuitSy 
too,  which  were  said  by  the  Rabbi  to  have  been  used  in  the  Temr 

pie-worship  of  Jerusalem They,  and  the  inTocation,  thank«- 

givings,  blessings,  the  very  outward  ceremonial  itself,  were  aU 
Hebraic,  redolent  of  the  thoughts,  the  words,  of  his  own  ances- 
tors. That  lesson  from  the  book  of  Proverbs,  which  Aagiu- 
tinc's   deacon  was  reading  in  Latin,  —  the  blood  of  the  man 

who  wrote  those  words  was  flowing  in  Aben-Czra's  veins 

Was  it  a  mistake,  an  hypocrisy  ?  or  were  they  indexed  worship- 
ping, as  they  fancied,  the  Ancient  One  who  spoke  face  to  free 
with  his  forefathers,  the  Archetype  of  man,  the  Friend  of  Abia- 
ham  and  of  Israel  ? 

And  now  the  sermon  began ;  and  as  Augustine  stood  for  a 
moment  in  prayer  in  front  of  a  ruined  altar,  every  furrow  in  hit 
worn  face  lit  up  by  a  ray  of  moonlight  which  streamed  k. 
through  the  broken  roof,  Raphael  waited  impatiently  for  his 
speech.  What  would  he,  the  refined  dialectician,  the  ancient 
teacher  of  heathen  rhetoric,  the  courtly  and  learned  student, 
the  ascetic  cehbate  and  theosopher,  have  to  say  to  those  coarse, 
war-worn  soldiers,  Thracians  and  l^larkmen,  Gauls  and  Belgi- 
ans, who  sat  watching  there,  with  those  sad,  earnest  faces? 
What  one  thought  or  feeling  in  common  could  there  be  between 
Augustine  and  liis  congregation  ? 

At  last,  after  sinjning  himself  witli  the  cross,  he  began.  Tha 
subject  was  one  of  the  psalms  which  had  just  been  read,  —  a 
battle  psalm,  concerning  Moab  and  Amalek,  and  the  old  border 
wars  of  Palestine.     What  would  he  make  of  that  ? 

He  seemed  to  start  lamely  enough,  in  spite  of  the  exquisite 
gnice  of  his  voice,  and  manner,  and  language,  and  the  epigram- 
matic terseness  of  every  sentence.  He  spent  some  minutes 
over  the  inscription  of  the  psalm,  —  allegorized  it,  —  made  it 
mean  something  which  it  never  did  mean  in  the  writer's  m'mAj 
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pun  on  their  naine,  to  signify  one  sort  of  sin,  and  the  Ammon- 
ites another,  and  the  Amalekitcs  another  ?  What  had  that  to 
do  "vvith  tlie  old  psahn  ?  What  had  it  to  do  with  the  present 
aiiditorv  ?  Was  not  this  the  wildest  and  lowest  form  of  that 
unreal,  siihtilizing,  mystic  pedantry,  of  which  he  had  sickened 
long  ago  in  Ilypatia's  lecture-room,  till  he  fled  to  Bran,  the  dog; 
for  honest  practical  realities  ? 

No Gradually,  as  Augustine's  hints  became  more  prac- 
tical and  pointed,  Raphael  saw  that  there  was  in  his  mind  a 
most  real  and  organic  connection,  true  or  false,  in  what  seemed 
at  first  in(^rc  arbitrary  allegoiy.  Amalekites,  personal  sins,  Ao- 
surian  robbei*s,  and  ravishers,  were  to  him  only  so  many  differ- 
ent forms  of  one  and  the  same  evil.  He  who  helped  any  of 
them,  fought  against  the  righteous  God ;  he  who  fought  against 
them  fought  for  that  God ;  but  he  must  conquer  the  Amalekites 
within,  if  he  expected  to  conquer  the  Amalekites  withoot 
Could  the  legionaries  permanently  put  down  the  lust  and  greed 
around  them,  while  their  own  hearts  were  enslaved  to  lust  and 
greed  within?  Would  tliey  not  be  helping  it  by  example, 
while  they  pretended  to  crush  it  by  sword-strokes  ?  Was  it  not 
a  mockery,  an  hypocrisy?  Could  God's  blessing  be  on  it? 
Could  they  restore  unity  and  peace  to  the  country  while  there 
was  neither  unity  nor  pc^ace  within  them?  What  had  pro- 
duced the  helplessness  of  the  people,  the  imbecility  of  the  mili- 
tary', but  inward  helplessness  ?  They  were  weak  against  Moors 
because  they  were  weak  against  enemies  more  deadly  than 
Moors.  How  could  they  tight  for  God  outwardly,  while  they 
were  fighting  against  him  inwardly  ?  He  would  not  go  forUi 
with  their  hosts.  How  could  Ho,  when  He  was  not  among 
their  hosts  ?  He,  a  spirit,  must  dwell  in  their  spirits.  ....  And 
then  the  sliout  of  a  King  would  be  among  them,  and  one  of 

th(?ni  should  chase  a  thousand Or  if  not,  —  if  both  people 

and  soldiers  required  still  further  chastening  and  humblinf^,  — 
what  matter,  provided  they  were  chastened  and  humbled? 
What  matter  if  their  faces  were  confounded,  if  they  were  there- 
by driven  to  seek  His  Name,  who  alone  was  the  Trutls  the 
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after  all?  He  has  been  speaking  to  these  wild  beasts  as  to 
sage*  and  saints  ;  he  has  been  telling  them  that  God  is  as  much 
with  tliera  as  with  prophets  and  psahnists.  ....  I  wonder  if  Hy- 
patia,  with  all  her  beauty,  could  have  touched  their  heaits  as 
lie  has  done  ?  " 

And  when  lla[)hael  rose  at  the  end  of  this  strange  ^scouise^ 
he  felt  more  like  an  old  Hebrew  than  he  had  done  since  he  sat 
upon  his  nurse's  knee,  and  heard  legends  about  Solomon  and  the 
Queen  of  Sheba.  What  if  Augustine  were  right  after  all? 
What  if  the  Jehovah  of  the  old  Scriptures  were  not  merely  the 
national  patron  of  the  children  of  Abraliam,  as  the  Rabbis  held; 
not  merely,  as  Philo  held,  the  Divine  Wisdom  which  inspired 
a  few  elect  sages,  even  among  the  heathen ;  but  the  Lord 
of  the  whole  earth,  and  of  the  nations  thereof? — And  suddeoR 
for  the  first  time  in  his  life,  passages  from  the  psalms  and 
prophets  flashed  across  him,  which  seemed  to  assert  this. 
What  else  did  that  whole  book  of  Daniel,  and  the  histoiyof 
Nebuchadnezzar  mean,  —  if  not  that?  Philosophic  latitodint* 
rianism  had  long  ago  cured  him  of  the  Rabbinical  notion  of  the 
Babylonian  conqueror  as  an  incarnate  fiend,  devoted  to  Topbet 
like  Sennacherib  before  him.  He  had  long  in  private  admind 
the  man,  as  a  magnificent  human  character,  a  fairer  one,  in  his 

eyes,  than  either  Alexander  or  Julius  Ciesar Wliat  if 

Augustine  had  given  him  a  hint  which  might  justify  his  admira- 
tion ?  .  .  .  .  But  more AVhat  if  Augustine    were   ri'^ht  in 

going  even  further  than  Philo  and  Hy])atia  ?  What  if  this 
same  Jehovah,  Wisdom,  Logos,  call  him  what  they  might,  were 
actually  the  God  of  the  spirits,  as  well  as  of  the  bodies,  of  all 
flesh?  What  if  he  was  as  near  —  Augustme  said  that  he  was 
—  to  the  hearts  of  those  wild  Markmen,  Gauls,  Thraeians,  as  to 
Augustine's  own  heart  ?  What  if  he  were  —  Augii8tinc  said 
he  was — yeaniing  aller,  enlightening,  heading  home  to  himself, 
the  souls  of  the  poorest,  the  most  brutal,  the  most  sinful?  — 
What  if  he  lovi.'d  man  as  man,  and  not  merely  one  favon»tl  race 
or  one  favored  ehiss  of  minds  ?  .  .  .  .  And  in  the  light  of  that 
hypothesis,  that  strange  story  of  the  Cross  of  Calvary  seemed 


lJaj)li;ii  1  ;iii(l  .\i;L:ii.>tiiK'  at  each  other  willioiit  (■Ii^unilocutioii  ; 
aiitl  Kapliacl,  ali'T  ti'viii;_'  to  >rnil('  and  pooli-pooli  awav  tlic  sub- 
ject. \\a<  t<inj>t<(l  t<»  make  a  jest  on  :i  seemiiiL:  rallaelous  conecit 
ot'  .\iiL:n>tiiie's,  —  l()iiii(l  it  iiuwe  (lillleiilt  than  lie  thouL^it  to  trip 
iij)  tlu^  serious  and  wavy  lo<:ieiaii,  lost  liis  tenijxr  ii  little,  —  a 
si*rn,  ])orlia|)S,  of  returninpr  health  in  ii  sceptic,  —  and  soon  found 
hin^self  iiiziitinir  desp<'rately,  with  Synesius  backing  him,  appar- 
ently for  the  nierc!  pleasure  of  seein;^  a  battle,  and  Majorieus 
makin^z  him  more  and  more  cross  by  the  implicit  doirmatic  faith 
with  which  he  hewed  at  one  Gordian  knot  after  anotlier,  till 
Augustine  had  to  save  himself  from  liis  friends  l)y  trip[)ing  tlie 
good  prefect  gently  up,  and  leaving  him  miles  behind  the  disj)U- 
tants.  who  argued  on  and  on,  till  l)road  daylight  shone  in,  and  the 
sight  of  the  dr'>olation  below  recalled  all  i)arties  to  more  ma- 
terial w<*;ipons,  and  a  sterner  warlare. 

But  little  thought  Kaphatd  Al)en-Kzra,  as  he  sjit  there,  calling 
up  every  resource  of  his  wit  and  learning,  in  the  hope,  half  ma- 
licious, half  honestly  cautious,  of  upsetting  the  sage  of  Hippo, 
and  forgetting  all  heaven  and  earth  in  the  delight  otbatth;  with 
his  j)eers,  that  in  a  neighlxM-ing  chamber,  her  tender  limbs  out- 
spread upon  th(^  lloor,  her  face  buried  in  her  dishevelled  locks, 
lay  Victoria,  wrestling  all  night  long  ibr  him  in  prayer  and  bit- 
ter tears,  as  the  murmur  of  busy  voices  readied  her  eager  ears, 
lonf*-in'T^  in  vain  to  catch  the  sense  of  words,  on  which  hung  now 
her  hopes  and  bll>s,  —  how  utterly  and  entindy,  she  had  never 
vet  confessed  to  her-elf,  thou'di  she  dare  confe-s  it  to  that  Son 
of  ^lan  to  whom  she  prayed,  as  to  One  who  felt  with  tenderness 
and  in.^ight  beyond  that  of  a  brother,  a  father,  even  of  a  mother, 
for  her  maiden's  blushes  and  her  maiden's  woes. 


CHAPTER  XXII. 


PANDEHONnnC 


But  where  was  Philammon  all  that  week  ? 

For  the  first  day  or  two  of  his  imprisonmeDt  he  had  raved 
like  some  wild  heast  entrapped.  His  newlj-found  purpo0e  and 
energy,  thus  suddenly  dammed  back  and  checked,  boiled  op  in 
frantic  rage.  He  tore  at  the  bars  of  his  prison  ;  he  roUed  him* 
self,  shrieking,  on  the  floor.  He  called  in  vain  on  Hjpatiay  oa 
Felagia,  on  Arsenius,  on  all  but  GkxL     Fray  he  could  not,  and 

dare  not;  for  to  whom  was  he  to  pray?    To  the  stars? to 

the  Abysses  and  the  Eternities  ?  . . .  • 

Alas !  as  Augustine  said  once,  bitterly  enough,  of  his  owa 
Manicho^an  teachers,  Hypatia  had  taken  away  the  living  G<4 
and  given  him  instead  the  four  Elements. ....  And  in  utter  be- 
wilderment and  hopeless  terror  he  implored  the  pity  of  eveiT 
guard  and  gaoler  who  passed  along  the  corridor,  and  conjured 
them,  as  brothers,  fathers,  men,  to  help  him.  Moved  at  once  bj 
his  agony  and  by  his  exceeding  beauty,  the  rough  Thracians, 
who  knew  enough  of  their  employer's  character  to  have  little 
difficulty  in  believing  liis  victim  to  be  innocent,  listened  to  him 
and  questioned  him.  But  when  they  offered  the  very  help 
which  he  implored,  and  asked  him  to  tell  his  story,  the  poor  boy's 
tongue  clave  to  the  roof  of  his  mouth.  How  could  he  publish 
his  sister's  shame  ?  And  yet  she  was  about  to  publish  it  her- 
self !  .  .  .  .  And  instead  of  words,  he  met  their  condolences  with 
fresh  agonies,  till  they  gave  him  up  as  mad;  and^  tired  by  his 
violence,  compelled  him,  with  blows  and  curses,  to  remain  quiet; 
and  so  tlie  week  wore  out,  in  dull  and  stupefied  despair,  which 


exliiiu-ii.ici  (>r  l)o,iy  arul  iniii.l.  Wliy  ^lioiiUl  h'-.  cure  lo  slir.  lu 
nit,  lo  live ?  Hk  lind  but  ouv  jiuqio^e  iu  lienvcu  .and  oaiili : 
and  ih.li  one  piirpo.'c  wfis  iin|i<]ssibk. 

At  last  Lis  cell-ilixir  graleil  on  its  hinges.  "  I'p,  my  mad 
yontli !  "  cried  a  roiigli  voice,  '■  Up,  nnd  iliank  i!ic  favor  of  llie 
goil-=,  mid  tlm  bounty  of  our  noblu  —  iilifm  !  —  ]>rcfci't.  To-ihiy 
lie  j;ivts  fi-cedoiii  lo  nil  ]in-on''rj.  AiiU  I  f^uppo:'!'  a  pretty  boy 
like  you  may  f-o  ith.jiit  yuui-  l,u,-iii.-s  as  «dl  (t<  ugli.T  niscal-^  l"" 

riiiluinnion  looki-ii  u|.  in  tlm  gnoler's  (Uee  with  a  dim  half- 
coniprcliciision  of  his  meaning. 

"Do  you  hear?"  tTic'd  the  man,  wiih  a  cur.ic.  "You  are 
free.     Jump  up,  or  I  shut  the  door  nj;ain,  and  yonr  one  chance 

"  Did  she  dance  Venus  Anailyooifne  ? '' 

"She!     AVho?" 

'^  My  sister !     IVIagia  !  " 

"  Ik-aven  only  knows  nliat  she  h.is  not  danced  in  hi-r  time  ! 
But  Ihey  «iy  .'he  dancM  lo^lay  once  more.  Quick  !  out,  or  I 
shall  not  lie  rc:tdy  in  time  for  the  sporls.  Tliey  lic^iii  an  hour 
licnce.  Free  :ulnii^si<jn  into  the  Ihcaire  to-day  for  all.  —  mgucs 
nnd   honest   mi-ii,   Clinslians  and   heathens.  —  Curse   the  boy! 

So  indceil  I'liilanimon  seemed  ;  for,  springing  suddenly  lo  his 
feel,  he  milled  out  [last  the  gaoler,  upiictting  him  into  ihe  corri' 
dor,  and  lied  wildly  from  the  prison  among  llic  crowd  of  liberated 
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gorgeous  in  his  robes  of  office,  and  by  him-— to  Philammni^  ' 
surprise  and  horror  —  Iljpatia  herself. 

]\Iore  beautiful  than  ever,  her  forehead  sparkling,  like  Jono'i 
own,  with  a  lofly  tiara  of  jewels,  her  white  Ionic  robe  half  hid- 
den by  a  crimson  shawl,  there  sat  the  vestal,  the  philosopher. 
What  did  she  there  ?  But  the  boy's  eager  eyes,  accustomed  bat 
too  Avell  to  note  every  light  and  shade  of  feeling  which  crossed 
that  face,  saw  in  a  moment  how  wan  and  haggard  was  its  ex- 
pression. She  wore  a  look  of  constraint,  of  half-terrified  ki^ 
resolve,  as  of  a  martyr :  and  yet  not  an  undoubdng  martyr;  for 
as  Orestes  turned  bis  head  at  the  stir  of  Philammon'a  introMOO, 
and,  Hashing  with  anger  at  the  sight,  motioned  bim  fiercely  back, 
Ilypatia  turned  too ;  and,  as  her  eyes  met  her  pupil's,  she 
blushed  crimson,  and  started,  and  seemed  in  act  to  motioa  bim 
back  also ;  and  then,  recollecting  herself,  whispered  aometluDg 
to  Orestes  which  quieted  his  wrath,  and  composed  herself  or 
rather  sunk  into  her  place  again,  as  one  who  was  determined  to 
abide  the  worst. 

A  knot  of  gay  young  gentlemen,  Philammon's  fellow-studeots^ 
pulled  him  down  among  them,  with  welcome  and  laughter ;  and 
before  he  could  collect  his  thoughts,  the  curtain  in  front  of  the 
stage  had  fallen,  and  the  sport  began. 

The  scene  represented  a  background  of  desert  mountains,  and 
on  the  stage  itself,  before  a  group  of  temporary  huts,  stood  hud- 
dling together  the  black  Libyan  prisoners,  some  fifly  men,  wo- 
men, and  children,  bedizened  witli  gaudy  feathers  and  girdles 
of  tasselled  leather,  brandishing  their  spears  and  targets,  and 
glaring  out  w^ith  white  eyes  on  the  strange  scene  before  them,  in 
childish  awe  and  wonder. 

Along  the  front  of  the  stage  a  wattled  battlement  had  been 
erected,  while  below,  the  hyposcenium  liad  been  painted  to  rep- 
resent rocks,  thus  completing  the  rough  imitation  of  a  village 
among  the  Libyan  hills. 

Amid  breathless  silence,  a  herald  advanced,  and  prodaimed 
that  these  were  prisoners  taken  in  arms  against  the  Roman  sen- 
ate and  people,  and  therefore  worthy  of  immediate  death :  bnl 


that  iLe  pr'^fyct,  in  liis  exccedinj;  clcinenry  toward  Ihein,  and 
especial  anxicly  lo  aUbnl  tlii"  jrrL'ati;:^!  pii-silile  :iniiisi>ni(;iil  to  Ihe 
obedient  and  loyal  citizens  of  Alexiinilria.  Iiad  dL-lL-rniiticd,  in- 
elead  of  giving  them  at  onee  to  Ihe  bea-^ts,  to  nllinv  tin-in  lo  fij:ht 
for  their  lives,  promising  lo  the  survivors  a  free  panlon  if  they 
acquitted  themselves  ralianlly. 

The  poor  wretches  on  the  stage,  when  this  proclamation  iv.as 
translated  lo  Ihcm,  set  up  a  barbaric  yell  of  joy,  and  brandished 
their  spears  and  targets  more  fiercely  than  ever. 

But  their  joy  wxs  short.  The  trumjiets  sounded  the  attack  ; 
a  body  of  gladialors,  equal  in  number  to  the  savages,  marched 
out  from  one  of  t!ie  two  side  passages,  made  iheir  obeisance  to 
the  applauding  spectators,  and,  planting  iheir  I'caling-ladders 
against  the  front  of  the  stage,  mounted  to  the  attaek. 

The  Libyans  fought  like  tigers;  yet  from  the  first  Hypatia, 
and  Philammon  also,  eould  see  that  their  promised  chance  of 
life  was  a  mere  mockery.  Their  light  darts  and  naked  limbs 
were  no  match  for  Ihe  heavy  swords  and  eoniplele  armor  of  tlieir 
brutal  apsailanl.s,  who  endured  carelessly  a  slonn  of  blows  and 
thrusts  on  heads  and  faces  protected  by  visorcJ  helmets :  yet  so 
fierce  was  the  valor  of  the  Libyans,  that  even  tliey  recoiled 
twice,  and  twice  the  scaling-ladders  were  hurled  down  again, 
nhile  more  than  one  gladiator  lay  below,  rolling  in  the  death- 

And  then  burst  forth  the  sleeping  devil  in  the  hearts  of  that 
great  brutalized  multitude.  Yell  upon  yel!  of  savage  lrium]ih, 
and  still  more  savage  disappointment,  rang  from  every  tier  of 
that  vast  ring  of  seats,  at  each  blow  and  parry,  onslaught  and 
repulse ;  and  Philammon  saw  with  horror  and  surprise  that  lux- 


848  HTPATIA. 

which  side  the  favor  of  the  spectators  inclined.  "With  taunte, 
jeers,  a{)[)lause,  entreaties,  the  hired  ruffians  were  urged  oa  to 
their  work  of  blood.  The  poor  wretches  heard  no  voice  raised 
in  their  favor ;  nothing  but  contempt,  hatred,  eager  lust  of  blood, 
glared  from  those  thousands  of  pitiless  eyes ;  and,  broken-heart- 
ed, despairing,  they  flagged  and  drew  back  one  by  one.  A  shout 
of  triumph  greeted  the  gladiators  as  they  climbed  over  the  bat- 
tlement, and  gained  a  footing  on  the  stage.  Tbe  wretched 
blacks  broke  up,  and  fled  wildly  from  corner  to  comer,  looking 
vainly  for  an  outlet  .... 

And  then  began  a  butchery. ....  Some  fifty  men,  women, 

and  children  were  cooped  together  in  that  narrow  space 

And  yet  Ilypalia's  countenance  did  not  falter.  Why  should  it? 
What  were  their  numbers,  beside  the  thousands  who  bad  pe^ 
ished  year  by  year  for  centuries,  by  that  and  far  worse  deaths, 
in  the  amphitheatres  of  that  empire,  for  that  faith  which  she  wts 
vowed  to  re-establish.  It  was  a  part  of  the  great  system,  and 
she  must  endure  it. 

Not  that  she  did  not  feel ;  for  she,  too,  was  woman  ;  and  her 
heart,  raised  far  above  the  brutal  excitement  of  the  multitude, 
lay  cidmly  open  to  the  most  poignant  stings  of  pity.  Again  and 
again  she  was  in  the  act  to  entreat  mercy  for  some  shriekii^ 
woman  or  struggling  child  ;  but  before  her  lips  could  shape  tbe 
words,  the  blow  had  fallen,  or  the  wretch  was  whirled  away  from 
her  sight  in  the  dense,  undistinguishable  mass  of  slayers  and 
slain.  Yes,  she  had  begun,  and  she  must  follow  to  the  end.  .... 
And,  after  all,  what  were  the  lives  of  those  few  semi-brutes,  re- 
turning thus  a  few  years  earlier  to  the  clay  from  which  they 
sprang,  compared  with  the  regeneration  of  a  world  ?  .  .  .  ,  And 
it  would  be  over  in  a  few  minutes  more,  and  tliat  black,  writhin* 

heap  be  still  for  ever,  and  the  curtain  fall And  then  for 

Venus  Anadyomenc,  and  art,  and  joy,  and  peace,  and  the  grace- 
ful wisdom  and  beauty  of  the  old  Greek  art,  calming  and  civil- 
izing all  hearts,  and  soflening  them  into  pure  devotion  for  the 
iminortal  myth?,  the  immortal  deities,  who  had  inspired  tlieir 
forefathers  in  the  glorious  days  of  old But  still  the  black 


.  .  .  .  A  tlii'ill  <»t"  .-Iiamc  rn-lii-tl  llirouLrli  licr  heart,  aixl,  blu.-liini^ 
bcailct,  .*-hc  .>aiik  lirr  licad,  and  \vhisj)Li'(  d  to  ()r('>tc?, — 

'•  Have  iiirrcy  !  —  span*  the  rt'>L  !  " 

*'  NaV.  fairest  vestal  !  The  mob  has  tasted  blood,  and  they 
must  have  tlieir  till  of  it,  or  they  will  turn  on  us,  for  aught  I 
know.  Nothing  so  dangerous  as  to  cheek  a  brute,  whether  lie 
be  horse,  dog,  or  man,  when  once  his  sj)irit  is  up.  Ha  !  there  is 
a  fu<ntive  !     How  well  the  little  rascal  runs  !  " 

As  he  spoke,  a  boy,  the  only  survivor,  leaped  from  the  stage, 
and  rushed  across  the  orchestra  toward  them,  followed  by  a 
roujjh  cur-doj:r. 

**  You  shall  have  this  youth  if  he  reaches  us.'* 

Ilypatia  watched  breathless.  The  boy  had  just  arrived  at 
the  altar  in  the  centre  of  the  orchestra,  when  he  saw  a  gladiator 
close  upon  him.  The  rulhan's  arm  was  raised  to  strike,  when, 
to  the  astonishment  of  the  whole  theatre,  boy  and  dog  turned 
valiantly  to  bay,  and,  leaping  on  the  gladiator,  dragged  him  be- 
tween them  to  the  irroun(h  The  trium|)h  was  momentarv.  The 
uplifted  hands,  the  shout  of  '*  Spare  him !  "  came  too  late.  The 
man,  as  he  hiy,  buried  his  sword  in  the  slender  body  of  the  child, 
and  then,  rising,  walked  coolly  back  to  the  side  ])assages,  while 
the  poor  cur  stood  over  the  little  corpse,  licking  its  hands  and 
face,  and  making  the  whole  building  ring  with  his  doleful  cries. 
The  attendants  entered,  and,  striking  their  hooks  into  corpse 
after  corpse,  dragged  them  out  of  sight,  marking  their  path  by 
long  red  furrows  in  the  sand  ;  while  the  dog  followed,  until  his 
inauspicious  bowlings  died  away  down  distant  piu^sages. 

Philammon  felt  sick  and  giddy,  and  half  rose  to  escape.  But 
Pelagia !  .  .  .  .  No,  —  he  must  sit  it  out,  and  see  the  worst,  if 
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blue  sea,  Europa  carried  by  tbe  bull  across  the  Bosphorasy  whOe 
Nereids  and  Tritons  played  around. 

A  single  flute  within  the  curtain  began  to  send  forth  lusdmu 
strains,  deadened  and  distant,  as  if  throngh  far-off  glens  and 
woodlands ;  and  from  the  side  passages  issued  three  Graces,  led 
by  Peitho,  the  goddess  of  persuasion,  bearing  a  herald's  staff  in 
her  hand.  She  advanced  to  the  altar  in  the  centre  of  the  or- 
chestra, and  informed  the  spectators,  that,  during  the  absence  of 
Ares  in  aid  of  a  certain  great  military  ezp>edition  which  was 
shortly  to  decide  the  diadem  of  Rome,  and  the  liberty,  and  prai»- 
perity,  and  supremacy  of  Egypt  and  Alexandria,  Aphrodite  had 
returned  to  her  lawful  allegiance,  and  submitted  for  the  time  be- 
ing to  the  commands  of  her  husband,  Hephsestus  ;  that  he  u 
the  deity  of  artificers,  felt  a  peculiar  interest  in  the  welfare  of 
the  city  of  Alexandria,  the  workshop  of  the  world,  and  had,  u 
a  sign  of  his  especial  favor,  prevailed  upon  his  fair  spouse  to 
exhibit,  for  this  once,  her  beauties  to  the  assembled  populace, 
and,  in  the  unspoken  poetry  of  motion,  to  represent  to  them  the 
emotions  with  which,  as  she  arose  new-bom  from  the  sea,  she 
first  surveyed  that  fair  expanse  of  heaven  and  earth  of  whidi 
she  now  reigned  undisputed  queen. 

A  shout  of  rapturous  applause  greeted  this  announcement,  and 
forthwith  limped  from  the  opposite  slip  the  lame  deity  himseHI 
hammer  and  pincers  on  shoulder,  followed  by  a  train  of  gisantie 
Cyclops,  who  bore  on  their  shoulders  various  pieces  of  gilded 
metal-work. 

Hephaestus,  who  was  intended  to  supply  the  comic  element  it 
the  vast  pantomimic  pageant,  shambled  forward  with  studied  qd- 
couthness,  amid  roars  of  laughter ;  surveyed  the  altar  with  ludi- 
crous contempt ;  raised  his  mighty  hammer,  shivered  it  to  pieces 
with  a  single  blow,  and  beckoned  to  his  attendants  to  carry  off 
the  fragments,  and  replace  it  with  something  more  fitting  for  hit 
august  spouse. 

With  wonderful  quickness  the  metal  open-work  was  put  in  its 
place,  and  fitted  together,  forming  a  frame  of  coral  branches  in- 
termingled with  dolphins,  Nereids,  and  Tritons.     Four  gigantic 


A  uc  iv/iuiiig  \ji\jyfia  v/i     iiic     i^^iiiwic;   %j^rx:itfAi   .-<i</»iy   ,     iii«:   <'I^l<•ll   in 

instrumenU  resounded  from  within  ;  and,  preceded  \>y  tlie  nuini- 
cians,  came  forth  the  triumph  of  Aphrodite,  and  i)a-sed  down  the 
tlope,  and  round  the  outer  ring  of  the  orehe.-^tra. 

A  splendid  car,  drawn  by  white  oxen,  bore  the  rarest  and 
gaudiest  of  foreign  flowers  and  fruits,  which  young  girls,  dresAed 
as  Hours  and  Seasons,  strewed  in  front  of  the  procession  and 
among  the  spectators. 

A  k»g  line  of  beautiful  youths  and  maidens,  crowned  with 
and  robed  in  scarfs  of  purple  gauze,  followed  by  two 
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and  two.  Each  pair  carried  or  led  a  pair  of  wild  animal^  ca{h 
tives  of  the  wniqucring  might  of  Beauty. 

Fon^niocit  were  borne,  on  the  wrists  of  the  actors,  the  birds 
especially  sacred  to  the  goddess,  —  doTcs  and  (Sparrows,  wiy- 
necks  and  swallows ;  and  a  pair  of  gigantic  Indian  tortoifes, 
each  ridden  by  a  lovely  nymph,  showed  that  Orestes  had  not 
forgotten  one  wish,  at  least,  of  his  intended  bride. 

Then  followed  strange  birds  from  India,  parakeets,  peacocks. 
pheasants,  silver  and  golden ;  bustards  and  ostriches,  the  latter, 
bestridden  each  by  a  tiny  cupid,  were  led  on  in  golden  leashes. 
followed  by  antelopes  and  orj'xes,  elks  from  beyond  the  Dauulie. 
four-horned  nuns  from  the  Isles  of  tho  Hyperborean  Ocean,  and 
the  strange  hybrid  of  the  Libyan  hills,  believed  by  all  speciaton 
to  be  half  bull,  half  horse.  And  then  a  murmur  of  delighted  awe 
ran  through  the  theatre,  as  bears  and  leopards,  lions  and  tigen, 
fettered  in  heavy  chains  of  gold,  and  made  gentle  for  the  occaskai 
by  narcotics,  paced  sedately  down  the  slope,  obedient  to  their 
beautiful  guides  ;  w^hile  behind  them  the  unwieldy  bulk  of  two 
double-homed  rhinoceroses,  from  tho  far  South,  was  over- 
topped by  the  long,  slender  necks  and  large,  soft  eyes  of  a  pair 
of  girafles,  such  as  had  not  been  seen  in  Alexandria  for  mott 
than  fifty  years. 

A  cry  arose  of  "  Orestes !  Orestes  I  Health  to  the  illustrioni 
prefect !  Thanks  for  his  bounty  !  "  And  a  hired  voice  or  two 
among  the  crowd  cried,  '^  Hail  to  Orestes  I  Hull,  Kmperor  of 
Africa !"....  But  there  was  no  response. 

"  The  rose  is  still  in  the  bud,"  simpered  Orestes  to  Hypatia. 
Ho  rose,  beckoned  and  bowed  the  crowd  into  silence;  and 
then,  afler  a  short  pantomimic  exhibition  of  rapturous  imiti- 
tude  and  humility,  pointed  triumphantly  to  the  |)a]m  ave- 
nue, among  the  shadows  of  which  appeared  the  wonder  of  the 
day,  —  the  huge  tusks  and  trunk  of  the  white  elephant  him- 
self. 

There  it  was  at  last !  Not  a  doubt  of  it  I  A  real  elephant, 
and  yet  as  white  as  snow.  Sight  never  seen  before  in  Alexan- 
dria, —  never  to  be  seen  again ! '  <<  0  thrice  blest  men  of  JSIaoe- 
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elephant  came  forward  and  knelt  behind  the  platform  destined 
for  the  goddess. 

The  valves  of  the  shell  closed.  The  Graces  unloosed  the 
fanteninr^s  of  the  car.  The  elephant  tamed  his  trunk  over  bis 
hack,  and,  guided  hj  the  sof^  hands  of  the  girls,  grasped  the 
shell,  and,  lifting  it  high  in  air,  deposited  it  on  the  steps  at  the 
back  of  the  platform. 

Hephsestus  limi)ed  forward,  and  with  his  most  uncouth  ges- 
tures signified  the  delight  which  he  had  in  bestowing  such  i 
sight  upon  his  faithful  artisans  of  Alexandria,  and  the  unspeak- 
able enjoyment  which  they  were  to  expect  from  the  myiix 
dance  of  the  goddess ;  and  then  retired,  leaving  the  Graces  to 
advance  in  front  of  the  platform,  and,  with  their  arms  twined 
round  each  other,  begin  IIypatia*s  song  of  invocation. 

As  the  first  strophe  died  awaj,  the  valves  of  the  shell  re- 
opened and  discovered  Aphrodite  crouching  on  one  knee  withiiL 
She  raised  her  head,  and  gazed  around  the  vast  circle  of  seaa 
A  mild  surprise  was  on  her  countenance,  which  quickened  into 
delighted  wonder,  and  bashfulness  struggling  with  the  sense  of 
new  enjoyment  and  new  powers.  She  glanced  down  at  hcneif; 
and  smiled,  astonished  at  her  own  loveliness ;  then  upward  fi 
the  sky ;  and  seemed  ready,  with  an  awful  joy,  to  sprinc  np 
into  the  boundless  void.  Her  whole  figure  dilated  ;  she  seemed 
to  drink  in  strength  from  every  object  which  met  her  in  the 
great  universe  around  ;  and  slowly,  from  among  the  shells  and 
sea-weeds,  she  rose  to  her  full  height,  the  mystic  ccstof 
glittering  round  her  Avaist,  in  deep  festoons  of  emenkb 
and  ])earls,  and  stopped  forward  uyion  the  marble  sea-floor, 
wringing  the  dripping  perfume  from  her  locks,  as  Aphrodite 
rose  of  old. 

For  the  first  minute,  the  crowd  was  too  breathless  with  pleas- 
ure to  think  of  a[)plause.  But  the  goddess  seemed  to  requixe 
due  homage  ;  and  when  she  folded  her  onns  across  her  bosoa. 
and  sto<Kl  motionless  for  an  instant,  as  if  to  demand  the  worsliip 
of  the  universe,  every  tongue  was  loosed,  and  a  thunder-dap  oif 
"  Aphrodite ! "  rung  out  across  the  roofs  of  Alexandria,  and 


miih'lcvLs  .111  .ii-laiit  s;iii,l-liill,s  an,!   iU,/in;r    m:uiiK'r>   Ihr   out 
Ami   llicn   iH^-aii    :i   inlr:ir\.:   of  art.  Hi.-li  as  iva,  only  |m.Ml.l,; 

amon^  a  |H'ople  of  tlic  (Vce iiml  cxtiiiisite  plijsical  Irainirif: mul  llie 
(lelicuic  fcslliL-tii;  [icrceptioii  of  tlmsn  old  Greeks,  even  in  iheir 
ma^l  fallen  days.  A  daitce,  in  ivliieli  cviiy  motion  nsv  a  wor<l, 
and  rt'st  :i.s  cluquent  a-;  niotiiin  :  in  winch  every  nlliluJe  was  a 
f^e^ll  motive  fur  a  seiilptor  of  t!u'  purest  school,  and  the  liij;het;t 
jiliysiial  arlivily  w;is  Illnllife^le■l,  not,  as  in  tlic  eriiir^i.T  comic 
|inntoniinics,  in  lanlrii'lic  Iiouiids  !I1h1  untiatui'iil  ili^loi'liniis.  Iml  in 

grace.  Tlie  arlir-t  was  for  llic  munn-nl  Iraa.-lonaud  iiilu  the 
goddc-3.  The  thealre,  ami  AK-xaiulila.  and  ihu  -..rg.-.ms  pa- 
geant bcyonil,  liad  vaiii>hea  from  licr  iina<;ln:ilJon,  ami  ilicreforu 
from  the  ima;_'inntion  of  llie  special oi-s,  nndcr  the  con.^^ training 
inspiration  of  her  ail,  and  they  aiid  she  alike  saw  noiiiing  hut 
the  lonely  sea  araund  Cythcra,  and  (he  goddess  licucj-iii^-  aboie 
its  emerald  mirror,  racing  forth  oil  sea,  midair,  and  ^llul'e,  beaaty, 

and  joy,  and  love 

Fhilammon's  eyes  were  liurMing  fi-om  hi^  head  with  shame 
and  horror:  and  yet  he  could  not  liute  her  ;  ni)[  i.'v<-n  ilespi.^e 
Ler.  lie  would  liave  done  so,  had  there  been  ihu  faintest  (race 
of  human  feeling  in  her  eounlenance.  to  juove  tlial  some  germ 
of  moral  sense  liii<;ered  within  :  but  even  the  faint  blu,-li  and  tlie 
downca.st  eye,  willi  which  >]ic  had  entered  Ihe  theatre,  were 
gone  ;  and  the  only  exiiression  on  her  face  was  that  of  intense 
enjoyment  of  her  own  activity  anil  skill,  and  satisfied  vanity,  as 
of  a   [letted   eliihl Was  she  accountable  ?     A  reasonable 


856  HTFATIA. 

planse  which  nng  through  Philanunon's  ears,  ] 

heaven  and  earth,  as  with  a  mighty  tminpet-blaat,  hii  Biater'l 

shame. 

The  elephant  rose,  and  moved  forward  to  the  aide  of  the 
slabs.  His  bade  was  covered  with  crimscxi  ciuhuHia,  on  wtuch 
it  seemed  Aphrodite  was  to  return  without  her  shelL  She 
folded  her  arms  across  her  bosom,  and  stood  Hmiling,  ■> 
the  elephant  gently  wreathed  bia  trunk  around  her  waist,  and 
lifted  her  slowly  from  the  slab,  in  act  to  plaoe  her  on  his 

bock 

-  The  little  feet,  clinging  half  feaifuUj  together,  had  just  risen 
from  the  marble.  —  The  elephant  started,  dropped  hia  delicate 
burden  heavily  on  the  slab,  looked  down,  raised  his  forefoot,  and 
throwing  bis  trunk  into  the  air,  gave  a  shrill  scream  of  terror 
and  disgust. .... 

The  foot  was  red  with  blood,— the  young  boy's  blood,.— 
which  was  soaking  and  buUtling  up  through  the  frnh  nad 
where  the  elephant  had  trodden,  in  a  round,  dark,  purple 
spot  .... 

Philammon  could  bear  no  more.  Another  moment,  and  be 
had  hurled  down  through  the  dense  mass  of  spectators,  deaiii^ 
rank  after  rank  of  seats  by  the  sheer  strength  of  madnesa,  leaped 
the  balustrade  into  the  orchestra  below,  and  rushed  across  the 
space  to  the  foot  of  the  platform. 

"  Felagia  I  Sister  I  My  sister  !  Have  mercy  on  me  1  on 
yourself  I  I  will  hide  you  1  save  you  I  and  we  will  flee  together 
out  of  this  infernal  place !  this  world  of  devils  I  I  am  joqr 
brother !     Come  I  " 

She  looked  at  him  one  moment  with  wide,  wild  njta  -  — 
Tlie  truth  flashed  on  her 

"  Brother ! " 

And  she  spning  from  the  platform  into  his  arms. ....  A 
vision  of  a  lofty  window  in  Athens,  lookinj;  out  over  far  oHt^ 
yards  and  gardens,  and  llie  bright  roofs  and  basins  of  the  PirKm, 
and  the  broad  blue  sea,  with  the  purple  peaks  of  .£gina  beyoBd 
aU. . . . .  And  a  dark-eyed  boy,  with  bia  arm  arooitd  her  atA, 


an.I.  .■owTii.-  li'.T  live;  wiili  ImH,  Ikt   kui,!-.  .-^uik  (ii»Mi  :uim.ig 
l\w  l,k«..I.M:.iiir<l  .-;iri<]. 

A  jell,  as  ol'  all  licU  broke  loose,  rang  along  tliat  vast 
circif,  — 

'■  Down  with  him  ! "  "  Away  ivitli  him !  "  "  Crucify  the 
slavf!"  '-Give  Ihc  barbarian  lo  ihe  licasls!"  "To  the 
I>i-.Tsls  iviih  iiiin,  nohlo  [ireftct ! "  A  crowd  of  allenilnnts 
nislicd  Ujion  him,  anil  many  of  Ilic  sjii^i-lalors  spran"  from 
llitir  soai.^;,  anil  wti-e  on  llic  point  of  luajung  down  into  [he 

I'liilnmmnn  liimeil  npon  tliom  like  a  lion  at  Iwiy;  and  clear 
and  loud  his  voicu  rof<!  tliron^di  ihc  ri>ar  of  ihc  mnltiliKle. 

"Ay!  murder  me  as  the  Itoiiians  murdered  Saint  Tolom- 
aclius!  Slaves  as  lie^ollcd  and  accursed  as  your  liesolled 
and  accursed  tj'i-ants !  Lower  llian  the  beasts  whom  you  om- 
ploj  as  your  hiitidicrs !  Munlcr  and  hist  ^'o  fiilj-  liand  in  hand, 
and  the  llironc  of  my  sistir's  shame  i^  w.ll  built  on  the  blood 
of  innocents!  Let  my  .lealh  end  ihe  devil's  saeritiee,  and  liil 
up  llie  Clip  of  your  injqtiiiy  ! " 

"To   the   lieasts!"     ".Make    the    elejihant    trample    him    lo 

And  tlie  lind'^  bnit.'.  jroaded  on  hy  Ulc  allendaiits  rushiid  on 
the  youih.  while  Eros  leaped  from  Wis  neck,  and  fled  weeping 
up  the  slope. 

lie  eatisht  Philammon  in  his  trunk  and  raised  him  hiji'i  in 
air.  For  an  instant  the  preat  bellowing  ocean  of  heails  spun 
round   and   round.      He   tried  lo  breathe  one  prayer,  and  shut 
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tors;  and  then,  clasping  the  huge  knees  of  the  elepknt, 
called  madlj  to  it  in  terms  of  passioiiate  entreatj  and  en- 
dearment. 

The  men  wavered.  The  brute  did  not.  Quietly  he  lowered 
his  trunk,  and  set  down  Philammon  on  his  feet.  The  monk 
was  saved.  Breathless  and  dizzy,  he  found  himself  hurried 
away  by  the  attendants,  dragged  through  dark  passages,  and 
hurled  out  into  the  street,  with  corses,  warnings,  and  congnto- 
lations,  which  fell  on  an  unheeding  ear. 

But  Pelagia  kept  her  face  still  hidden  in  her  hands,  sod 
rising,  walked  slowly  back,  crushed  by  the  weight  of  some  tn^ 
mendous  awe,  across  the  orchestra,  and  up  the  slope ;  and  vin- 
ished  among  the  palms  and  oleanders,  regardless  of  the  applsme, 
and  entreaties,  and  jeers,  and  threats,  and  curses,  of  that  great 
multitude  of  sinful  slaves. 

For  a  moment  all  Orestes'  spells  seemed  broken  by  tlus  un- 
expected catastrophe.  A  cloud,  whether  of  disgust  or  of  dis- 
appointment, hung  upon  every  brow.  More  than  one  Cluristiii 
rose  liastily  to  depart,  touched  with  real  remorse  and  shame  it 
the  horrors  of  which  they  had  been  the  willing  witnesses.  The 
common  people  behind,  having  glutted  their  curiosity  with  all 
that  there  was  to  sec,  began  openly  to  murmur  at  the  cnidtj 
and  heathenry  of  it.  Hjpatia,  utterly  unnerved,  hid  her  &ce 
in  both  her  hands.  Orestes  alone  rose  with  the  crisis.  Nov, 
or  never,  was  the  time  for  action ;  and  stepping  forward,  with 
his  most  graceful  obeisance,  waved  his  hand  for  silence,  sod 
began  his  well-studied  oration. 

*'  Let  me  not,  O  men  of  Macedonia,  suppose  that  you  can  be 
disturbed  from  that  equanimity  which  befits  politicians,  by  so 
light  an  accident  as  the  caprice  of  a  dancer.  The  spectacle 
which  I  have  had  the  honor  and  delight  of  exhibiting  to  joo, 

—  (roars  and  np|)lause  from  the  liberated  prisoners  and  the 
young  gentlemen,)  —  and  on  which  it  seemed  to  me  you  had 
deigned  to  look  with  not  altogether  unkindly  eyes,  —  (fresh 
applause,  in  which  the  Christian  mob,  relenting,  began  to  join,) 

—  is  but  a  pleasant  prelude  to  that  more  serious  business  for 
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which  I  have  drawn  you  here  together.  Other  testimonies  of 
mj  good  intentions  have  not  been  wanting  in  the  release  of 
suffering  innocence,  and  in  the  largess  of  food,  the  growth  and 
natural  property  of  Egypt,  destined  by  your  late  tyrants  to 
pamper  the  luxury  of  a  distant  court.  ....  Why  should  I 
boast  ?  —  yet  even  now  this  head  is  weary,  these  limbs  £ul  me, 
worn  out  in  ceaseless  efforts  for  your  welfare,  and  in  the  per- 
petual administration  of  the  strictest  justice.  For  a  time  has 
come  in  which  the  Macedonian  race,  whose  boast  is  the  gor- 
geous city  of  Alexander,  must  rise  again  to  that  political  pre- 
eminence which  they  held  of  old,  and,  becoming  once  more  the 
masters  of  one  third  of  the  universe,  be  treated  by  their  rulers 
as  freemen,  citizens,  heroes,  who  have  a  right  to  choose  and  to 
employ  their  rulers.  —  Rulers,  did  I  say  ?  Let  us  forget  the 
word,  and  substitute  in  its  place  the  more  philosophic  term  of 
ministers.  To  be  your  minister,  —  the  servant  of  you  all,  — 
to  sacrifice  myself,  my  leisure,  health,  life,  if  need  be,  to  the 
one  great  object  of  securing  the  independence  of  Alexandria,  — 
this  is  my  work,  my  hope,  my  glory,  —  longed  for  through 
weary  years ;  now  for  the  first  time  possible  by  the  fidl  of  the 
late  puppet  Emperor  of  Rome.  Men  of  Macedonia,  remem- 
ber that  Honorius  reigns  no  morel  An  African  sits  on  the 
throne  of  the  Caesars  1  Heraclian,  by  one  decisive  victory,  has 
gained,  by  the  favor  of — of  Heaven,  the  imperial  purple;  and 
a  new  era  opens  for  the  world.  Let  the  conqueror  of  Rome 
balance  his  account  with  that  Byzantine  court,  so  long  the  in- 
cubus of  our  Trans-Mediterranean  wealth  and  civilization ;  and 
let  a  free,  independent,  and  united  Africa  rally  round  the  pal- 
aces and  docks  of  Alexandria,  and  find  there  its  natural  centre 
of  polity  and  of  prosperity." 

A  roar  of  hired  applause  interrupted  him:  and  not  a  few, 
half  for  the  sake  of  his  compliments  and  fine  words,  half  from 
a  natural  wish  to  be  on  the  right  side,  —  namely,  the  one  which 
happened  to  be  in  the  ascendant  for  the  time  being,  — joined. 
....  The  city  authorities  were  on  the  point  of  crying,  "  Impe- 
rator  Orestes,"  but  thought  better  of  it,  and  waited  for  some  one 
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rrliiei  : :•  ii-r  wic:^-  .;c  zb-t  ic-wer  cSiKse&  which  made  all  :ra 

-  FaI=^  1  filf^ !  T:g  are  trv^ed !  He  is  aicked  I  He:»- 
cliiz  Tis  =~  irlj  ri-toi  as  Osda.  aDd  is  fled  :o  Carthase,  ini 

-Si-  lie:?:  Dra^  -Jie  beas:  down!"  cried  Ontste*.  u=erJj 
thriTz.  :f  Lii  l^ilin.^?  bv  ;Le  sodden  check. 

-Sir?  H-r!  L  a  xni-rJu  broagnc  ihe  ec-ws  !  Cvril  b? 
kr.':--!5-=.  ::.  errrr  Jew  La  the  Delta  has  known  it,  for  a  wctk 
pa?:!  S-j  perirh  all  the  ecemies  of  the  Lord,  caught  in  ihei: 
OTL>  f  nir>e !  " 

A::  i  b:jrsdr:2  •le^peratelj  throagh  the  women  who  sarroanded 
hiOL  the  monk  var.iihed. 

An  awful  ril'i-nce  lell  on  all  who  heard.  For  a  minute  every 
man  look^A  ia  his  neighbors  face  as  if  he  longed  to  cut  hi? 
throat,  and  g*:-t  rid  of  one  witness,  at  least,  of  his  treason.  Ani 
then  arose  a  tamult,  which  Orestes  in  vain  attempted  to  sabdue. 
Whether  the  populace  believed  the  monk's  word*  or  not,  thcT 
were  pan  ic-s  trick  en  at  the  mere  possibility  of  their  truih. 
Hoarse  with  denying,  protesting,  appealing,  the  would-be  em- 
peror had  at  hist  to  summon  his  guards  around  him  and  Hjpatia, 
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NEMESIS. 

That  evening  was  a  hideous  one  in  the  palace  of  Orestes. 
His  agonies  of  disappointment,  rage,  and  terror  were  at  once  90 
shameful  and  so  fearful,  that  none  of  his  slaves  dare  approach 
him  ;  and  it  was  not  till  late  that  his  confidential  secretary,  the 
Chaldean  eunuch,  driven  by  terror  of  the  exasperated  Catholica» 
ventured  into  the  tiger's  den,  and  represented  to  him  the  imme- 
diate necessity  for  action. 

What  could  he  do  ?  He  was  committed,  Cyril  only  knew  haw 
deeply.  What  might  not  the  wily  archbishop  have  disoovered? 
What  might  he  not  pretend  to  have  discovered  ?  What  acca- 
sations  might  he  not  send  off  on  the  spot  to  the  Byzantine 
court  ? 

'^  Let  the  gates  be  guarded,  and  no  one  allowed  to  leave  the 
city,"  suggested  the  Chaldee. 

"  Keep  in  monks  ?  as  well  keep  in  rats !  No ;  we  must  send 
off  a  counter-report,  instantly." 

"What  shall  I  say,  your  excellency?"  quoth  the  ready 
scribe,  pulling  out  pen  and  inkhorn  from  his  sash. 

"  What  do  I  care  ?  Any  lie  which  comes  to  hand.  What  in 
the  Devil's  name  are  you  here  for  at  all,  but  to  invent  a  lie 
when  I  want  one  ?  " 

**  True,  most  noble,"  and  the  worthy  sat  meekly  down  to  hii 
paper  ....  but  did  not  proceed  rapidly. 

"  I  don't  see  anything  that  would  suit  the  emergency,  unless  I 
stated,  with  your  august  leave,  that  Cyril,  and  not  you,  celebrated 
the  gladiatorial  exhibition;  which  might  hardly  appear  crad« 
ible  ?  " 
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'•  Wl*  ot"  ('(>nr.>(i  (Irsired,  by  every  means  in  our  power,  to 
gratify  the  people  of  Alexandria,  and,  as  wa.s  our  duty,  lo  exeite 
by  every  lawful  method  their  loyally  toward  the  throne  of  the 
Caisars  (never  mind  who  sat  on  it)  at  so  eritical  a  moment." 

"  So  critical  a  moment "  .  .  .  . 

"  But  as  faithful  Catholics,  and  abhorring,  even  in  the  ex- 
tremest  need,  the  sin  of  Uzzah,  we  dreaded  to  touch  with  the 
unsanctified  hands  of  laymen  the  consecrated  ark  of  the  Church, 
even  though  for  it^  preservation."  .... 

"  Its  preservation,  your  excellency."  .... 

"  We  therefore,  as  civil  magistrates,  felt  bound  to  confine 
ourselves  to  those  means  which  were  already  allowed  by  law  and 
custom  to  our  jurisdiction  ;  and  accordingly  made  use  of  those 
largesses,  spectacles,  and  public  execution  of  rebels,  wliich  have 
unhappily  appeared  to  his  holiness  the  patriarch  (too  ready,  per- 
haps, to  find  a  cause  of  complaint  against  faithful  adherents  of 
the  Byzantine  See)  to  partake  of  the  nature  of  those  glad- 
iatorial exhibitions,  which  are  equally  abhorrent  to  the  spirit 
of  the  Catholic  Church,  and  to  the  charity  of  the  sainted  em- 
perors by  whose  pious  edicts  they  have  been  long  since  abol- 
ished." 

"  Your  excellency  is  indeed  great  ....  but  —  pardon  your 
slave's  remark  —  my  simphcity  is  of  opinion  that  it  may  be  asked 
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why  yon  did  not  inform  the  Angasta  Pulcheria  of  Cyril's  oon- 
spiracy  ?  " 

"  Say  that  we  Bent  a  messenger  off  Ibree  montlis  sgo,  but  that 
....  Uoke  something  happen  to  him,  stupid,  and  save  me  the 
trouble." 

"  Shall  I  kill  him  by  Arabs  in  the  ndghborfaood  of  Falmyn, 
your  excellency  ?  " 

"  Let  me  see.  ....  No.  They  may  make  inqairiea  there. 
Drown  him  at  aea.  Nobody  can  ask  qnestions  o(  tlw 
Eharks." 

"  Foundered  between  Tyre  and  Crete,  from  which  sod  calaiii- 
ity  only  one  maji  escaped  on  a  raft,  and  being  picked  np,  after 
three  weeks'  exposure  to  the  fury  of  the  elements,  by  a  retmn- 

ing  wheat-ship By  the  by,  moet  noble,  what  am  I  to  say 

about  those  wheat-ships  not  hBTing  even  sailed  F  " 

"Head  of  AuguBtuBl  I  forgot  them  utterly.  Say  that— 
say  that  the  plague  was  making  such  ravages  in  the  harbor 
quarter  that  we  feared  their  canying  the  infection  to  the  seat  of 
tiie  empire ;  and  let  them  biuI  to-morrow." 

The  secretary's  face  lengthened. 

"My  fidelity  is  compelled  to  remark,  even  at  the  risk  of  ycoi 
just  indignation,  that  half  of  them  have  been  unloaded  again  ftr 
your  munificent  largesses  of  the  last  two  days." 

Orestes  swore  a  great  oath. 

"  O  that  the  mob  had  but  one  throat,  that  I  might  give  tbva 
an  emel4C  1     Well,  we  must  buy  more  com,  that 's  alL" 

The  secretary's  face  grew  longer  BtiS. 

"The  Jews,  most  august " 

"  What  of  them  ?  "  yelled  the  hapless  prefect.  «  Have  they 
been  forestalling  ?  " 

"  My  assiduity  has  discovered  this  ailemoon  that  they  have 
been  buying  up  and  exporting  all  the  provisions  which  they 
could  obtain." 

"  Scoundrels  I  Then  they  must  have  known  of  HeracUan's 
failure ! " 

«  Your  sagadly  has,  I  fear,  divined  the  truth.    Tbgj  harc 
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been  betting  largely  against  his  success  for  the  last  week,  both 
in  Canopus  and  Pelusiam.*' 

'<  For  the  last  week  I  Then  Miriam  betrayed  me  know- 
ingly ! "  And  Orestes  broke  forth  again  into  a  paroxysm  of 
fury. 

*^  Here,  —  call  the  tribune  of  the  guard !  A  hundred  gold 
pieces  to  the  man  who  brings  me  the  witch  alive !" 

"  She  will  never  be  taken  alive." 

"  Dead,  then,  —  in  any  way  I  Gro,  you  Chaldee  hound  I 
what  are  you  hesitating  about  ?  " 

^  Most  noble  lord,*'  said  the  secretary,  prostrating  himself  upon 

the  floor,  and  kissing  his  master's  feet  in  an  agony  of  fear 

^  Remember,  that  if  you  touch  one  Jew,  you  touch  all  I  Re- 
member the  bonds !  remember  the  —  the  —  your  own  most  au- 
gust reputation,  in  short" 

"  Get  up,  brute,  and  don't  grovel  there,  but  tell  me  what  you 
mean,  like  a  human  being.  If  old  Miriam  is  once  dead,  her 
bonds  die  with  her,  don't  they  ?  " 

'^  Alas !  my  lord,  you  do  not  know  the  customs  of  that  ac- 
cursed folk.  They  have  a  danmable  practice  of  treating  every 
member  of  their  nation  as  a  brother,  and  helping  each  freely 
and  faithfully  without  reward;  whereby  they  are  enabled  to 
plunder  all  the  rest  of  the  world,  and  thrive  themselves,  from 
the  least  to  the  greatest  Don't  fancy  that  your  bonds  are  in 
Miriam's  hands.  They  have  been  transferred  months  ago. 
Your  real  creditors  may  be  in  Carthage,  or  Rome,  or  Byzan- 
tium, and  they  will  attack  you  from  thence ;  while  all  that  you 
would  find,  if  you  seized  the  old  witch's  property,  would  be  papers, 
useless  to  you,  belonging  to  Jews  all  over  the  empire,  who  would 
rise  as  one  man  in  defence  of  their  money.  I  assure  you,  it  is 
a  net  without  a  bound.  If  you  touch  one,  you  touch  alL  .... 
And  besides,  my  diligence,  expecting  some  such  command,  has 
already  taken  the  liberty  of  making  inquiries  as  to  Miriam's 
place  of  abode ;  but  it  appears,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  utterly  un- 
known to  any  of  your  excellency's  servants." 

^  You  lie  1 "  said  Orestes.  •  .  •  •  ^  I  would  much  sooner  be- 
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lieye  that  you  have  been  warning  the  hag  to  keep  out  of  the 

way." 

Orestes  had  spoken,  for  that  once  in  his  life,  the  exact  troth. 

The  secretary,  who  had  his  own  private  dealings  with  MiriMmj 
felt  every  particular  atom  of  his  skin  shudder  at  those  words ; 
and,  had  he  had  hair  on  his  head,  it  would  certainly  have  be- 
trayed him  by  standing  visibly  on  end.  But  as  he  was,  luckily 
for  him,  close  shaven,  his  turban  remained  in  its  proper  place, 
as  he  meekly  replied,  — 

<<  Alas !  a  faithful  servant  can  feel  no  keener  woe  than  the 
causeless  suspicion  of  that  sun  before  whose  rays  he  daily  pros- 
trates his " 

^  Confound  your  periphrases !    Do  you  know  where  she  is .'  " 

^  No  I  "  cried  the  wretched  secretary,  driven  to  the  lie  direct 
at  last ;  and  confirmed  the  negation  with  snch  a  string  of  oaths, 
that  Orestes  stopped  his  volubility  with  a  kick,  borrowed  of  him, 
under  threat  of  torture,  a  thousand  gold  pieces  as  Imrgess  to 
the  soldiery,  and  ended  by  concentrating  the  stationaries  roond 
his  own  palace,  for  the  double  purpose  of  protecting  himself  in 
case  of  a  riot,  and  of  increasing  the  chances  of  the  said  riot,  by 
leaving  the  distant  quarters  of  the  city  without  police. 

^  l£  Cyril  would  but  make  a  fool  of  himself  now  that  he  is 
in  the  full-blown  pride  of  victory,  —  the  rascal!  —  about  that 
Ammonius,  or  about  IlypaUa,  or  anything  else,  and  give  me  a 
real  handle  against  him  !  After  all,  truth  works  better  than  ly- 
ing now  and  then.  O  that  I  could  poison  him  1  But  one  can't 
bribe  those  ecclesiastics ;  and  as  for  the  dagger,  one  could  not 
hire  a  man  to  be  torn  in  pieces  by  monks.  No ;  I  must  just 
sit  still,  and  see  what  Fortune's  dice  may  turn  up.  Well; 
your  pedants  like  Aristides  or  Epaminondas  —  thank  Heaven, 
the  race  of  them  has  died  out  long  ago !  —  might  call  this  no 
very  creditable  piece  of  provincial  legislation ;  but,  afler  all,  it 
is  about  as  good  as  any  now  gomg,  or  likely  to  be  going,  till  the 
world*s  end ;  and  one  can't  be  expected  to  strike  out  a  new  path. 
I  shall  stick  to  the  wisdom  of  my  predecessors^  and  —  Q  that 
Cyril  may  make  a  fool  of  himself  to-night  I  '* 
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LOST  LAMBS. 

And  Fhilammon? 

For  a  long  while  be  stood  in  the  street  oatside  the  theatre, 
too  much  maddened  to  determine  on  any  coarse  of  action ;  and, 
ere  he  had  recovered  his  self-possession,  the  crowd  began  to 
pour  from  every  outlet,  and,  filling  the  street,  swept  him  awaj 
in  its  stream. 

Then,  as  he  heard  his  sister^s  name,  in  every  tone  of  pity, 
contempt,  and  horror,  mingle  with  their  angry  exclamations,  he 
awoke  from  his  dream,  and,  bursting  through  the  mob^  made 
straight  for  Pelagia's  house. 

It  was  fast  closed ;  and  his  repeated  knocks  at  the  gifte 
brought  only,  afler  long  waiting,  a  surly  negro  face  to  a  little 
wicket 

He  asked  eagerly  and  instinctively  for  Pelagia:  of  course  she 
had  not  yet  returned.  For  Wulf :  he  was  not  within.  And 
then  he  took  his  station  close  to  the  gateway,  while  his  heart 
beat  loud  with  hope  and  dread. 

At  last  the  Goths  appeared,  forcing  their  way  through  the 
mob  in  a  close  column.  There  were  no  litters  with  them. 
Where,  then,  were  Pelagia  and  her  girk  ?  Where,  too,  was  the 
hated  figure  of  tlie  Amal?  and  Wulf,  and  Smid?  The  men 
came  on,  led  by  Goderic  and  Agilmund,  with  folded  arms, 
knitted  brows,  downcast  eyes ;  a  stem  disgust,  not  unmingled 
with  shame,  on  every  countenance,  told  Fhilammon  afresh  of 
his  sister's  infamy. 

Groderic  passed  him  closOi  and  Fhilammon  summoned  up 


*•  Out,  Grrrk  lioiind  !  We  have  ^^cen  ciioui^li  of  your  accursed 
race  to-day  !  AVliat  ?  are  you  tryin;^  to  follow  us  in  ?  "  And 
the  youn<;  man's  sword  fhished  from  its  sheath  so  swiftly,  that 
Phihimmon  hail  hut  just  time  enough  to  spring  back  into  the 
street,  and  wait  there,  in  an  agony  of  disappointment  and  anxi- 
ety, as  the  gates  slid  together  again,  and  the  house  was  as  silent 
as  before. 

For  a  miserable  hour  lie  waited,  while  the  mob  thickened 
instead  of  flowing  away,  and  the  scattered  gi'oups  of  chat- 
terers began  to  Ibrm  themselves  into  masses,  and  parade  the 
streets  with  shouts  of  "  Down  with  the  heathen  !  "  "  Down 
with  the  idolaters ! "  "  Vengeance  on  all  blaspheming  har- 
lots ! " 

At  last  the  steady  tramp  of  legionaries,  and  in  the  midst  of 
the  glittering  lines  of  armed  men  —  O  joy  !  —  a  string  of 
litters  ! 

He  sprang  forward,  and  called  Pelagia's  name  again  and 
again.  Once  he  fancied  he  heard  an  answer ;  but  the  soldiers 
thrust  him  back. 

"  She  is  safe  here,  young  fool,  and  has  seen  and  been  seen 
quite  enough  to-day  already.     Back  !  " 

"  Let  me  speak  to  her  ! " 

"  That  is  her  business.  Ours  is  now  to  see  her  home 
safe." 

"  Let  me  go  in  with  you,  I  beseech  ! " 

"  If  you  want  to  go  in,  knock  for  yourself  when  we  are 
gone.  If  you  have  any  business  in  the  house,  they  will  open  to 
you,  I  suppose.     Out,  you  interfering  puppy  !  " 

And  a  blow  of  the  spear-but  in  his  chest  sent  him  rolling  back 
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dered  away,  up  one  street  aod  down  anothery  atraggling  in 
Tain  to  form  some  plan  of  action  for  himself,  tmtil  the  son 
was  set. 

Wearilj  he  went  homewards  at  last  Once  the  thought  of 
Miriam  crossed  his  mind.  It  was  a  disgusting  alternative  to 
ask  help  of  her,  the  verj  author  of  his  sister^s  shame  :  but  jet 
she  at  least  could  obtain  for  him  a  sight  of  Pelagia ;  she  had 
promised  as  much.  But  then — the  condition  which  she  had  ap- 
pended to  her  help  !  To  see  his  sister,  and  jet  to  have  her  as 
she  was !  —  Horrible  contradiction !  But  could  he  not  employ 
Miriam  for  his  own  ends? — outwit  her? — deceive  her? — for  it 
came  to  that.  The  temptation  was  intense :  but  it  lasted  onlj  a 
moment.  Could  he  defile  so  pure  a  cause  bj  fiilsehood  ?  And 
hurrying  past  the  Jewess's  door,  hardly  daring  to  look  at  it»  lest 
the  temptation  should  return,  he  darted  up  stairs  to  his  own 
little  chamber,  hastily  flung  open  the  door,  and  stopped  short  in 
astonishment 

A  woman,  covered  from  head  to  foot  in  a  large  dark  vei^ 
stood  in  the  centre  of  the  chamber. 

^  Who  are  you  ?  This  is  no  place  for  you  I  **  cried  he,  after 
a  moment's  pause.  She  replied  only  by  a  shudder  and  a  soU 
•  •  •  •  He  caught  sight,  beneath  the  folds  of  the  veil,  of  a  too*weIl- 
known  saffron  shawl,  and,  sprin^ng  upon  her  like  the  lion  oa 
the  lamb,  clasped  to  his  bosom  his  sister. 

The  veil  fell  from  her  beautiful  forehead.  She  gased  into  his 
eyes  one  moment  with  a  look  of  terrified  inquiry,  and  saw  noth- 
ing there  but  love And  clinging  heart  to  heart,  brother 

and  sister  mingled  holy  kisses,  and  strained  nearer  and  nearer 
still,  as  if  to  satisfy  their  last  lingering  doubts  of  each  other^s 
kin. 

Many  a  minute  passed  in  silent  joy.  • .  •  •  Philammon  dare 
not  speak ;  he  dare  not  ask  her  what  brought  her  hither,  — 
dare  not  wake  her  to  recollect  the  frightful  present  by  questions 
of  the  past,  of  his  long-forgotten  parents,  their  home,  her  his- 
tory. ....  And,  afler  all,  was  it  not  enough  for  him  that  he  held 
her  at  last  ?  —  her,  there  by  her  own  will,  — -  the  lost  lamb  n* 


Philammon  had  not  the  heart  to  answer  her;  but  he  made  an 
involuntary  gesture  of  sorrowful  dissent. 

**  No  !  Call  me  what  I  am  !  —  what  he  called  me  just  now  ! 
—  but  do  not  lake  me  away  !  Strike  me,  as  he  struck  me  !  — 
anything  but  parting ! " 

"  Struck  you  ?     The  curse  of  Go<l  be  on  him !  " 

"  Ah,  do  not  curse  him !  —  not  him  !  It  was  not  a  blow,  in- 
deed !  —  only  a  push,  —  a  touch,  —  and  it  was  my  fault,  —  all 

mine ;  I  angered  him,  —  I  upbraided  him  ;  —  I  was  mad 

O,  why  did  he  deceive  me?  Why  did  he  let  me  dance?  — 
command  me  to  dance  ?  " 

"  Command  you  ?  " 

"  He  said,  that  we  must  not  break  our  words.  He  would  not 
hear  me,  when  I  told  him  that  we  could  deny  having  promised. 
I  said  that  promises  made  over  the  wine  need  never  be  kept. 
....  Who  ever  heard  of  keeping  them  ?  And  Orestes  was 
drunk,   too.       But   he    said    that    I    might    teach    a    Goth   to 

be  what  I  liked,  except  a  liar Was  not  that  a  strange 

speech  ?  .  .  .  .  And  Wulf  bade  him  be  strong,  and  blest  him 
for  it." 

"  He  was  right,"  sobbed  Philammon. 

"  Then  I  thought  he  would  love  me  for  obeying  him,  though 
T  loathed  it !  —  O  God,  how  I  loathed  it !  . .  .  .  But  how  could  I 
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fancy  that  he  did  not  like  my  doing  it  ?  Who  ever  heud  of  any 
one  doing  of  their  own  will  what  they  did  not  like  ?  ** 

Fhilammon  sobbed  again,  as  the  poor  civilized  savage  artlessly 
opened  to  him  all  her  moral  darkness.  What  could  he  say? 
....  He  knew  what  to  say.  The  disease  was  so  utterly  patent, 
that  any  of  Cyril's  school-children  could  have  supplied  the  rem- 
edy. But  how  to  speak  it  ?  —  how  to  tell  her,  before  all  things, 
as  he  longed  to  do,  that  there  was  no  hope  of  her  marrying  the 
Amal,  and  therefore  no  peace  for  her  till  she  left  him  ? 

<<  Then  you  did  hate  the  —  the "  said  he  at  last,  catch- 
ing at  some  gleam  of  light 

^  Hate  it  ?  Do  I  not  belong,  body  and  soul,  to  him  ?  — him 
only  ? . . . .  And  yet ....  O,  I  must  tell  you  all  I  When  I  and  the 
girls  began  to  practise,  all  the  old  feelings  came  back,  —  the  love 
of  being  admired,  and  applauded,  and  cheered ;  and  dancing  is  w 
delicious !  —  so  delicious  to  feel  that  you  are  doing  anything  bean- 
tiful  perfectly,  and  better  than  every  one  else  I  • .  •  •  And  he  saw 
that  I  liked  it,  and  despised  me  for  it ... .  And,  deceitful  I  — he 
little  guessed  how  much  of  the  pains  which  I  took  were  taken  to 
please  him,  to  do  my  best  before  him,  to  win  admiration,  onlj 
that  I  might  take  it  home  and  throw  it  all  at  his  beloved  feet, 
and  make  the  world  say  once  more, '  She  has  all  Alexandria  to 
worship  her,  and  yet  she  cares  for  that  one  Groth  more  than 
for  — '  But  he  deceived  me,  true  man  that  he  is !  He  wished 
to  enjoy  my  smiles  to  the  last  moment,  and  then  to  cast  me  off, 
when  1  had  once  given  him  an  excuse. ....  Too  cowardly  to 
upbraid  me,  he  let  me  ruin  myself,  to  save  him  the  trouble  of 
ruining  me.  O  men,  men !  all  alike  I  They  love  us  for  their 
own  sakes,  and  we  love  them  for  love's  sake.  We  live  by  love, 
we  die  for  love,  and  yet  we  never  find  it,  but  only  selfishness 

dressed  up  in  love's  mask And  then  we  take  up  with  that, 

poor,  fond,  self-blinded  creatures  that  we  are !  —  and,  in  spite 
of  the  poisoned  hearts  around  us,  persuade  ourselves  that  our 
latest  asp's  egg,  at  least,  will  hatch  into  a  dove,  and  that,  though 
all  men  are  faithless,  our  own  tyrant  can  never  change,  fiv  he  is 
more  than  man  I " 


"  I  must  do  it  I  I  must  !  I  ^\ill  dare  cvcrylliin^r.  stoop  to 
everytliinir.  for  love's  sake  !      (io  t(j  her  !  —  to  tlie  \\  i^e  woman  ! 

—  to  Ilypatia!  kSlic  loves  you!  1  know  that  she  loves  you! 
She  will  hear  you,  though  she  will  not  me  !  " 

"  Ilypatia  ?  Do  you  not  know  that  she  w^as  sitting  there  un- 
moved at  —  in  the  theatre  ?  " 

**  She  was  forced  !  Orestes  compelled  her !  Miriam  told  me 
so.  And  I  saw  it  in  her  face.  As  I  passed  beneath  her,  I 
looked  up  ;  and  she  wa.s  as  pale  as  ivory,  trembling  in  every 
limb.  There  wa.s  a  dark  hollow  round  lier  eves,  —  she  had 
been  weeping,  I  saw.  And  I  sneered  in  my  mad  self-conceit, 
and  said,  *  She  looks  as  if  she  was  going  to  be  crucilied,  not  mar- 
ried !*....  But  now,  now !  —  O,  go  to  her  !  Tell  her  that  I 
will  give  her  all  I  have, — jewels,  money,  dresses,  house  !  Tell 
her  that  I  —  I — entreat  her  pardon,  that  I  will  crawl  to  her 
feet  myself  and  ask  it,  if  she  recjuires!  — Only  let  her  teach  me, 

—  teach  me  to  l)e  wise,  and  good,  and  honored,  and  respected,  ;is 
she  is  I  Ask  her  to  tell  a  poor,  broken-hearted  woman  her  se- 
cret.    She  can  make  old  Wulf,  and  him,  and  Orestes  even,  and 

the  magistrates,  respect  her Ask  her  to  teach  me  how  to 

be  like  her,  and  to  make  hira  respect  me  again,  and  1  will  give 
her  all,  —  all !  " 

Philammon  hesitated.  Something  within  warned  him,  as  the 
Daemon  used  to  warn  Socrates,  that  his  errand  would  be  boot- 
less.    He  thought  of  the  theatre,  and  of  that  firm,  compressed 
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lip ;  and  forgot  the  hollow  eje  of  misery  which  aooompanied  itj 
in  his  wrath  against  his  lately-worshipped  idoL 

"  Oy  go !  go !  I  tell  you,  it  was  against  her  will*  She  felt 
for  me  —  I  saw  it — O  Grod  I  —  when  I  did  not  feel  for  myself  I 
And  I  hated  her,  because  she  seemed  to  despise  me  in  my  fix>r8 
triumph  I  She  cannot  despbe  me  now  in  my  misery.  ....  Go ! 
go !  or  you  will  drive  me  to  the  agony  of  going  myself" 

There  was  but  one  thing  to  be  done. 

^  You  will  wait  then,  here  ?    You  will  not  leave  me  agun?  ** 

^  Yes.     But  you  must  be  quick  I    If  he  finds  out  that  I  am 

away,  he  may  fancy Ah,  heaven !  let  him  kill  me,  bat 

never  let  him  be  jealous  of  me  !  Go  now  !  this  moment  1  Take 
this  as  an  earnest,  —  the  cestus  which  I  wore  there.  Horrid 
thing !  I  hate  the  sight  of  it  I  But  I  brought  it  with  me  oo 
purpose,  or  I  would  have  thrown  it  into  the  canaL  There ;  say 
it  is  an  earnest  —  only  an  earnest  —  of  what  I  will  ^ve  her !  * 

In  ten  minutes  more  Philammon  was  in  Hypatia's  halL  The 
household  seemed  full  of  terror  and  disturbance ;  the  hall  was 
fuU  of  soldiers.  At  last  Hypatia's  fiivorite  maid  passed,  and 
knew  him.  Her  mistress  could  not  speak  with  any  one.  Where 
was  Theon,  then  ?  Ue,  too,  had  shut  himself  up.  Never  mind. 
Philammon  must,  would,  speak  with  him.  And  he  pleaded  so 
passionately  and  so  sweetly,  that  the  sofl-hearted  damsel,  unable 
to  resist  so  handsome  a  suppliant,  undertook  his  errand,  and  led 
him  up  to  the  library,  where  Theon,  pale  as  death,  was  padng 
to  and  fro,  apparently  half  beside  himself  with  terror. 

Philammon*s  breathless  message  fell  at  first  upon  unheeding 
ears. 

'<  A  new  pupil,  sir !  Is  this  a  time  for  pupils,  when  my  hoose, 
my  daughter's  life,  is  not  safe  ?  Wretch  that  I  am !  And  have 
I  led  her  into  the  snare  ?  I,  with  my  vain  ambition  and  covet- 
ousness  I  O  my  child  I  my  child  I  my  one  treasure !  O  the 
double  curse  which  will  light  upon  me,  if " 

"  She  asks  for  but  one  interview." 

"With  my  daughter,  sir?  Pelagia?  Will  you  insult  me? 
Do  you  suppose,  even  if  her  own  pity  should  so  far  tempt  her 
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to  degrade  herself,  tliat  I  coulU  nDow  1h.t  so  lo  (contaminate  her 

"  Your  terror,  sir,  excuses  your  rudeness." 

•' Uudeiiess,  sir?  Tlie  rudeness  lies  in  your  Jnlruditig  on  us 
at  sueh  u  inomeut ! " 

'•  Then  this,  perLaps,  may,  in  your  ayus  at  least,  cxeusc  me 
in  ray  turn."  And  I'hilaioinon  held  out  the  cestus.  "  You  are 
a  better  judge  of  its  value  thun  I.  l!ut  I  am  comniissioneil  to 
say,  that  it  is  only  an  earnest  <jf  what  she  will  give  willingly  and 
at  onee,  even  to  the  lialf  of  her  wealili,  for  tlie  Iiouor  of  bceom- 
ing  your  daughter's  pupil."  And  he  Jaid  the  ji^welled  girdle  on 
llie  (able. 

Tbe  old  mail  iiakeU  in  his  walk.  The  eicieral.ls  and  pi.'arla 
shone  like  the  galaxy,     lie  looked  at  them  ;  aud  walked  on 

again  more  slowly ■\Vhat  might  he  their  value  ?     What 

might  it  not  be?     At  least,  Ihey  would  pay  all  his  debts 

And  after  hovering  lo  and  fro  lor  auoihcr  minute  before  the  bait, 
he  turned  to  Philamnion.  "  If  yoii  wouhl  promise  lo  mention 
the  thing  to  no  one " 

"I  will  promise." 

"  And  in  case  my  daughter,  as  I  have  a  right  to  expeet,  shall 
refuse " 

"  Let  her  keep  the  jewels.  Their  owner  h.i.s  leanif,  thank 
God,  lo  despise  and  hate  ihem  !  Let  her  keep  the  jewels  — 
and  my  curse  !  Tor  God  do  so  to  mo,  and  more  also,  if  I  ever 
Ecc  her  face  again  !  " 

The  old  man  had  not  heard  the  latter  part  of  Philammon's 
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He  was  still  lost  in  thought  when  Theon  re-enteredy  bring^  a 

letter. 

"  From  Hypatia  to  her  well-beloyed  pnpiL 

"  I  pity  you,  —  how  should  I  not  ?  And  more,  I  thank  yoa 
for  this  your  request,  for  it  shows  me  that  my  unwilling  pres- 
ence at  the  hideous  pageant  of  to-day  has  not  alienated  from  me 
a  soul  of  which  I  had  cherished  the  noblest  hopes,  for  which  I 
had  sketched  out  the  loftiest  destiny.  But  —  how  shall  I  say  it? 
Ask  yourself  whether  a  change  —  apparently  impossible  —  miut 
not  take  place  in  her  for  whom  yoa  plead,  before  she  and  I  cao 
meet  ?  I  am  not  so  inhuman  as  to  blame  yon  for  having  asked 
mc ;  I  do  not  even  blame  her  for  being  what  she  is.  She  does 
but  follow  her  nature ;  who  can  be  angry  with  her,  if  destinj 
have  informed  so  fair  an  animal  with  a  too  gross  and  eartUj 
spirit  ?  Why  weep  over  her  ?  Dust  she  is,  and  unto  dust  she 
will  return :  while  you,  to  whom  a  more  divine  spaiiL  was  allol- 
ted  at  your  birth,  must  rise,  and,  nnrepinin^  leave  below  yon 
one  only  connected  with  you  by  the  unreal  and  fleeting  bonds  of 
fleshly  kin." 

Philammon  crushed  the  letter  together  in  his  hand,  and  strode 
from  the  house  without  a  word. 

The  philosopher  had  no  gospel,  then,  for  the  harlot!  No 
word  for  the  sinner,  the  degraded!  Destiny,  forsooth!  She 
was  to  follow  her  destiny,  and  be  base,  miserable,  self-condemned. 
She  w{is  to  crush  the  voice  of  conscience  and  reason,  as  often  as 
it  awoke  within  her,  and  compel  herself  to  believe  that  she  was 
bound  to  be  that  which  she  knew  herself  bound  not  to  be.  She 
was  to  shut  her  eyes  to  that  present  palpable  misery  which  was 
preaching  to  her,  with  the  voice  of  God  himself,  that  the  wages 
of  sin  arc  death.  Dust  she  was,  and  unto  dust  she  will  return ! 
O  glorious  hope  for  her,  for  him,  who  felt  as  if  an  eternity  of 
bliss  would  be  worthless,  if  it  parted  him  from  his  new-found 
treasure  !     Dust  she  was,  and  unto  dust  she  must  return ! 

Hapless  Hypatia!  If  she  must  needs  misapply,  after  the 
fashion  of  her  school,  a  text  or  two  here  and  there  from  the  He- 
brew Scriptures,  what  suicidal  fantasy  set  her  on  qaoting  that 


one  ?  Fur  now  ujmn  Philammon',-!  memory  (l^islieil  u[>,  m  k-ittrs 
of  liglil,  old  wor.is  lbi-;;utt<?n  li>r  iiionllis,  —  aziU  rv,:  lie  wiw 
•nwjirL',  he  t'ounti  liiin^i'li'  rf|i(*iifiiig  iilouil  ami  lla^sioll!ileh■,  "I 
Ix-liuve  in  lln;  fiirgiveiie,-*  of  >iii,-,  tlie  lesurreL'liuiL  ut'  lliu  Ijcidy, 
and  liie  lit'i!  cverlusting,"  .■  ■  -  ■  and  llicn  clear  and  liiir  arojC 
before  him  the  vision  of  llie  God-man,  .is  He  lay  at  meat  in  tlie 
Pharisee's  house  ;  and  of  her  ivlio  washed  His  feet  ivilli  tears, 

and  wiped  them  with  the  hairs  of  Ler  head And  from 

the  deptlis  of  his  agonized  heart  arose  tiic  prayer,  "  Blessed 
Magdalene,  intercede  for  her ! " 

So  iiigh  lie  could  rise :  but  not  beyond.  For  the  notion  of 
that  God-man  ivius  receding  fast  to  more  and  more  awful  and 
abysmal  heights,  in  the  ininds  of  a  generation  who  were  for- 
getting His  love  ill  His  power,  and  pr.iclieally  losing  sight  of 
His  Immaiiity  in  their  eager  doctrinal  .issertion  of  His  Divinity. 
And  Fhilaiumon's  heart  rc-ccliocd  the  spirit  of  his  age,  when  he 
felt  thai  for  an  apostate  like  himself  it  were  presumptuous  to 
entreat  for  any  light  or  help  from  t!ie  ibuntain-he;id  itself.  lie 
who  had  denied  his  Lord,  he  who  had  voluntarily  cut  himself 
off  from  the  communion  of  llic  Catholie  Chiireh,  —  how  could 
he  restore  himselfi'  How  could  he  appcaie  tlie  wratli  of  Him 
who  died  on  the  cross,  save  by  ycai's  i>f  billet  snpplic.ition  and 
self- punishment  ?  .  .  .   . 

"  Fool !  Vain  and  anibitioug  fool  that  1  have  been !  For 
this  I  tiirew  away  the  laith  of  my  childhood !  For  tliis  I  lis- 
tened lo  words  at  which  I  shuddered ;  crushed  down  my  own 
doubU  and  disgusts ;  tried  to  persuade  myself  lliat  I  could  recon- 
cile them  with  Christianity,  —  that  I  eould  make  a  lie  fit  into 
tlie  truth  !    For  this  I  pulled  myself  uji  in  Hie  vain  Iiope  of  be- 
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Back  to  the  eld  faith !    Home  again,  tboa  wanderer  I    And  jek 
how  home?    Are  not  the  gates  shat  against  me?    Perhaps 

against  her  too What  if  she,  like  me,  were  a  baptized . 

Christian  ?  " 

Terrible  and  all  but  hopeless  that  thought  flashed  across  him, 
as  in  the  first  revulsion  of  his  conscience  he  plunged  atterlj 
and  implicitly  back  again  into  the  £uth  of  his  childhood,  and 
all  the  dark  and  cruel  theories  popular  in  his  day  rose  up  before 
him  in  all  their  terrors.  In  the  innocent  simplicitj  of  the  Lau^^ 
he  had  never  felt  their  force ;  but  he  felt  them  now.  If  Fehh 
gia  were  a  baptized  woman,  what  was  before  her  but  unceasing 
penance  ?  Before  her,  as  before  him,  a  life  of  cold  and  hunger, 
groans  and  tears,  loneliness  and  hideous,  soul-sickening  uncer- 
taintj.  Life  was  a  dungeon  for  them  both  henceforth.  Be  it 
80 !  There  was  nothing  else  to  believe  in.  No  other  rock  of 
hope  in  earth  or  heaven.  That  at  least  promised  a  possibiiitj 
of  forgiveness,  of  amendment,  of  virtue,  of  reward,  —  aj,  of 
everlasting  bliss  and  glorj:  and  even  if  she  missed  of  that, 
better  for  her  the  cell  in  the  desert  than  a  life  of  self-contented 
impurity !  If  that  latter  were  her  destiny,  as  Hypatia  said,  she 
should  at  least  die  fighting  against  it,  defying  it,  cursing  it! 
Better  virtue  with  hell,  than  sin  with  heaven  I  And  Hypatia 
had  not  even  promised  her  a  heaven.  The  resurrection  of  the 
fiesh  was  too  carnal  a  notion  for  her  refined  and  lofty  creed. 
And  so,  his  four  montlis'  dream  swept  away  in  a  moment,  he 
hurried  back  to  his  chamber,  with  one  fixed  thought  before  him, 
—  the  desert ;  a  cell  for  Pelagia ;  another  for  himself.  There 
they  would  repent,  and  pray,  and  mourn  out  life  side  by  side, 
if  perliaps  God  would  have  mercy  upon  their  souls.  Yet  — 
perhaps  she  might  not  have  been  baptized  after  alL  And  then 
she  was  safe.  Like  other  converts  from  Paganism,  she  might 
become  a  catechumen,  and  go  on  to  baptism,  where  the  mystic 
water  would  wash  away  in  a  moment  all  the  past,  and  she 
would  begin  life  afresh,  in  the  spotless  robes  of  innocence.  Yet 
he  had  been  baptized,  he  knew  from  Arsenius,  before  he  left 
Athens ;  and  she  was  older  than  he.    It  was  all  but  imi 


"  You  ?    And  can  you  help  me  ?    Will  you  teach  nie  ?  " 

"  Yes,  but  not  here We  must  escape.  —  Nay,   hear 

me,  one  moment !  dearest  sister,  hear  me !  Are  you  so  happy 
here  that  you  can  conceive  of  no  better  place !  And  —  and, 
O  God !  that  it  may  not  be  true  after  all !  —  but  is  there  not  a 
hell  hereafter?" 

Pelagia  covered  her  face  with  her  hands :  —  "  The  old  monk 
warned  me  of  it ! " 

"  O,  take  his  wamuig !"....  And  Philammon  was  burst- 
ing forth  with  some  such  words  about  the  lake  of  fire  and  brim- 
stone as  he  had  been  accustomed  to  hear  from  Pambo  and 
Arsenius,  when  Pelagia  interrupted  him,  — 

"  O  Miriam !  Is  it  true  ?  Is  it  possible  ?  What  will  become 
of  me  ?  "  almost  shrieked  the  poor  child. 

"  What  if  it  were  true  ?  —  Let  him  tell  you  how  he  will  save 
you  from  it,"  answered  Miriam,  quietly. 


"  Will  not  the  Gospel  save  her  from  it,  unbelieving  Jew  ?  Do 
not  coinriidict  me !    I  can  save  her," 

"If  bIrmIocs  wh;it?" 

'■  Ciiii  ^-ln'  mil  rqieiil?  Can  she  not  mortify  these  base 
iitl'wliiHis?  C;iii  t^he  not  be  forgiven?  0  my  Pela^ia!  forgive 
me  for  having  dt'eanied  one  moment  that  I  could  make  you  a 
Iihi[o>oi)Iier,  when  you  niiiy  be  a  saint  of  God,  a " 

lie  stoji|)ed  sLorl  suddenly,  as  the  thought  about  baptism 
lla<ihed  across  him,  and  in  a  lalleriug  voice  asked,  "  Are  you 
biiplized?" 

"  Baplizcd  ?  "  asked  slie,  hardly  understanding  the  term. 

"  Y(!?,  —  by  the  bishop,  —  in  the  churcli." 

"  Ah,"  she  said,  "  I  remeniber  now When  1  was  four 

or  five  years  olO A  lank,  and  women  undressing 

And  I  was  bathed  too,  and  an  old  man  dipped  my  head  under 

the    water   three   times I  have   forgotten    wliat   it  all 

meant,  —  it  was  so  long  ago.  I  wore  a  while  dress,  I  know, 
afterwards." 

Philamnioii  reeoilod  with  a  gi-oan. 
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white  robes,  which  thj  tears  of  penance  only  can  iva=li  clean 
once  more  ?  " 

"  But  I  did  not  know  !  1  did  not  a=k  lo  be  baptized  I  Cruel, 
cruel  parents,  lo  bring  me  to  it !  And  God !  O,  why  did  lie 
forgive  me  s^o  soon  ?  And  to  go  into  tlie  deserts  !  I  dare  not ! 
I  cannot !  Sec  me,  how  delicate  and  tender  I  am  !  I  should 
die  of  hunger  and  eoid  1  I  should  go  mad  with  fear  nnd  lone- 
linefs!  O  brother,  brother!  is  this  the  Gospel  of  the  Christians? 
I  eame  to  you  to  be  taught  Iioit  to  be  wise,  and  good,  and  re- 
spected, and  you  tell  me  thai  all  I  can  do  is  to  live  this  horrible 
life  of  torture  here,  on  the  chance  of  escft[>ing  torture  for  ever ! 
And  how  do  I  know  that  I  shtill  escape  it  ?  How  do  T  know 
that  I  shall  make  myself  miserable  enovigh  ?  How  do  I  know 
that  He  will  forgive  nie  after  all?  Is  this  true,  Miriam?  Tell 
mc,  or  I  shall  po  mad!" 

"  Yes,"  said  Miriam,  whh  a  quiet  sneer.  "This  is  the  Gos- 
pel and  good  news  of  salvation,  according  lo  the  doctrine  of  tlie 
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'<  Then  see  to  it !  For  her,  poor  darling  I  —  why,  even  we 
Jews,  who  know  that  all  you  Gentiles  are  doomed  to  Grehennt 
alike,  have  some  sort  of  hope  for  such  a  poor,  nntaoght  creature 
as  that" 

"  And  why  is  she  untaught  ?  Wretch  that  joa  are !  Yoa 
have  had  the  training  of  her  I  Yoa  brought  her  up  to  un  and 
shame !  You  drove  &om  her  recollection  the  faith  in  which  she 
was  baptized  I " 

'*  So  much  the  better  for  her,  if  the  recollection  of  it  is  to 
make  her  no  happier  than  it  does  already.  Better  to  wake  un- 
expectedly in  Gehenna  when  you  die,  than  to  endure  over  and 
above  the  dread  of  it  here.  And  as  for  leaving  her  untaught, 
on  your  own  showing  she  has  been  taught  too  much  already. 
Wiser  it  would  be  in  you  to  curse  your  parents  for  having  had 
her  baptized,  than  me  for  giving  her  ten  years'  pleasure  before 
she  goes  to  the  pit  of  Tophet  Come,  now,  don't  be  angry  with 
me.  The  old  Jewess  is  your  friend,  revile  her  as  you  wilL  She 
shall  marry  this  Goth." 

"  An  Arian  heretic  ?  " 

^  She  shall  convert  him  and  make  a  Catholic  of  him,  if  yoa 
like.  At  all  events,  if  you  wish  to  win  her,  you  must  win  her 
my  way.  You  have  had  your  chance,  and  spoiled  it.  LiCt  me 
have  mine.  Felagia,  darling !  Up,  and  be  a  woman  I  We 
will  find  a  philter  down  stairs  to  give  that  ungrateful  man,  that 
shall  make  him  more  mad  about  you,  before  a  day  is  over,  than 
ever  you  were  about  him." 

^No!"  said  Felagia,  looking  up.  ^'No  love-potions!  No 
poisons  I " 

'<  Poisons,  little  fool  I  Do  you  doubt  the  old  woman's  skill? 
Do  you  think  I  shall  make  him  lose  his  wits,  as  Callisphyra  did 
to  her  lover  last  year,  because  she  would  trust  to  old  Megsra*! 
drugs,  instead  of  coming  to  me  ?  " 

"  No  !  No  drugs ;  no  magic  I  He  must  love  me  really,  or 
not  at  all !  He  must  love  me  for  myself,  because  I  am  worth 
loving,  because  he  honors,  worships  me,  —  or  let  me  die  I  I 
whose  boast  was,  even  when  I  was  basest,  that  I  never  needed 
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*'  One  as  mad  as  the  other  !  "  cried  ]Mh*iani,  in  utter  perplex- 
ity.    ''  Hist  I  what  is  that  tramp  upon  the  stairs  ?  " 

At  this   moment   heavy  footsteps  were   heard  ascending  the 

stairs All  three  stopped  aghast :  Philammon,  because  he 

thought  tlie  visitors  were  monks  in  search  of  him ;  Miriam,  be- 
cause she  thought  they  were  Orestes*  guards  in  search  of  her ; 
and  Pelagia,  from  vague  dread  of  anything  and  everything 

"  Have  you  an  inner  room  ?  "  a^ked  the  Jewess. 

"  None." 

The  old  woman  set  her  lips  firmly,  and  drew  her  dagger. 
Pelagia  wrapped  her  face  in  her  cloak,  and  stood  trembling, 
bowed  down,  as  if  expecting  another  blow\  The  door  opened, 
and  in  walked,  neither  monks  nor  guards,  but  Wulf  and  Smid. 

"  Heyday,  young  monk  ! "  cried  the  latter  worthy,  with  a  loud 
laugh.  "  Veils  here,  too,  eh  ?  At  your  old  trade,  my  worthy 
portress  of  hell-gate  ?  Well,  w^alk  out  now ;  we  have  a  little 
business  with  this  young  gentleman." 

And,  slipping  past  the  unsuspecting  Goths,  Pelagia  and  INIi- 
riam  hurried  down  stairs. 

"  The  young  one,  at  least,  seems  a  little  ashamed  of  her  errand. 
....  Now,  Wulf,  speak  low  ;  and  I  will  see  that  no  one  is  listen- 
ing at  the  door." 

Philammon  faced  his  unexpected  visitors  with  a  look  of  angry 
inquiry.  What  right  had  they,  or  any  man,  to  intrude  at  such 
a  moment  on  his  misery  and  disgrace  ?  .  .  .  .  But  he  was  dis- 
armed the  next  instant  by  old  Wulf,  who  advanced  to  him,  and, 
looking  him  fully  in  the  face  with  an  expression  which  there  was 
no  mistaking,  held  out  his  broad  brown  hand. 

Philammon  grasped  it,  and  then,  covering  his  face  with  his 
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A  cyri'.-  of  ajiooishmeni  and  rejrct  buri:  fnjm  Smid 

"  Had  I  but  known  her '.  B_v  iL'i  soal  of  my  tiiihers,  she 
ehouM  havfc  found  ihai  i:  was  taiier  lo  come  here  ihan  to  go 

■■  IIu-L.  Sraid  I  Beiier  as  h  is.  Boy,  if  I  pul  her  into  your 
power,  daf:  vou  carrv  htr  off: '' 


"  Hernionpy?  —  That  money  ?  God  forgive  her!  "  nnsworcd 
riiilammoii.  ■■  Do  vuu  tiiiipy  me  bast-  eiiouf,'h  lo  luiicli  il  'i  Hut 
I  am  resolved.     Tel'l  me  wliut  to  Uo,  and  I  will  do  it." 

■■  You  know  llie  l:ine  whidi  runs  down  to  llie  canal,  under  the 
left  wall  of  llie  house  .^  " 

"  Yes." 

"  And  a  door  in   the  corner  tower,  close  to  tlie   landing- 

"  I  do." 

"  Be  there,  with  a  dozen  stout  monks,  to-morrow,  an  hour 
after  sundown,  and  take  wLal  we  give  jou.  After  that,  the 
coneern  \i  yours,  not  ours." 

"  Monks  ?  "  said  PhiJammon,  '■  I  am  at  open  feud  with  the 
whole  order." 

"  Alake  friends  with  them,  llien,"  shortly  suggested  Smid. 

Philammou  writhed  inwardly.  "  It  makes  no  difference  to 
you,  I  presume,  whom  I  bring?" 

"  No  more  than  it  does  whether  or  not  you  piteh  her  into  the 
canal,  and  put  a  hurdle  over  her  when  you  have  got  her,"  an- 
swered Smid  ;  '"wliich  is  what  a  Goth  would  do,  if  he  were  in 
your  plaee." 

"  Do  not  vex  the  poor  lad,  friend.  If  he  thinks  he  can  mend 
her,  instead  of  punishing  her,  in  Freya's  name,  let  him  try. 
Y'ou  will  he  lliere,  then  ?  And  mind,  I  like  you.  I  liked  you 
when  you  faced  that  great  river-hog.  I  like  you  better  now 
than  ever;  for  you  have  spoken  to-day  like  a  Sagaman,  and 
dared  lite  a  hero.  Therefore  mind  ;  if  you  do  not  bring  a  good 
guard  to-morrow  night,  your  life  will  not  be  safe.  The  whole 
city  is  out  in  the  streets ;  and  Odin  alone  knows  what  will  be 
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rupted  Smid;  while  Philammon  gulped  down  the  Bald  proud 
stomach,  and  answered,  "  Be  it  so ! " 

<^  I  have  won  my  bet,  Smid,"  said  the  old  man,  chuckling  as 
the  two  tramped  out  into  the  street,  to  the  surprise  and  fear  of 
all  the  neighbors,  while  the  children  clapped  their  hands,  and 
the  street-dogs  felt  it  their  duty  to  bark  lustilj  at  the  strange  fig- 
ures of  their  unwonted  visitors. 

"  No  play,  no  pay,  Wulf.     We  shall  see  to-morrow." 

<<  I  knew  that  he  would  stand  the  trial  1  I  knew  he  was  ligfat 
at  heart ! " 

"  At  all  events,  there  is  no  fear  of  his  ill-using  the  poor  thing, 
if  he  loves  her  well  enough  to  go  down  (m  his  knees  to  his  sworn 
foes  for  her," 

"  I  don't  know  that,"  answered  Wulf,  with  a  shake  of  the 
head.  ^  These  monks,  I  hear,  fancy  that  their  Grod  likes  them 
the  better  the  more  miserable  they  are :  so  perhaps  they  maj 
fancy  that  he  will  like  them  all  the  more,  the  more  misenbk 
they  make  other  people.     However,  it 's  no  concern  of  ours." 

*<  We  have  quite  enough  of  our  own  to  see  to  just  now.  But 
mind,  no  play,  no  pay." 

<'  Of  course  not.  How  the  streets  are  filling  !  We  shall  not 
be  able  to  see  the  guards  to-night,  if  this  mob  thickens  much 
more." 

^We  shall  have  enough  to  do  to  hold  our  own,  perha^iB. 
Do  you  hear  what  they  are  crying  there  ?  *  Down  with 
all  heathens !  Down  with  barbarians ! '  That  means  us,  yoa 
know." 

"  Do  you  fancy  no  one  understands  Greek  but   yourself? 

Let  them  come It  may  ^ve  us  an  excuse And  we 

can  hold  the  house  a  week." 

"  But  how  can  we  get  speech  of  the  guards  ?  ** 

<<  We  will  slip  round  by  water.  And  after  all,  deeds  will 
win  them  better  than  talk.  They  will  be  forced  to  fight  on  the 
same  side  as  we,  and  most  probably  be  glad  of  our  help ;  for  if 
the  mob  attacks  any  one,  it  will  begin  ivith  the  prefect." 

^  And  then  —     Curse  their  shouting !    Let  the  soldiers  onoe 
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find  our  Amal  at  their  head,  and  they  will  be  readj  to  go  with 
him  a  mile,  where  thej  meant  to  go  a  yard.' 

^  The  Goths  will,  and  the  Markmen,  and  those  Dacians,  and 
Thracians,  or  whatever  the  Bomans  call  them.  But  I  hardly 
trust  the  Huns." 

^<  The  curse  of  heaven  on  their  pudding  fitees  and  pigs'  eyes  I 
There  will  be  no  love  lost  between  us.  But  there  are  not 
twenty  of  them  scattered  in  different  troops ;  one  of  us  can 
thrash  three  of  them ;  and  they  will  be  sure  to  side  with  the 
winning  party.  Beside,  plunder,  plunder,  comrade  I  When  did 
you  know  a  Hun  turn  back  from  that,  even  if  he  were  only 
on  the  scent  of  a  lump  of  tallow  ?  ** 

"  As  for  the  Gauls  and  Latins,"  ....  went  on  Wulf,  medita- 
tively, "  they  belong  to  any  man  who  can  pay  them." 

"  Which  we  can  do,  like  all  wise  generals,  one  penny  out  of 
our  own  pocket,  and  nine  out  of  the  enemy's.  And  the  Amal  is 
stanch  ?  " 

'<  Stanch  as  his  own  hounds,  now  there  is  something  to  be 
done  on  the  spot  His  heart  was  in  the  right  place  after  alL  I 
knew  it  all  along.  But  he  could  never  in  his  life  see  four-and- 
twcnty  hours  before  him.  Even  now,  if  that  Pelagia  gets  him 
under  her  spell  again,  he  may  throw  down  his  sword,  and  fall 
as  fast  asleep  as  ever." 

"  Never  fear :  we  have  settled  her  destiny  for  her,  as  far  as 
that  is  concerned.  Look  at  the  mob  before  the  door !  We 
must  get  in  by  the  postern-gate." 

"  Get  in  by  the  sewer  like  a  rat!  I  go  my  own  way.  Draw, 
old  hammer  and  tongs !  or  run  away  I  " 

^'  Not  this  time."  And  sword  in  hand,  the  two  marched  into 
the  heart  of  the  crowd,  who  gave  way  before  them  like  a  flock 
of  sheep. 

"  They  know  their  intended  shepherds  already,"  said  Smid. 
But  at  that  moment  the  crowd,  seeing  them  about  to  enter  the 
house,  raised  a  yell  of  *^  Goths !  Heathens  !  Barbarians  1 " 
and  a  rush  from  behind  took  place. 

"  If  you  will  have  it,  then  ! "  said  Wulf.    And  the  two  long^ 
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bright  blades  flashed  round  and  romid  their  heads,  redder 
and  redder  every  time  thej  swung  aloft. ....  The  old  men 
never  even  checked  their  steady  walk,  and,  knocking  at  the 
gate,  went  in,  leaving  more  than  one  lifeless  corpse  at  the 
entrance. 

<<  We  have  put  the  coal  in  the  thatch,  now,  with  a  vengeance," 
said  Smid,  as  they  wiped  their  swords  inside. 

"  We  have.  Get  me  out  a  boat  and  half  a  dozea  men,  and  I 
and  Goderic  will  go  round  by  the  canal  to  the  palace,  and  settle 
a  thing  or  two  with  the  guards." 

^  Why  should  not  the  Amal  go,  and  offer  our  help  himself  to 
the  prefect  ?  '* 

"  What?  Would  you  have  him  after  that  turn  against  the 
hound?  For  truth  and  honor's  sake,  he  must  keep  quiet  in 
the  matter.*' 

"He  will  have  no  objection  to  keep  quiet,  —  trust  him  for 
that!  But  don't  forget  Sagaman  Money-bag,  the  best  of  aO 
orators,"  called  Smid  laughingly  afler  him,  as  he  went  off  to 
man  the  boat. 


''  Let  liiin  go,  and  desert  us  like  tli(i  rest,  in  onr  calam- 
ity !  " 

'*  At  least,  we  liave  llie  jewels." 

*' The  jewels  ?  Let  them  be  returned  to  their  owner.  Shall 
wo  defile  ourselves  by  taking  them  as  wages  for  anything,  — 
alx)ve  all,  for  that  which  is  unperformed?" 

"  But,  my  child,  they  were  given  to  us  freely.  He  bade  me 
keep  them  ;  and — and,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I  must  keep  them. 
After  this  unfortunate  failure,  be  sure  of  it,  every  creditor  we 
have  will  be  clamoring  for  payment." 

"  Let  them  take  our  house  and  furniture,  and  sell  us  as  slaves, 
then.     Let  them  take  all,  provided  we  keep  our  virtue." 

"  Sell  us  as  slaves  ?     Are  you  mad  ?  " 

"  Not  quite  mad,  yet,  father,"  answered  she,  with  a  sad  smile. 
"But  how  should  we  be  worse  than  we  are  now,  were  we  slaves? 
Raphael  Abon-Ezra  told  me  that  he  obeyed  my  precepts,  when 
he  went  forth  as  a  houseless  beuiirar  ;  and  shall  I  not  have  cour- 
age  to  obey  them  myself  if  the  need  come  ?  The  thought  of  his 
endurance  has  shamed  my  luxury  for  this  many  a  month.  After 
all,  what  does  the  philosopher  require  but  bread  and  water,  and 
the  clear  brook  in  which  to  wash  away  the  stains  of  his  earthly 

8,T  * 
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prison-house  ?  Let  what  is  fated  come.    Hypatia  straggles  with 
the  stream  no  more ! " 

"  My  daughter !  And  have  you  given  up  all  hope  ?  So  soon 
disheartened  !  What !  is  this  paltry  accident  to  sweep  away 
the  purposes  of  years  ?  Orestes  remains  still  faithful.  His 
guards  have  orders  to  garrison  the'house  for  as  long  as  we  shall 
require  them." 

*<  Send  them  away,  then.  I  have  done  no  wrong,  and  I  fear 
no  punishment." 

"  You  do  not  know  the  madness  of  the  mob  ;  thej  are  shoot- 
ing your  name  in  the  streets  already,  in  company  with  Pelagia's." 

Ilypatia  shuddered.  Her  name  in  company  with  Pelm^'s ! 
And  to  this  she  had  brought  herself  1 

^  I  have  deserved  it !  I  have  sold  myself  to  a  lie  and  a  dis- 
grace !  I  have  stooped  to  truckle,  to  intrigue  !  I  have  bound 
myself  to  a  sordid  trickster  I  Father !  never  mention  his  name 
to  me  again  !  I  have  leagued  myself  with  the  impure  and  the 
bloodthirsty,  and  I  have  my  reward!  No  more  polities  for  Hy- 
patia  from  henceforth,  my  fatlier;  no  more  orations  and  lec- 
tures ;  no  more  pearls  of  divine  wisdom  cast  before  swine.  I 
have  sinned  in  divulging  the  secrets  of  the  Inunortals  to  the 
mob.  Let  them  follow  their  natures  1  Fool  that  I  was,  to  fan- 
cy that  my  speech,  my  plots,  could  raise  them  above  that  whidi 
the  gods  had  made  them !  " 

"  Then  you  give  up  our  lectures  ?  Worse  and  worse  I  We 
shall  be  ruined  utterly  I " 

"We  are  ruined  utterly,  already.  Orestes?  There  is  no 
help  in  him.  I  know  the  man  too  well,  my  father,  not  to  know 
that  he  would  give  us  up  to-morrow  to  the  fury  of  the  Chris- 
tians, were  his  own  base  life  —  even  his  ovm  baser  office in 

danger." 

"  Too  true,  —  too  true !  I  fear,"  said  the  poor  old  man, 
wringing  his  hands  in  perplexity.  *^  What  will  become  of  as, 
—  of  you,  rather?  What  matter  what  happens  to  the  use- 
less old  star-gazer?  Let  him  die!  To-day  or  next  year  is 
alike  to  him.     But  you, — you  I     Let  us  escape  by  the  *h>ii^i 
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We  nioy  gather  up  enough,  even  iviiliout  lliese  jewels,  which 
you  refuse,  lo  pay  our  voyage  to  Alheiis,  niiil  llicre  wo  slmll 
be  sui'a  with  I'lulareli ;  he  will  welcome  yoii,  —  all  Athens 
will  (veleuiiie  you,  —  we  will  eolleet  ii  fresh  seliool,  —  aii.l  you 
eIiuU  be  tjueeii  of  Athens,  as  you  have  been  Queen  of  Alexan- 

"  No,  father.  What  I  know,  henceforth  I  will  know  for  my- 
eelf  only.  Ilypatiii  will  be  from  lbi$  day  alone  with  the  Immor- 
tal Gods ! " 

'■  You  will  not  leave  me  ?  "  cried  the  old  man,  terrified. 

"  Kever  on  earth !  "  answered  she,  bursting  into  real  human 
tears,  and  throwing  herself  on  his  bosom.  "  Ne%er,  —  never  ! 
father  of  my  spirit  ns  well  na  of  my  flesh !  —  the  parent  who 
haa  trained  me,  taught  me,  educated  my  soul  from  the  eradle  to 
use  her  wings  !  —  the  only  human  being  who  never  misunder- 
stood me,  —  never  thwarted  me,  —  never  deceived  me  !  " 

"My  priceless  child!  And  I  have  been  the  cause  of  your 
ruin ! " 

"  Not  you !  —  a  thousand  times  not  you  !  I  only  am  to 
blame  !  I  Ltmpercd  with  worldly  politico  I  tempted  you  on 
to  fancy  that  1  could  elfeet  what  I  so  rashly  undcrloak.  Do  not 
accuse  yourself,  urdess  you  wish  to  break  iny  heart !  We  can 
be  liappy  logetlier  yet.  A  pahn-leaf  but  in  the  desert,  dales 
from  the  grove,  and  water  from  lliu  spring,  —  the  monk  dares  be 
miserable  alone  in  sueli  a  dwelling,  and  cannot  wc  dare  to  be 
happy  together  in  it  ?" 

"  Then  you  will  escape  ?  " 
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pher.  Let  them  see  her  go  forth  as  nsaal  on  lier  errand,  stnog 
in  the  courage  of  innocence,  secure  in  the  protection  of  the  gods. 
So,  perhaps,  some  sacred  awe,  some  suspicion  of  her  divineness, 
may  fall  on  them  at  last.'' 

"  I  must  go  with  you." 

'^  No,  I  go  alone.  You  might  incur  danger,  where  I  am  safe. 
Aflcr  all,  I  am  a  woman  ....  and,  fierce  as  they  are,  they  will 
not  dare  to  harm  me.'* 

The  old  man  shook  his  head. 

<^  Look,  now,"  she  said, '  smilingly  laying  her  hands  <m  his 
shoulders,  and  looking  into  his  face.  • .  .  .  ^  Tou  tell  me  that  I 
am  beautiful,  you  know ;  and  beauty  will  tame  the  lion.  Do 
you  not  think  that  this  face  might  disarm  even  a  monk  ?  " 

And  she  laughed  and  blushed  so  sweetly,  that  the  old  man 
forgot  his  fears,  as  she  intended  that  he  should,  and  kissed  her, 
and  went  his  way  for  the  time  being,  to  command  all  manner  of 
hospitalities  to  the  soldiers,  whom  he  prudently  determined  to 
keep  in  his  house  as  long  as  he  could  make  them  stay  there ;  in 
pursuance  of  which  wise  purpose,  he  contrived  not  to  see  a  great 
deal  of  pleasant  flirtation  between  his  valiant  defenders  and  Hj- 
patia's  maids,  who,  by  no  means  so  prudish  as  their  mistress, 
welcomed  as  a  rare  boon  from  heaven  an  afternoon's  chat  with 
twenty  tall  men  of  war. 

So  they  jested  and  laughed  below,  while  old  Theon,  having 
brought  out  the  very  best  old  wine,  and  actually  proposed  in 
person,  by  way  of  mending  matters,  the  health  of  the  £mperor 
of  Africa,  locked  himself  into  the  library,  and  comforted  his 
troubled  soul  with  a  tough  problem  of  astronomy,  which  had 
been  haunting  him  the  whole  day,  even  in  the  theatre  itself. 
But  Ilypatia  sat  still  in  her  chamber,  her  face  buried  in  her 
hands,  her  heart  full  of  many  thoughts,  her  eyes  of  tears.  She 
had  smiled  away  her  father's  fears :  she  could  not  smile  away 
her  own. 

She  felt,  she  hardly  knew  why,  but  she  felt  as  clearly  as  if  a 
god  had  proclaimed  it  to  her  bodily  ears,  that  the  crisis  of  her 
life  was  come ;  that  her  political  and  active  career  was  over,  and 


tliat  she  niiis  now  be  content  to  lie  for  herself  ami  in  herself 
nloTio.  all  iha;  she  was.  or  might  l.crome.  Thu  world  might  be 
regenc  rated :  but  not  id  her  day; — llic  gods  restored :  but  not  by 
her.  It  was  a  fearful  discovery,  —  and  yet  hardly  a  discovery. 
Her  heart  had  told  her  for  years  that  she  was  hoping  agaiiist 
hope,  —  that  she  was  strit^ling  against  a.  stream  too  mighty  for 
her.  And  now  the  moment  had  come  when  she  must  either  ho 
swept  helpless  down  the  current,  or,  by  one  desperate  effort,  win 

firm  land,  and  let  the  tide  roll  on  its  oivn  way  henceforth 

Its  own  Wiiy  ?  .  .  . .  Not  the  way  of  the  gods,  at  least ;  fur  it  was 
sweeping  their  names  from  off  the  earth.  What  if  lliey  did  not 
care  to  be  known  ?  What  if  Ihey  wi.tc  weary  of  worship  and 
reverence  from  morlal  men,  and,  self-sufficing  in  their  own  per- 
fect bUss,  reeked  nothing  for  the  weal  or  woe  of  earili  ?  Must 
it  not  be  so  ?  Had  she  not  proof  of  it  in  everyliiing  which 
she  beheld  ?  What  did  Im  care  for  her  Alexainlria  ?  What 
did   Aliicne  care  for   her   Alliens^  Ard  vet    Ilomtr  ind 

Ilesiod,  and  those  old  Orphic   mpers  wereof  inf  ihtmiind 
Whence  got  they  tint  siringe  finij  of  goda  couiwiUmg  war- 
ring, intermarrying  nith  mankind,  ^^  with    omc  kindred  tnhi.  ' 
"  Zeus,  fallier  of  goda  anl  mtn  Iho  e  «erc  «ud->  ol 

bo[ie  and  comfort.  .  But  were  thej  line  '     1  ithei  of  men  ■' 

Impossible  !  — not  fuher  oi  I'ehgi  i  t>unlv  ^^  t  fiihi  r  oi  the 
base,  the  foul,  the  ignorant  iather  of  heroic  «oul-,  onh, 

Ihe  [jocts  must  lia\e  meant  Uut  where  were  the  heroic 

sonlsnow?  Was  she  one'  If-o  «hi  w  u-  -he  doertcdh-*  Ihe 
upper  powers  in  lier  utti  r  ne  J  '     T\  >s  the  heron  race  indi  td 
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kindred  flame  ti  theirs  ?  . . . .  What  if  there  were  no  gods  ? 
What  if  the  stream  of  fate,  which  was  sweeping  away  their 
names,  were  the  only  real  power  ?  What  if  that  old  Pjrrrhonic 
notion  were  the  true  solution  of  the  problem  of  the  Universe  ? 
What  if  there  were  no  centre,  no  order,  no  rest,  no  goal,  —  bat 
only  a  perpetual  flux,  a  down-rushing  change  I  And  before  her 
dizzying  brain  and  heart  arose  that  awfal  vision  of  Lucretius,  of 
the  homeless  Universe,  falling,  falling,  falling,  for  ever,  from  no- 
whence  toward  nowhither  through  the  unending  ages,  by  cause- 
less and  unceasing  gravitation,  while  the  changes  and  efforts  of 
all  mortal  things  were  but  the  jostling  of  the  dust4itoni8  amid 
the  everlasting  storm 

It  could  not  be  I  There  was  a  truth,  a  virtue,  a  beanty,  a  no- 
bleness, which  could  never  change,  but  which  were  absolute,  the 
same  for  ever.  The  god-given  instinct  of  her  woman's  hesrt 
rebelled  against  her  intellect,  and,  in  the  name  of  God,  denied  its 

lie Yes,  —  there  was  virtue,  beauty.  •  •  .  .  And,  yet  — 

might  not  they,  too,  be  accidents  of  that  enchantment  which  man 
calls  mortal  life  ;  temporary  and  mutable  accidents  of  conscioQ»- 
ness ;  brilliant  sparks,  struck  out  by  the  clashing  of  the  dust- 
atoms  ?     Who  could  tell  ? 

There  were  those  once  who  could  tell.     Did  not  Flotioos 
speak  of  a  direct  mystic  intuition  of  the  Deity,  an  enthuuasm 
without  passion,  a  still  intoxication  of  the  soul,  in  which  she  rose 
above  life,  thought,  reason,  herself,  to  that  which  she  contem- 
plated, the  absolute  and  flrst  one,  and  united  herself  with  that 
One,  or,  rather,  became  aware  of  that  union  which  had  existed 
from  the  flrst  moment  in  which  she  emanated  from  the  One  ? 
Six  times  in  a  life  of  sixty  years  had  Plotinus  risen  to  that 
height  of  mystic  union,  and  known  himself  to  be  a  part  of  God. 
Once  had  Porphyry  attained  the  same  glory.     Hypatia,  though 
often  atteni])tinn:,  had  never  yet  succeeded  in  attaining  to  any 
distinct  vision  of  a  being  external  to  herself,  though  practice^  a 
Arm  will,  and  a  powerful  imagination  had  long  since  made  her 
an  adept  in   producing,  almost  at  will,  that  mysterious  trance 
which  was  the  preliminary  step  to  supernatural  vision.     But  her 
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breast,  and,  with  upturned,  ecstatic  eyes,  waited  for  that  wkkb 
might  befall. 

There  she  lay,  hour  after  hour,  as  her  eje  gradaallj  kindled, 
her  bosom  heaved,  her  breath  came  fast :  but  there  was  no  more 
sign  of  life  in  those  straight,  still  limbs,  and  listless  feet  and 
hands,  than  in  Pygmalion's  ivory  bride,  before  she  bloomed  ioto 
human  flesh  and  blood.     The  sun  sank  towards  his  rest;  the 
roar  of  the  city  grew  louder  and  louder  without ;  the  soldiers  rev- 
elled and  laughed  below ;  but  every  sound  passed  through  un- 
conscious ears,  and  went  its  way  unheeded.    Faith,  hope,  resaon 
itself,  were  staked  upon  the  result  of  that  daring  effort  to  sak 
the  highest  heaven.    And,  by  one  continuous  effi>rt  of  her  pne- 
tised  will,  which  reached  its  highest  virtue,  as  mystics  hdld,  in 
its  own  suicide,  she  chained  down  her  senses  firom  every  sigbt 
and  sound,  and  even  her  mind  from  every  thought,  and  hj 
utterly  self-resigned,  self-emptied,  till  consciousness  of  time  and 
place  had  vanished,  and  she  seemed  to  herself  alone  in  the 
abyss. 

She  dared  not  reflect,  she  dared  not  hope,  she  dared  not  re- 
joice, lest  she  should  break  the  speU.  •  •  •  •  Again  and  sgun 
had  she  broken  it  at  this  very  point,  by  some  sudden  and  tamnh- 
uous  3rielding  to  her  own  joy  or  awe ;  but  now  her  will  held 

Arm She  did  not  feel  her  own  limbs,  hear  her  own 

breath A  light  bright  mist,  an  endless  network  of  glitltf^ 

ing  Alms,  coming,  going,  uniting,  resolving  themselves,  was  above 
her  and  around  her.  ....  Was  she  in  the  body  or  out  of  the 
body?  .... 

»  •  «  «  • 

The  network  faded  into  an  abyss  of  still,  dear  lighL  •  •  •  • 

A  still,  warm  atmosphere  was  around  her,  thrilling  through  and 

through  her She  breathed  the  light,  and  floated  in  it,  as 

a  moat  in  the  midday  beam And  stiU  her  will  held 

firm. 

«  «  «  «  • 

Far  away,  miles,  and  seons,  and  abysses  away,  through  the 
interminable  depths  of  glory,  a  dark  and  shadowy  spot.    It 
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neared  and  grew A  dark  globe,  ringed  with  rainbows. 

....  What  might  it  be  ?    She  dared  not  hope It  came 

nearer,  nearer,  nearer,  touched  her.  ....  The  centre  quivered, 
flickered,  took  form,  —  a  face A  god's  ?  No,  —  Pela- 
gians! 

Beautiful,  sad,  craving,  reproachful,  indignant,  awful 

Hypatia  could  bear  no  more;  and  sprang  to  her  feet  with  a 
shriek,  to  experience  in  its  full  bitterness  the  fearful  revulsion 
of  the  mystic,  when  the  human  reason  and  will  which  he  has 
spumed  reassert  their  God-given  rights ;  and  after  the  intoxica- 
tion of  the  imagination,  comes  its  prostration  and  collapse. 

And  this,  then,  was  the  answer  of  the  gods !  The  phantom 
of  her  whom  she  had  despised,  exposed,  spumed  from  her  I 
"  No,  not  their  answer,  —  the  answer  of  mj  own  soul !  Fool 
that  I  have  been !  I  have  been  exerting  my  will  most  while  I 
pretended  to  resign  it  most !  I  have  been  the  slave  of  every 
mental  desire,  while  I  tried  to  trample  on  them  1  What  if  that 
network  of  light,  that  blaze,  that  globe  of  darkness,  have  been, 
like  the  face  of  Pelagia,  the  phantoms  of  my  own  imagination, 
—  ay,  even  of  my  own  senses  ?  What  if  I  have  mistaken  for 
Deity  my  own  self?  What  if  I  have  been  my  own  light,  my 
own  abyss  ?  .  .  .  .  Am  I  not  my  own  abyss,  my  own  light,  — 
my  own  darkness  ? "  And  she  smiled  bitterly  as  she  said  it, 
and,  throwing  herself  again  upon  the  couch,  buried  her  head  in 
her  hands,  exhausted  equally  in  body  and  in  mind. 

At  last  she  rose,  and  sat,  careless  of  her  dishevelled  locks, 
gazing  out  into  vacancy.  ^<  O  for  a  sign,  for  a  token !  O  for 
the  golden  days  of  which  the  poets  sang,  when  gods  walked 
among  men,  fought  by  their  side  as  friends  I  And  yet  .... 
are  those  old  stories  credible,  pious,  even  modest?  Does  not 
my  heart  revolt  from  them  ?  Who  has  shared  more  than  I  in 
Plato's  contempt  for  the  foul  deeds,  the  degrading  transforma* 
tions,  which  Homer  imputes  to  the  gods  of  Greece  ?  Must  I 
believe  them  now  ?  Must  I  stoop  to  think  that  gods,  who  live 
in  a  region  above  all  sense,  wiU  deign  to  make  themselves  pal- 
pable to  those  senses  of  ours  which  are  whole  oeons  of  existence 

34 


398  HTPATUL. 

below  them?  —  degrade  themselyes  to  the  base  acddenU  of 
matter  ?  Yes !  That,  rather  than  Dothing !.  ...  Be  it  even 
80.  Better,  better,  better,  to  believe  that  Ares  fled  shrieking 
and  wounded  from  a  mortal  man,  —  better  to  believe  in  Jove's 
adulteries  and  Hermes'  thefts,  —  than  to  believe  that  gods  hare 
never  spoken  face  to  face  with  men !  Let  me  think.  Jest  I  go 
mad,  that  beings  from  that  imseen  world  for  which  I  hunger 
have  appeared,  and  held  communion  with  mankind,  sach  as  no 
rc'a«K)n  or  sense  could  doubt,  —  even  though  those  beings  wen 
inure  capricious  and  baser  than  ourselves!  Is  there,  after  all, 
an  unseen  world  ?     O  for  a  sign,  a  sign !  ** 

Haggard  and  dizzj,  she  wandered  into  her  **  chamber  of  the 
gods  " ;  a  collection  of  antiquities,  which  she  kept  there  rather 
as  matters  of  taste  than  of  worship.  All  around  her  thejr  looked 
out  into  vacancy  with  their  white,  soulless  eyeballs,  their  dead, 
motionless  beauty,  those  cold  dreams  of  the  buried  generatioos. 
O  that  they  could  speak,  and  set  her  heart  at  rest  I  At  the 
lower  end  of  the  room  stood  a  Minerva,  completely  armed  with 
a>gis,  spear,  and  helmet ;  a  gem  of  Athenian  sculpture,  which 
she  had  bought  from  some  merchants  after  the  sack  of  Athens 
by  the  Goths.  There  it  stood,  severely  fair;  but  the  right 
hand,  alas!  was  gone;  and  there  the  maimed  arm  remaioed 
extended,  as  if  in  sad  mockery  of  the  faith  of  which  the  body 
remained,  while  the  power  was  dead  and  vanished. 

She  gazed  long  and  passionately  on  the  image  of  her  favorite 
goddess,  the  ideal  to  which  she  had  longed  for  years  to  assimi- 
late herself;  till  —  was  it  a  dream  ?  was  it  a  frolic  of  the  dying 
sunlight?  or  did  those  lips  really  bend  themselves  into  a  smik? 

Impossible !  No,  not  impossible.  Had  not,  only  a  few  years 
before,  the  image  of  Hecate  smiled  on  a  philosopher?  Were 
there  not  stories  of  moving  images,  and  winking  pictures,  and 
all  the  material  miracles  by  which  a  dying  faith  strives  des- 
perately, not  to  deceive  others,  but  to  persuade  itself  of  its  own 
sanity  ?    It  had  been,  —  it  might  be,  —  it  was ! 

No !  there  the  lips  were,  as  they  had  been  from  the  beginning, 
closed  upon  each  other  in  that  stony,  self-collected  calmi  wludi 


8EEKINO  AFTEB  A  SIGN.  899 

was  only  not  a  sneer.  The  wonder,  if  it  was  one,  had  passed : 
and  now  —  did  her  eyes  play  her  false,  or  were  the  snakes  round 
that  Medusa's  head  u|X)n  the  shield  all  writhing,  grinning,  glar- 
ing at  her  with  stony  eyes,  longing  to  stiffen  her  with  terror 
into  their  own  likeness  ? 

No !  that,  too,  passed.  Would  that  even  it  had  stayed,  for  it 
would  have  been  a  sign  of  life !  She  looked  up  at  the  face  once 
more:  but  in  vain,  —  the  stone  was  stone;  and  ere  she  was 
aware,  she  found  herself  clasping  passionately  the  knees  of  the 
marble. 

"  Athene  !  Pallas !  Adored !  Ever  Virgin  I  Absolute  Rea- 
son, springing  unbegotten  from  the  nameless  One !  Hear  me  I 
Athene  I  Have  mercy  on  me  !  Speak,  if  it  be  to  curse  me  I 
Thou  who  alone  wieldest  the  lightnings  of  thy  father,  wield 
them  to  strike  me  dead,  if  thou  wilt;  only  do  something  I  — 
something  to  prove  thine  own  existence,  —  something  to  make 
me  sure  that  anything  exists  besides  this  gross  miserable  matter, 
and  my  miserable  souL  I  stand  alone  in  the  centre  of  the  uni- 
verse !  I  faU  and  sicken  down  the  abyss  of  ignorance,  and 
doubt,  and  boundless  blank  and  darkness  I  O,  have  mercy! 
I  know  that  thou  art  not  this  I  Thou  art  everjrwhere  and  in  all 
things !  But  I  know  that  this  is  a  form  which  pleases  thee, 
which  symbolizes  thy  nobleness  I  I  know  that  thou  hast  deigned 
to  speak  to  those  who  —  O,  what  do  I  know  ?  Nothing  I  noth- 
ing! nothing!'' 

And  she  clung  there,  bedewing  with  scalding  tears  the  cold 
feet  of  the  image,  while  there  was  neither  sign,  nor  voice,  nor 
any  that  answered. 

On  a  sudden  she  was  startled  by  a  rustling  near ;  and,  look- 
ing round,  saw  close  behind  her  the  old  Jewess. 

*^  Cry  aloud ! "  hissed  the  hag,  in  a  tone  of  bitter  scorn ; 
<<  cry  aloud,  for  she  is  a  goddess.  Either  she  is  talking,  or  pur- 
suing, or  she  is  on  a  journey :  or  perhaps  she  has  grown  old,  as  we 
all  shall  do  some  day,  my  pretty  lady,  and  is  too  cross  and  lazy 
to  stir.  What !  her  naughty  doll  will  not  speak  to  her,  will  it 
not  ?  or  even  open  its  eyes,  because  the  wires  are  grown  rusty  ? 
Well,  we  will  find  a  new  doU  for  her,  if  she  chooses." 
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<' Begone,  hagl  What  do  yoa  mean  by  intmding  here?* 
said  Ilypatia,  springing  up.  Bat  the  dci  woman  went  oo 
coolly,  — 

"  Why  not  try  the  fair  young  gentleman  over  there  ?  "  point- 
ing to  a  copy  of  the  Apollo  which  we  call  Belvedere,^ 
*^  What 's  his  name  ?  Old  maids  are  always  cross  and  jealoos, 
you  know.  But  he  —  he  could  not  be  cmel  to  snch  a  sweet 
£ftce  as  that  Try  the  young  gentleman !  Or  perhaps,  if  joo 
are  bashful,  the  old  Jewess  might  try  him  far  you  ?  " 

These  last  words  were  spoken  with  so  marked  a  signifiesoce, 
that  Hypatia,  in  spite  of  her  disgust,  found  herself  asking  the 
hag  what  she  meant.  She  made  no  answer  for  a  few  seooods, 
but  remained  looking  steadily  into  her  eyes  with  a  glance  of 
fire,  before  which  even  the  proud  Hypatia,  as  she  had  done 
once  before,  quailed  utterly,  so  deep  was  the  understanding,  so 
dogged  the  purpose,  so  fearless  the  power,  which  burned  within 
those  withered  and  sunken  sockets. 

<<  Shall  the  old  witch  call  him  up,  the  fair  young  ApoBo, 
with  the  beauty-bloom  upon  his  chin?  He  shall  come!  He 
shall  come !  I  warrant  him  he  must  come,  dyilly  enough,  wheo 
old  Miriam's  finger  is  once  held  up." 

^  To  you  ?    Apollo,  the  god  of  light,  obey  a  Jewess  ?  ** 

^A  Jewess?  And  you  a  Greek ?**  almost  yelled  the  M 
woman.  *'  And  w}io  are  you  who  ask  ?  And  who  are  your 
gods,  your  heroes,  your  devils,  you  children  of  yesterday,  com- 
pared with  us  ?  You,  who  were  a  set  of  half-naked  sarages 
squabbling  about  the  siege  of  Troy,  when  our  Solomon,  amid 
splendors  such  as  Home  and  Constantinople  never  saw,  wis 
controlling  demons  and  ghosts,  angels  and  archangels,  principal- 
ities and  powers,  by  the  inefiable  name  ?  What  science  have 
you  that  you  have  not  stolen  from  the  Egyptians  and  Chaldees? 
And  what  had  the  Egyptians  which  Moses  did  not  teach  them  ? 
And  what  have  the  Chaldees  which  Daniel  did  not  teach  them? 
What  docs  the  world  know  but  from  us,  the  fathers  and  the 
masters  of  magic,  —  us,  the  lords  of  the  inn^  secrets  of  the 
universe?    Come,  you  Greek  baby,  —  as  the  priests  in  Egypt 
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Helen  gave  the  heroes,  to  fill  tiiem  with  the  spirit  of  joj  and 
love ;  how  it  was  an  allegory  of  the  inward  inspiration  whidi 
flows  from  spiritual  heauty,  and  all  that  ? —  Pretty  enough,  fiiir 
lady ;  but  the  question  still  remains,  what  was  it  ?  and  I  say  it 
was  this.  Take  it  and  try ;  and  then  eonfess  that,  while  yoo  can 
talk  about  Helen,  I  can  act  her,  and  know  a  little  more  about 
Homer  than  you  do,  ailer  all." 

"  I  cannot  believe  you !  Give  me  some  sign  of  joar  power, 
or  how  can  I  trust  you  ?  " 

^  A  sign  ?  —  a  sign  ?  Kneel  down  then  there,  with  yoor 
face  toward  the  north ;  you  are  oyer  tall  for  the  poor  old  crip- 
ple ! " 

<<  I  ?    I  never  knelt  to  a  human  being.** 

'<  Then  consider  that  you  kneel  to  the  handsome  idol  then,  if 
you  will,  —  but  kneel ! "  * 

And,  constrained  by  that  glittering  eye,  Hjpatia  knelt  before 
her. 

<<Have  you  faith?  Have  you  desire?  Will  you  sabout? 
Will  you  obey  ?  Self-will  and  pride  see  nothing,  know  nothii^ 
If  you  do  not  give  up  yourself,  neither  god  nor  devil  wiU  care 
to  approach.     Do  you  submit  ?  " 

"  I  do  !  I  do  I"  cried  poor  Hypatia  in  an  agony  of  coriositj 
and  self-distrust,  while  she  felt  her  eye  quailing  and  her  limU 
loosening  more  and  more  every  moment  imder  that  intolerable 
fascination. 

The  old  woman  drew  from  her  bosom  a  crystal,  and  placed 
the  point  against  Ilypatia's  breast.     A  cold  shiver  ran  through 

her The  witch  waved  her  hand  mysteriously  round  her 

head,  muttering  from  time  to  time,  "Down I  down,  proud  spirit!* 
and  then  placed  the  tips  of  her  skinny  fingers  on  the  victim^s 
forehead.  Gradually  her  eyelids  became  heavy :  again  and  agun 
she  tried  to  raise  them,  and  dropped  them  again  before  those 
fixed,  glaring  eyes ....  and  in  another  moment  she  lost  con- 
sciousness  

When  she  awoke,  she  was  kneeling  in  a  distant  part  of  the 
room,  with  dishevelled  hair  and  garments.    What  was  it  so 
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gar  toys,  tricks  of  legerdemain,  suited  tmlj  for  the  wonder  of 

the  mob She  began  to  think  of  them  with  more  fiivor  now. 

How  did  she  know  that  the  Tulgar  did  not  require  signs  and 
wonders  to  make  them  believe  ?  . .  •  •  How,  indeed  ?  for  did  she 
not  want  such  herself?    And  she  opened  Abamnon'a  famooi 
letter  to  Forphjrj,  and  read  earnestly  over,  for  the  twentieth 
time,  his  subtle  justification  of  magic,  and  felt  it  to  be  unanswer- 
able.   Magic  ?    What  was  not  magical  ?    The  whole  uniTeiser 
from  the  planets  over  her  head  to  the  meanest  pebble  at  her 
feet,  was  utterly  mysterious,  ineffable,  miraculous,  influencing 
and  influenced  bj  affinities  and  repulsions  as  unexpected,  as 
unfathomable,  as  those  which,  as  Abamnon  said,  drew  the  gpda 
towards  those  sounds,  those  objects,  which,  either  in  form,  or 
color,  or  chemical  properties,  were  symbolic  of  or  akin  to  them* 
selves.     What  wonder  in  it,  after  all?    Was   not  love  and 
hatred,  sympathy  and  antipathy,  the  law  of  the  universe  ?    Phi- 
losophers, when  they  gave  mechanical  explanations  of  natural 
phenomena,  came  no  nearer  to  the  real  solution  of  them.    The 
mysterious  "  Why?"  remained  untouched All  their  analy- 
ses could  only  darken  with  big  words  the  plain  fact  that  the  water 
hated  the  oil  with  which  it  refused  to  mix,  the  lime  loved  the 
acid  which  it  eagerly  received  into  itself,  and,  like  a  lover,  grew 
warm  with  the  rapture  of  affection.     Why  not  ?    What  right 
had  we  to  deny  sensation,  emotion,  to  them,  any  more  than  to 
ourselves  ?     Was  not  the  same  universal  spirit  stirring  in  them 
as  in  us  ?     And  was  it  not  by  virtue  of  that  spirit  that  we 
thought,  and  felt,  and  loved  ?  —  Then  why  not  they,  as  well  as 
we  ?     If  the  one  spirit  permeated  all  things,  if  its  all-energizing 
presence  linked  the  flower  with  tlie  crystal  as  well  as  with  the 
demon  and  the  god,  must  it  not  link  together  also  the  two  ex- 
tremes of  the  great  chain  of  being  ?   bind  even  the  nameless 
One  itself  to  the  smallest  creature  which  bore  its  creative  im- 
press ?     What  greater  miracle  in  the  attraction  of  a  god  or  an 
angel,  by  material  incense,  symbols,  and  spells,  than  in  the  at- 
traction of  one  soul  to  another  by  the  material  sounds  of  the  hu- 
man voice  ?    Was  the  affinity  between  spuit  and  matter  implied 


BEEKIKG  AFTEB  A   SION. 


405 


in  that,  more  miracalous  than  the  affinity  between  the  sonl  and 
the  body  ?  —  than  the  retention  of  that  soul  within  that  body  by 
the  breathing  of  material  air,  the  eating  of  material  food?  Or 
even,  if  the  physicists  were  right,  and  the  soul  were  but  a  mate- 
rial product  or  energy  of  the  nerves,  and  the  sole  law  of  the 
universe  the  laws  of  matter,  then  was  not  magic  even  more 
probable,  more  rational  ?  Was  it  not  fair  by  every  analogy  to 
suppose  that  there  might  be  other,  higher  beings  than  ourselves, 
obedient  to  those  laws,  and  therefore  possible  to  be  attracted,  even 
as  human  beings  were,  by  the  baits  of  material  sights  and  sounds? 

If  spirit  pervaded  all  things,  then  was  magic  probable ; 

if  nothing  but  matter  had  existence,  magic  was  morally  certain. 

All  that  remained  in  either  case  was  the  test  of  experience 

And  had  not  that  test  been  applied  in  every  age,  and  asserted 
to  succeed?  What  more  rational,  more  philosophic  action,  than  to 
try  herself  those  methods  and  ceremonies  which  she  was  assured 
on  every  hand  had  never  failed  but  through  the  ignorance  or 

unfitness  of  the  neophyte  ? Abamnon  must  be  right .... 

She  dared  not  think  him  wrong ;  for  if  this  last  hope  failed, 
what  was  there  left  but  to  eat  and  drink,  for  to-morrow  we 
die? 
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And  for  that  Paganism  who  was  to  be  blamed  ?  She  ?  . . . . 
Was  he  the  man  to  affirm  that  ?  Had  he  not  seen  scandals,  sta- 
pidities,  brutalities,  enough  to  shake  even  his  faith,  educated  a 
Christian?  How  much  more  excuse  for  her,  more  delicate, 
more  acute,  more  lofty  than  he ;  the  child,  too,  of  a  heathen 
father!  Her  perfections,  were  they  not  her  own?  —  her  de- 
fects, those  of  her  circumstances  ?  . . .  .  And  had  she  not  wel- 
comed him,  guarded  him,  taught  him,  honored  him  ?  • . . .  Could 
he  turn  against  her  ?  —  above  all  now  in  her  distress,  —  perhaps 
her  danger  ?  Was  he  not  bound  to  her,  if  by  nothing  else,  by 
gratitude  ?  Was  not  he,  of  all  men,  bound  to  believe  that  all 
she  required  to  make  her  perfect  was  conversion  to  the  true 
faith  ?  .  . .  .  And  then  that  first  dream  of  converting  her  arose 

almost  as  bright  as  ever And  then  he  was  checked  by  the 

thought  of  his  first  utter  failure.  ....  At  least,  if  he  could  not 

convert  her,  he  could  love  her,  pray  for  her No,  he  could 

not  even  do  that ;  for  to  whom  could  he  pray  ?  He  had  to  re- 
pent, to  be  forgiven,  to  humble  himself  by  penitence,  perhaps  for 
years,  ere  he  could  hope  to  be  heard  even  for  himself,  much  less 

for  another And  so  backwards  and  forwards  swayed  his 

hope  and  purpose,  till  he  was  roused  from  his  meditation  by  the 
voice  of  the  little  porter,  summoning  him  to  his  evening  meal ; 
and  recollecting,  for  the  first  time,  that  he  had  tasted  no  food  that 
day,  he  went  down,  half  unwillingly,  and  ate. 

But  as  he,  the  porter,  and  his  negro  wife  were  sitting  silently 
and  sadly  enough  together,  Miriam  came  in,  apparently  in  high 
good-humor,  and  lingered  a  moment  on  her  way  to  her  own 
apartments  up  stairs. 

^  Eh  ?  At  supper  ?  And  nothing  but  lentils  and  water-mel- 
ons, when  the  fiesh-pots  of  Egypt  have  been  famous  any  time 
these  two  thousand  years.  Ah  I  but  times  are  changed  since 
then  !  . . . .  Tou  have  worn  out  the  old  Hebrew  hints,  you  mis- 
erable Gentiles  you,  and  got  a  Caesar  instead  of  a  Joseph! 
Hist,  you  hussies !  '*  cried  she  to  the  girls  up  stairs,  clapping  ' 
her  hands  loudly.  ^  Here  I  bring  us  down  one  of  those  roast 
chickens,  and  a  bottle  of  the  wine  of  wines,  —  the  wine  with 
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the  green  seal,  you  careless  daughters  of  MldiaD,  joii,  with  jour 
wits  running  on  the  men,  I  '11  warranty  every  minute  I  Ve  been 
out  of  the  house !  Ah,  you  '11  smart  for  it  some  day,  —  you  'U 
smart  for  it  some  day,  you  daughters  of  Adam's  first  wife ! " 

Down  came,  by  the  hands  of  one  of  the  Syrian  slave-girk, 
the  fowl  and  the  wine. 

"  There,  now ;  we  'U  all  sup  together.     Wine,  that  maketh 
glad  the  heart  of  man,  — youth,  you  were  a  monk  once,  so  yoa 
have  read  all  about  that,  eh  ?  and  about  the  best  wine  which 
goes  down  sweetly,  causing  the  lips  of  them  that  are  asleep  to 
speak.     And  rare  wine  it  was,  I  warrant,  which  the  blessed  Sol- 
omon had  in  his  little  country  cellar  up  there  in  Lebanoo. 
We  '11  try  if  this  is  not  a  very  feur  substitute  for  it,  though. 
Come,  my  little  man-monkey,  drink,  and  forget  jour  6(»it>wl 
You  shall  be  temple-sweeper  to  Beelzebub  yet,  I  promise  yoo. 
Look  at  it  there,  creaming  and  curdling,  the  darling !  puning 
like  a  cat  at  the  very  thought  of  touching  human  lips!    ii 
sweet  as  honey,  as  strong  as  fire,  as  dear  as  amber  1     Drink,  jt 
children  of  Grehenna ;  and  make  good  use  of  the  little  time  thit 
is  left  you  between  this  and  the  unquenchable  fire." 

And  tossing  a  cup  of  it  down  her  own  throat,  as  if  it  had  been 
water,  she  watched  her  companions  with  a  meaning  look,  as  thej 
drank. 

The  little  porter  followed  her  example  gallantlj.  FhiUm- 
mon  looked,  and  longed,  and  sipped  blushingly  and  bashfully, 
and  tried  to  fancy  that  he  did  not  care  for  it ;  and  sipped  again, 
being  willing  enough  to  forget  his  sorrow  also  for  a  moment; 
the  negress  refused  with  fear  and  trembling,  — «« She  had  a  vow 
on  her." 

"  Satan  possess  you  and  your  vow  I  Drink,  you  coal  out  of 
Tophet !  Do  you  think  it  is  poisoned  ?  You,  the  only  creatun 
in  the  world  that  I  should  not  eiyoy  ill-using,  because  every  one 
else  ill-uses  you  already  without  my  help  I  Drink,  I  say,  or 
I  '11  turn  you  pea-green  from  head  to  foo^I " 

The  negress  put  the  cup  to  her  lips,  and  contriyed,  for  hflr 
own  reasons,  to  spill  the  contents  unobserved. 
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"  A  very  fine  lecture  that  of  the  Lady  Hypatia's  the  other 
morning,  on  Helen's  nepenthe,"  quoth  the  little  porter,  growing 
philosophic  as  the  wine-fumes  rose.  "  Such  a  power  of  extracting 
the  cold  water  of  philosophy  out  of  the  bottomless  pit  of  Mythus, 
I  never  did  hear.     Did  you  ever,  my  Philammonidion  ?  " 

''  Aha  ?  she  and  I  were  talking  about  that  half  an  hour  ago,** 
Bald  Miriam. 

"  "What !  have  you  seen  her  ?  "  asked  Fhilammon,  with  a  flut- 
ter of  the  heart. 

"  If  you  mean,  did  she  mention  you, —  why,  then,  yes  ! " 

"  How  ?  —  how  ?  " 

^*  Talked  of  a  young  Phoebus  Apollo,  —  without  mentioning 
names,  certainly,  but  in  the  most  sensible,  and  practical,  and 
hopeful  way,  —  the  wisest  speech  that  I  have  heard  from  her 
this  twelvemonth." 

Fhilammon  blushed  scarlet. 

^  And  that,"  thought  he,  ^  in  spite  of  what  passed  this  morn- 
ing !  —  Why,  what  is  the  matter  with  our  host  ?  " 

'*  He  has  taken  Solomon's  advice,  and  forgotten  his  sorrow." 

And  so,  indeed,  he  had ;  for  he  was  sleeping  sweetly,  with 
open,  lack-lustre  eyes,  and  a  maudlin  smile  at  the  ceiling ;  while 
the  negress,  with  her  head  fallen  on  her  chest,  seemed  equally 
unconscious  of  their  presence. 

'^  We  '11  see,"  quoth  Miriam ;  and,  taking  up  the  lamp,  she 
held  the  flame  unceremoniously  to  the  arm  of  each  of  them ; 
but  neither  winced  or  stirred. 

^  Surely,  your  wine  is  not  drugged  ?  "  said  Fhilammon,  in 
trepidation. 

^^  Why  not  ?  What  has  made  them  beasts  may  make  us  an- 
gels.    You  seem  none  the  less  lively  for  it  I     Do  I  ?  " 

"  But  drugged  wine  ?  " 

^  Why  not  ?  The  same  who  made  wine  made  poppy-juice. 
Both  will  make  man  happy.     Why  not  use  both  ?  " 

"  It  is  poison  ! " 

^  It  is  the  nepenthe,  as  I  told  Hypatia,  whereof  she  was  twad- 
dling mysticism  this  morning.     Drink,  child,  drink !    I  have  no 
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mind  to  put  you  to  sleep  to-night !    I  want  to  icake  a  man  of 
you,  or  rather,  to  see  whether  you  are  one !  " 

And  she  drained  another  cup,  and  then  went  on,  half  talking 
to  herself,  — 

"  Ay,  it  is  poison  ;  and  music  is  poison ;  and  woman  is  poisoD, 
according  to  the  new  creed.  Pagan  and  Christian ;  and  wine  nill 
be  poison,  and  meat  will  be  poison,  some  day ;  and  we  shall 
have  a  world  full  of  mad  Nebuchadnezzars,  eating  grass  like 
oxen.  It  is  poisonous,  and  brutal,  and  devilish,  to  be  a  man, 
and  not  a  monk,  and  a  eunuch,  and  a  dry  branch.  Ton  are  all 
in  the  same  lie,  Christians  and  philosophers,  Cyril  and  Hypaiia! 

Don't  interrupt  me,  but  drink,  young  fool ! Ay,  and  the  oolj 

man  who  keeps  his  manhood,  the  only  man  who  is  not  ashamed 
to  be  what  Grod  has  made  him,  is  your  Jew.  Yon  will  find 
,  yourselves  in  wont  of  him  after  all,  some  day,  you  besotted  Gen- 
tiles, to  bring  you  back  to  common  sense  and  comnoon  manhood. 
—  In  want  of  him  and  his  grand  old  books,  which  yon  despiss 
while  you  make  idols  of  them,  about  Abraham,  and  Jacob,  and 
Moses,  and  David,  and  Solomon,  whom  you  call  aainta,  you  inf- 
erable hypocrites,  though  they  did  what  you  are  too  dainty  to 
do,  and  had  their  wives  and  their  children,  and  thanked  God 
for  a  beautiful  woman,  as  Adam  did  before  them,  and  dieir 
sons  do  after  them,  —  drink,  I  say !  —  and  belieTed  that  God 
had  really  made  the  world,  and  not  the  Devil,  and  had  given 
them  the  lordship  over  it,  as  you  will  find  out  to  your  coat  some 
day ! " 

Philammon  heard,  and  could  not  answer;  and  on  ahe  nun- 
bled. 

''  And  music,  too  ?  Our  priests  were  not  afraid  of  sackbut 
and  psaltery,  dulcimer  and  trumpet,  in  the  house  of  the  Lord ; 
for  they  knew  who  had  given  them  the  cunning  to  make  them. 
Our  prophets  were  not  afraid  of  calling  for  music,  when  tbej 
wished  to  i)ropheBy,  and  letting  it  soften  and  raise  their  souls, 
and  open  and  quicken  them  till  they  saw  into  the  inner  harmony 
of  things,  and  beheld  the  future  in  the  present ;  for  they  knew 
who  made  the  melody  and  harmony,  and  made  them  the  out- 
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her  silver  armlets  and  anklets,  and  the  sistram  which  she  held 
aloft,  she  floated  gracefully  round  and  round   the  floor,  and 


sang, 


"  Wliy  were  wc  bom,  but  for  bliu  1 
Why  are  we  ripe,  bat  to  faU  ? 
Dream  not  that  duty  can  bar  thee  from  beauty, 
Like  water  and  sanshine,  (he  heirloom  of  alL 

"  Lips  were  made  only  to  kiss  ; 
Hands  were  made  only  to  toy ; 
Eyes  were  made  only  to  lore  on  the  lonely. 
The  longing,  the  loving,  and  drown  them  in  joy !  " 

Alas  for  poor  Philammon !  And  yet  no  I  The  very  poisoo 
brought  with  it  its  own  antidote ;  and,  shaking  o£f  by  one  strong 
effort  of  will  the  spell  of  the  music  and  the  wine,  he  sprang  to 
his  feet  .... 

"  Never !  If  love  means  no  more  than  that,  —  if  it  is  to  be  a 
mere  delicate  self-indulgence,  worse  than  the  brute's,  because  it 
requires  the  prostration  of  nobler  faculties,  and  a  selfishness  the 
more  huge  in  proportion  to  the  greatness  of  the  soul  which  is 
crushed  inward  by  it,  —  then  I  will  have  none  it !  I  have  had 
my  dream,  —  yes  !  but  it  was  of  one  who  should  be  at  once  mj 
teaclier  and  my  pupil,  my  debtor  and  my  queen,  —  who  should 
lean  on  me,  and  yet  support  me,  —  supply  my  defects,  although 
with  lesser  light,  as  the  old  moon  fills  up  the  circle  of  the  new, 
—  labor  with  me  side  by  side  in  some  great  work, —  rising  with 
mc  for  ever  as  I  rose :  —  and  this  is  the  base  substitute! 
Never!" 

Whether  or  not  this  was  unsconsciously  forced  into  words  by 
the  vehemence  of  his  passion,  or  whether  the  old  Jewess  heard, 
or  pretended  to  hear,  a  footstep  coming  up  the  stair,  she  at  all 
events  sprang  instantly  to  her  feet. 

*'  Ilist !  Silence,  girls  !  I  hear  a  visitor.  What  mad  maiden 
has  come  to  beg  a  love-charm  of  the  poor  old  witch  ut  this  time 
of  night  ?  Or  have  the  Christian  bloodhounds  tracked  the  old 
lioness  of  Judah  to  her  den  at  last  ?    We  'U  see  I " 
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And  she  drew  a  dagger  from  licr  girdle,  and  stepped  boldly  to 
the  door. 

As  she  ivcnt  oiil  shu  liirned,  — 

'■Sr)!  m_v  lirave  young  Apollo !  Yoii  do  not  admire  simple 
ivdcnaii  ?  You  must  have  something  mui-e  learned,  and  intellect- 
ual, and  spirittiiil,  and  so  lordi.  I  wonder  whether  Eve,  wlicn 
i«lie  came  to  Adam  in  liie  garden,  brought  with  her  a  certificate 
of  [iroliciency  in  the  seven  sciences?  IVell,  well,  —  like  must 
al'cer  like,  I'crliaji-'  we  shall  be  able  to  suit  you,  after  alU 
Vanish,  daii^'blcrs  of  Midian !  " 

Tiie  girls  vanished  aceordinKly,  wl.isj.ering  and  laughing  ;  and 
Pliilainmon  found  himself  akme,  Althougli  he  was  soniowiiat 
soothed  by  tlie  old  ivommra  last  speech,  yet  a  sense  of  terror, 
of  danger,  of  coming  ti-mplaiinn,  !(r>pt  him  slanding  sternly  on 
liis  feel,  looking  warily  round  the  chamber,  lest  a  fresh  sireii 
should  emerge  from  behind  some  curtain  or  heap  of  pillows. 

On  one  side  of  the  room  he  perceived  a  diiorway,  filled  by  a 
curtain  of  gauze,  from  bciiind  ivhieli  came  liie  sound  of  whisper- 
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lirown  back,  her  arms  stretched  out  in  an  agony  of  expecta- 


lon. 


In  ail  iii-taiit,  iK-foro  Ik.*  lia<l  time  to  stir,  she  had  sprung 
lironLfli  tli«'  bl.i/e,  and  was  km-eling  at  his  teet. 

*•  Phu  l>n-  !  Ix'autitYd,  Ldorious,  ever  young!  Hear  me!  only 
I  MioiiKMit  !  only  this  onee  !  " 

Her  drapery  had  caujiht  fire  i'roni  the  tripod,  but  she  did  not 
leed  it.  IMiihimnion  instinctively  chisped  her  in  his  arms,  and 
crushed  it  out,  as  she  cried, — 

'•  Have  mercy  on  me!  Tell  me  the  secret!  I  will  obey  thee! 
[  have  no  self,  —  I  am  thy  slave  !  Kill  me,  if  thou  wilt:  but 
^I)rak  !  " 

The  blazo  sank  into  a  soft,  warm,  mellow  gleam,  and  beyond 
t  what  aj)])eared  ? 

The  neirro-woman,  with  one  finger  upon  her  lips,  as,  with  an 
mploring,  all  but  despairing  look,  she  held  up  to  him  lier  little 


416  HTPATIA. 

every  avenue  which  he  tried  similarlj  blocked  up  by  a  tribataij 
streait  of  people ;  and,  almost  ere  he  was  aware,  was  entangled 
in  the  vanguard  of  the  great  column. 

"  Let  me  pass ! ''  cried  he,  in  a  voice  of  entreatj. 

"  Pass,  thou  heathen  ?  " 

In  vain  h«  protested  his  Christianity. 

<<  Origenist,  Donatist,  heretic !  Whither  should  a  good  Cath- 
olic be  going  to-night,  save  to  the  Ctesareum  ?  " 

^  My  friends,  my  friends,  I  have  no  business  at  the  Caesare- 
um ! "  cried  he  in  utter  despair.  ^  I  am  on  my  way  to  seek  a 
private  interview  with  the  patriarch  on  matters  of  importance." 

*'  O  liar !  who  pretends  to  be  known  to  the  patriarch,  and  jet 
is  ignorant  that  this  night  he  visits  at  the  Ctesareum  the  most 
sacred  corpse  of  the  martyr  Ammonias  I " 

«  What !    Is  Cyril  with  you  ?  " 

"  He  and  all  his  clergy." 

^^  Better  so ;  better  in  public,"  said  Philammon  to  himself; 
and,  turning,  he  joined  the  crowd. 

Onward,  with  chant  and  dirge,  they  swept  out  through  the 
Sun-gate,  upon  the  harbor-esplanade,  and  wheeled  to  the  right 
along  the  quay,  while  the  torch-light  bathed  in  a  red  glare  the 
great  front  of  the  Ca^sareum,  and  the  tall  obelisks  before  it, 
and  the  masts  of  the  thousand  ships  which  lay  in  the  harbor 
on  their  lefl ;  and  last,  but  not  least,  before  the  huge  dim  mass 
of  the  palace  which  bounded  the  esplanade  in  front,  a  long  line 
of  glittering  helmets  and  cuirasses,  behind  a  barrier  of  cables, 
which  stretched  from  the  shore  to  the  comer  of  the  Museum. 

There  was  a  sudden  halt ;  a  low,  ominous  growl ;  and  then 
the  mob,  pressed  onward  fh)m  behind,  surged  up  almost  to  the 
barrier.  The  soldiers  dropped  the  points  of  their  lances,  and 
stood  firm.  Again  the  mob  recoiled;  again  surged  forward. 
Fierce  cries  arose ;  some  of  the  boldest  stooped  to  pick  up 

stones :  but,  luckily,  the  pavement  was  too  firm  for  them 

Another  moment,  and  the  whole  soldiery  of  Alexandria  would 
have  been  fighting  for  life  and  death  against  fiflj  thousand 
Christians 
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But  Cyril  had  not  forgotten  his  generalship.  Reckless  as 
that  night's  events  proved  him  to  be  about  arousing  the  passions 
of  his  subjects,  he  was  yet  far  too  wary  to  risk  the  odium  and 
the  danger  of  a  night  attack,  which,  even  if  successful,  would 
have  cost  the  lives  of  hundreds.  He  knew  well  enough  the 
numbers  and  the  courage  of  the  enemy,  and  the  certainty  that, 
in  case  of  a  collision,  no  quarter  would  be  given  or  accepted  on 

either  side Beside,  if  a  battle  must  take  place,  —  and 

that,  of  course,  must  happen  sooner  or  later,  —  it  must  not 
happen  in  his  presence  and  under  his  sanction.  He  was  in 
the  right  now,  and  Orestes  in  the  wrong ;  and  in  the  right  he 
would  keep,  —  at  least  till  his  express  from  Byzantium  should 
have  returned,  and  Orestes  was  either  proscribed  or  superseded. 
So,  looking  forward  to  some  such  chance  as  this,  the  wary  prel- 
ate had  schooled  his  aide-de-camps,  the  deacons  of  the  city,  and 
went  on  his  way  up  the  steps  of  the  Caesareum,  knowing  that 
they  could  be  trusted  to  keep  the  peace  outside. 

And  they  did  their  work  welL  Before  a  blow  had  been 
struck,  or  even  an  insult  passed  on  either  side,  they  had  burst 
through  the  front  rank  of  the  mob,  and  by  stout  threats  of  ex- 
communication enjoined  not  only  peace,  but  absolute  silence, 
until  the  sacred  ceremony  which  was  about  to  take  place  should 
be  completed ;  and  enforced  their  commands  by  marching  up 
and  down  like  sentries  between  the  hostile  ranks  for  the  next 
weary  two  hours,  till  the  very  soldiers  broke  out  into  expres- 
sions of  admiration,  and  the  tribune  of  the  cohort,  who  had  no 
great  objection,  but  also  no  great  wish,  to  fight,  paid  them  a 
high-fiown  compliment  on  their  laudable  endeavors  to  maintain 
public  order,  and  received  the  somewhat  ambiguous  reply,  that 
the  "  weapons  of  their  warfare  were  not  carnal,  that  they  wres- 
tled not  against  fiesh  and  blood,  but  against  principalities  and 
powers  "  ....  an  answer  which  the  tribune,  being  now  some- 
what sleepy,  thought  it  best  to  leave  unexplained. 

In  the  mean  whil^  there  had  passed  up  the  steps  of  the 
temple  a  gorgeous  line  of  priests,  among  whom  glittered,  more 
gorgeous  than  all,  the  stately  figure  of  the  pontiff.    They  were 
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followed  close  hj  thousands  of  monks,  not  oolj  from  Alezaadm 
and  Nitria,  but  from  all  the  adjoining  towns  and  monasteries. 
And  as  Philammon,  unable  for  some  half-hour  more  to  force 
his  way  into  the  church,  watched  their  endless  stream^  he  could 
well  believe  the  boast  which  he  had  so  often  heard  in  Alexan- 
dria, that  one  half  of  the  population  of  Cgypt  was  at  that 
moment  in  "  religious  orders." 

Afler  the  monks,  the  laity  began  to  enter :  but  even  then  so 
vast  was  the  crowd,  and  so  dense  the  crush  upon  the  steps,  that 
before  he  could  force  his  way  into  the  church,  Cyril's  sermon 

had  begun. 

«  «  «  •  • 

—  '^  What  went  ye  out  for  to  see  ?  A  man  clothed  in  soft 
raiment?  Nay,  such  are  in  kings'  palaces,  and  in  the  palaoef' 
of  prefects  who  would  needs  be  emperors,  and  cast  away  the 
Lord's  bonds  from  them,  —  of  whom  it  is  written,  that  He  that 
sitteth  in  the  heavens  laugheth  them  to  scorn,  and  taketh  the 
wicked  in  their  own  snare,  and  maketh  the  devices  of  princes 
of  none  effect.  Ay,  in  kings'  palaces,  and  in  theatres,  too, 
where  the  rich  of  this  world,  poor  in  faith,  deny  their  covenant, 
and  defile  their  baptismal  robes  that  they  may  do  honor  to  the 
devourers  of  the  earth.  Woe  to  them  who  think  that  they  may 
partake  of  the  cup  of  the  Lord  and  the  cup  of  devils  !  Woe 
to  them  who  will  praise  with  the  same  mouth  Aphrodite  the 
fiend,  and  her  of  whom  it  is  written  that  He  was  bom  of  a  pure 
Virgin.  Let  such  be  excommunicate  from  the  cup  of  the  Lord, 
and  from  the  congregation  of  the  Lord,  till  they  have  purged 
away  their  sins  by  penance  and  by  almsgiving.  But  for  yoo, 
ye  poor  of  this  world,  rich  in  faith,  you  whom  the  rich  despise, 
haul  before  the  judgment-seats,  and  blaspheme  that  holy  name 
whereby  ye  are  called,  —  what  went  ye  out  into  the  wilderness 
to  see  ?  A  prophet  ?  —  Ay,  and  more  than  a  prophet,  —  a 
martyr !  ]More  than  a  prophet,  more  tlian  a  king,  more  than  a 
prefect :  whose  theatre  was  the  sands  of  the  desert,  whose  throne 
was  the  cross,  whose  crown  was  bestowed,  not  by  heathen  phi* 
losophers  and  daughters  of  Satan,  decoivmg  men  with  the  w<nks 


MIRIAM'S   PLOT.  419 

of  their  fathers,  but  by  angels  and  archangels ;  a  crown  of  glory, 
the  victor's  laurel,  which  grows  for  ever  in  the  paradise  of  the 
highest  heaven.  Gall  him  no  more  Ammonius,  call  him  Thau- 
masius,  wonderful !  Wonderful  in  his  poverty,  wonderful  in  his 
zeal,  wonderful  in  his  faith,  wonderful  in  his  fortitude,  wonder- 
ful in  his  death,  most  wonderful  in  the  manner  of  that  death. 
O  thrice  blessed,  who  has  merited  the  honor  of  the  cross  itself ! 
What  can  follow,  but  that  one  so  honored  in  the  flesh  should 
also  be  honored  in  the  life  which  he  now  lives,  and  that  from  • 
the  virtue  of  these  thrice-holy  limbs  the  leper  should  be  cleansed, 
the  dumb  should  speak,  the  very  dead  be  raised  ?  Yes  ;  it  were 
impiety  to  doubt  it  Consecrated  by  the  cross,  this  flesh  shall 
not  only  rest  in  hope,  but  work  in  power.  Approach,  and  be 
healed  I  Approach,  and  see  the  glory  of  the  saints,  the  glory 
of  the  poor  I  Approach,  and  learn  that  that  which  man  de- 
spises, Grod  hath  highly  esteemed ;  that  that  which  man  rejects, 
God  accepts ;  that  that  which  man  punishes,  Grod  rewards.  Ap- 
proach, and  see  how  Grod  hath  chosen  the  foolish  things  of  this 
world  to  confound  the  wise,  and  the  weak  things  of  this  world 
to  confound  the  strong.  Man  abhors  the  cross:  the  Son  of 
Grod  condescended  to  endure  it !  Man  tramples  on  the  poor : 
the  Son  of  God  hath  not  where  to  lay  his  head.  Man  passes 
by  the  sick  as  useless:  the  Son  of  Gk>d  chooses  them  to  be 
partakers  of  his  sufferings,  that  the  glory  of  Gk)d  may  be  made 
manifest  in  them.  Man  curses  the  publican,  while  he  employs 
him  to  fill  his  coffers  with  the  plunder  of  the  poor :  the  Son 
of  God  calls  him  from  the  receipt  of  custom  to  be  an  Apostle, 
higher  than  the  kings  of  the  earth.  Man  casts  away  the  harlot 
like  a  faded  flower,  when  he  has  tempted  her  to  become  the 
slave  of  sin  for  a  season :  and  the  Son  of  God  calls  her,  the  de- 
filed, the  despised,  the  forsaken,  to  Himself,  accepts  her  tears, 
blesses  her  oflering,  and  declares  that  her  sins  are  forgiven,  for 
she  hath  loved  much :  while  to  whom  little  is  forgiven  the  same 
loveth  little."  .... 

Philammon  heard  no  more.    With  the  passionate  and  impul- 
sive nature  of  a  Greek  fanatic,  he  burst  forward  through  the 
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crowd,  toward  the  steps  which  led  to  the  choir,  and  above  whidi, 
in  front  of  the  altar,  stood  the  corpse  of  Ammonius  inclosed  in  a 
cofRn  of  glass,  beneath  a  gorgeous  canopy ;  and,  never  stopping 
till  he  found  himself  in  front  of  Cjril'a  pulpit^  he  threw  himself 
upon  his  face  upon  the  pavemeDt,  spread  out  his  arms  in  the 
form  of  a  cross,  and  lay  silent  and  motionless  before  the  feet  of 
the  multitude. 

There  was  a  sudden  whisper  and  rustle  in  the  oongregatioD: 
but  Cyril,  afier  a  moment*s  pause,  went  on,  — 

^  Man,  in  his  pride  and  self-suffidency,  despises  humiliatioii, 
and  penance,  and  the  broken  and  the  contrite  heart ;  and  telb 
thee  that  only  as  long  as  thou  doest  well  unto  thyself  wiU  he 
speak  well  of  thee :  the  Son  of  Grod  says  that  he  that  humbleth 
himself,  even  as  tliis  our  penitent  brother,  he  it  is  who  shall  be 
exalted ;  he  it  is  of  whom  it  is  written  that  his  father  saw  him 
afar  off,  and  ran  to  meet  him,  and  bade  put  the  best  robe  on  him, 
and  a  ring  on  his  hand,  and  shoes  on  his  feet,  and  make  meny 
and  be  glad  with  the  choir  of  angels  who  rejoice  over  one  sinner 
that  repenteth.  Arise,  my  son,  whosoever  thou  art ;  and  go  in 
peace  for  this  night,  remembering  that  he  who  said,  ^  My  belly 
cleaveth  unto  the  pavement,'  hath  said  also, '  Rejoice  not  against 
me,  Satan,  mine  enemy,  for  when  I  fall  I  shall  arise  I ' " 

A  thunderclap  of  applause,  surely  as  pardonable  as  any  an 
Alexandrian  church  ever  heard,  followed  this  dexterous,  and  yet 
most  righteous,  turn  of  the  patriarch's  oratory :  but  Philammon 
raised  himself  slowly  and  fearfully  to  his  knees,  and,  blushing 
scarlet,  endured  the  gaze  of  ten  thousand  eyes. 

Suddenly,  from  beside  the  pulpit,  an  old  man  sprang  forward, 
and  clasped  him  round  the  neck.    It  was  Arsenius. 

^'  My  son  I  my  son  ! "  sobbed  he,  almost  aloud. 

^'  Slave,  as  well  as  son,  if  you  will ! "  whispered  Philammon. 
*'  One  boon  from  the  patriarch,  and  then  home  to  the  Laura  for 

CVCr  •  a    .    •    a 

"  O  twice-blest  night,"  rolled  on  above  the  deep,  rich  voice  of 
Cyril,  **  which  beholds  at  once  the  coronation  of  a  martyr  and 
the  conversion  of  a  sinner ;  which  increases  at  the  same  time 


CHAPTER    XXVII. 

THE   PBODIOAX'S   BETUBN. 

About  ten  o'clock  the  next  mornings  as  Hjpatia,  worn  oat 
with  sleepless  sorrow,  was  trying  to  arrange  her  thoughts  for  the 
farewell  lecture,  her  favorite  maid  announced  that  a  messenger 
from  Synesius  waited  below.  A  letter  from  STnesins?  A 
gleam  of  hope  flashed  across  her  mind.  From  him,  surely, 
might  come  something  of  comfort,  of  adTice.  Ah  !  if  he  only 
knew  how  sorely  she  was  bested  I 

"  Let  him  send  up  his  letter." 

"  He  refuses  to  deliver  it  to  any  one  but  yourself.  And 
I  think/'  —  added  the  damsel,  who  had,  to  tell  the  truth, 
at  that  moment  in  her  purse  a  substantial  reason  for  so  think- 
ing, —  ^^  I  think  it  might  be  worth  your  ladyship's  while  to  see 
him." 

Ilypatia  shook  her  head  impatiently. 

"  He  seems  to  know  you  well,  madam,  though  he  refuses  to 
tell  his  name  :  but  he  bade  me  put  you  in  mind  of  a  black  agate, 
—  I  cannot  tell  what  he  meant,  —  of  a  black  agate,  and  a  spirit 
which  was  to  appear  when  you  rubbed  it.** 

Hypatia  turned  pale  as  death.  Was  it  Philammon  again  ? 
She  felt  for  the  talisman,  —  it  was  gone !  She  must  have  lost 
it  last  night  in  INIiriam's  chamber.  Now  ^he  saw  the  true  pur- 
pose of  the  old  hag's  plot,  —  . .  .  aeceived,  tricked,  doubly 
tricked  !     And  what  new  plot  was  this  ? 

"  Tell  him  to  leave  the  letter  and  begone My  father? 

What  ?  Who  is  this  ?  Wkom  are  you  bringing  to  me  at  such 
a  moment  ?  " 
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And  as  she  spoke,  Theon  ushered  into  the  chamber  no  other 
than  Raphael  Aben-Ezra,  and  then  retired. 

He  advanced  slowlj  towards  her,  and,  falling  on  one  knee, 
placed  in  her  hand  Sjnesius's  letter. 

Hypatia  trembled  from  head  to  foot  at  the  unexpected  appa- 
rition  Well ;  at  least  he  could  know  nothing  of  last  night 

and  its  disgrace.  But  not  daring  to  look  him  in  the  face,  she 
took  the  letter,  and  opened  it ....  If  she  had  hoped  for  com- 
fort from  it,  her  hope  was  not  realized. 

"  Sjnesius  to  the  Philosopher :  — 
"  Even  if  fortune  cannot  take  from  me  all  things,  yet  what 
she  can  take  she  will.  And  yet  of  two  things,  at  least,  she  shall 
not  rob  me,  —  to  prefer  that  which  is  best,  and  to  succor  the  op- 
pressed. Heaven  forbid  that  she  should  overpower  my  judg- 
ment, as  well  as  the  rest  of  me  I  Therefore  I  do  hate  injus- 
tice ;  for  that  I  can  do ;  and  my  will  is  to  stop  it ;  but  the  power 
to  do  so  is  among  the  things  of  which  she  has  bereaved  me,  — 
before,  too,  she  bereaved  me  of  my  children 

*•  Once,  in  old  times,  Milesian  men  were  strong.' 

And  there  was  a  time  when  I,  too,  was  a  comfort  to  my  friends, 
and  when  you  used  to  call  me  a  blessing  to  every  one  except 
myself,  as  I  squandered  for  the  benefit  of  others  the  favor  with 

which  the  great  regarded  me My  hands  they  were  — 

then But  now  I  am  lefl  desolate  of  all :  unless  you  have 

any  power.  For  you  and  virtue  I  count  among  those  good 
things  of  which  none  can  deprive  me.  But  you  always  have 
power,  and  will  have  it,  surely,  now,  —  using  it  as  nobly  as 
you  do. 

*'  As  for  Nicseus  and  Philolaus,  two  noble  youths,  and  kins- 
men of  my  own,  let  it  be  the  business  of  all  who  honor  you,  both 
private  men  and  magistrates,  to  see  that  they  return  possessors 
of  their  just  rights." 

'^  Of  all  who  honor  me  !  "  said  she,  with  a  bitter  sigh :  and 
then  looked  up  quickly  at  Raphael,  as  if  fearful  of  having  be- 
trayed herself.     She  turned  deadly  pale.    Jn  his  eyes  was  a 
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<<  Wedded  love  ?  ....  Wedded  love  ?  Is  that,  then,  the  pal- 
try bait  by  which  Raphael  Aben-Ezra  has  been  tempted  to 
desert  philosophy  ?  " 

"  Thank  Heaven  ! "  said  Raphael  to  himself.  ^  She  does  Dot 
care  for  me,  tlicn  !  J£  she  had,  pride  would  have  kept  her  from 
that  sneer."  "  Yes,  my  dear  lady,"  answered  he,  aloud,  '^  to  de- 
sert philosophy,  the  search  after  wisdom ;  because  wisdom  itself 
had  sought  for  me,  and  found  me.  But,  indeed,  I  had  hoped 
that  you  would  have  approved  of  my  following  your  example 
for  once  in  my  life,  and  resolving,  like  you,  to  enter  into  the 
estate  of  wedlock." 

"  Do  not  sneer  at  me  ! "  cried  she,  in  her  turn,  looking  up  at 
him  with  shame  and  horror,  which  made  him  repent  of  otter- 
ing the  words.  "If  you  do  not  know,  —  yon  will  aoon,  too 
soon  !  Never  mention  that  hateful  dream  to  me,  if  jon  wish  to 
have  speech  of  me  more  ! " 

A  pang  of  remorse  shot  through  RaphaeFs  heart.  Who  bat 
he  himself  had  plotted  that  evil  marriage  ?  But  she  gave  him 
no  opportunity  of  answering  her,  and  went  on  hurriedly,  — 

"  Speak  to  me  rather  about  yourself.  What  is  this  strange 
and  sudden  betrothal  ?  What  has  it  to  do  with  Christianity  ?  I 
had  thought  that  it  was  rather  by  the  glories  of  celibacy  —  gross 
and  superstitious  as  their  notions  of  it  are  —  that  the  Gralilsans 
tempted  their  converts." 

"  So  had  I,  my  dearest  lady,"  answered  he,  as,  glad  to  tarn 
the  subject  for  a  moment,  and  perhaps  a  little  nettled  by  her 
contemptuous  tone,  he  resumed  something  of  his  old  arch  and 
careless  manner.  "  But  —  there  is  no  accounting  for  man's 
agreeable  inconsistencies  —  one  morning  I  found  myself,  to  my 
astonishment,  seized  by  two  bishops,  and  betrothed,  whether  I 
chose  or  not,  to  a  young  lady  who  but  a  few  days  before  had 
been  destined  for  a  nunnery." 

"  Two  bishops  ?  " 

"  I  speak  simple  truth.  The  one  was  Synesiua^  of  course ;  — 
that  most  incoherent  and  most  benevolent  of  busy-bodies  chose 
to  betray  me  behind  my  back :  —  but  I  will  not  trouble  yoa        jl 
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with  tiiat  part  of  mj  story.  The  real  wonder  is,  that  the  other 
episcopal  matchmaker  was  —  Augustine  of  Hippo  himself  1 " 

"  Anything  to  bribe  a  convert,"  said  Hypatia  contemptuously. 

"  I  assure  you,  no.  He  informed  me,  and  her  also,  openly  and 
uncivilly  enough,  that  he  thought  us  very  much  to  be  pitied  for 
so  great  a  fall ....  But  as  we  neither  of  us  seemed  to  have  any 
call  for  the  higher  life  of  celibacy,  he  could  not  press  it  on  us. 
....  We  should  have  trouble  in  the  flesh.  But  if  we  married, 
we  had  not  sinned.  To  which  I  answered  that  my  humility  was 
quite  content  to  sit  in  the  very  lowest  ranks,  with  Abraham, 
Isaac,  and  Jacob He  replied  by  an  encomium  on  virgin- 
ity, in  which  I  seemed  to  hear  again  the  voice  of  Hypatia  her- 
self." 

"  And  sneered  at  it  inwardly,  as  you  used  to  sneer  at  me." 

^  Really,  I  was  in  no  sneering  mood  at  that  moment ;  and 
whatsoever  I  may  have  felt  inclined  to  reply,  he  was  kind 
enough  to  say  for  me  and  himself  the  next  minute." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  He  went  on,  to  my  utter  astonishment,  by  such  an  eulogium 
on  wedlock  as  I  never  heard  from  Jew  or  heathen,  and  ended 
by  advice  to  young  married  folk  so  thoroughly  excellent  and  to 
the  point  that  I  could  not  help  telling  him,  when  he  stopped, 
what  a  pity  I  thought  it  that  he  had  not  himself  married,  and 
made  some  good  woman  happy  by  putting  his  own  recipes  into 

practice And  at  that,  Hypatia,  I  saw  an  expression  on  his 

face  which  made  me  wish  for  the  moment  that  I  had  bitten  out 
this  impudent  tongue  of  mine,  before  I  so  rashly  touched  some 

deep  old  wound That  man  has  wept  bitter  tears  ere  now, 

be  sure  of  it ...  .  But  he  turned  the  conversation  instantly, 
like  a  well-bred  gentleman  as  he  is,  by  saying,  with  the  sweetest 
smile,  that,  though  he  had  made  it  a  solemn  rule  never  to  be  a 
party  to  naking  up  any  marriage,  yet  in  our  case  Heaven  had 
so  plainly  pointed  us  out  for  each  other,  &c.,  &c.,  that  he  could 
not  refuse  himself  the  pleasure,  ....  and  ended  by  a  blessing  as 
kindly  as  ever  came  from  the  lips  of  man." 

^You  seem  wonderfully  taken  with  the  sophist  of  Hippo," 
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"Now  I  have  alwayt  had  a  sort  of  fancy,  that  what  we 
wanted,  as  the  first  predicate  of  our  Absolute  One,  was  that  he 
was  to  be  not  merely  an  infinite  God,  —  whatever  that  meant, 
which  I  suspect  we  did  not  always  see  quite  clearly,  —  or  an 
eternal  one,  —  or  an  omnip>otent  one,  —  or  even  merely  a  one 
Grod  at  all ;  —  none  of  which  predicates,  I  fear,  did  we  under- 
stand more  clearly  than  the  first :  but  that  he  must  be  a  right- 
eous God :  —  or  rather,  as  we  used  sometimes  to  say  that  he 
was  to  have  no  predicate,  —  Righteousness  itself.  And  all 
along,  I  could  not  help  remembering  that  my  old  sacred  Hebrew 
books  told  me  of  such  a  one  ;  and  feeling  that  they  might  have 
something  to  tell  me  which ** 

"  Which  I  did  not  tell  you !  And  this,  then,  caused  your  air 
of  reserve,  and  of  sly  superiority  over  the  woman  whom  you 
mocked  by  calling  her  your  pupil !  I  little  suspected  you  of  so 
truly  Jewbh  a  jealousy !  Why,  O,  why  did  you  not  tell  me 
this  ?  " 

"  Because  I  was  a  beast,  Hypatia ;  and  had  all  but  forgotten 
what  this  righteousness  was  like ;  and  was  afraid  to  find  out, 
lest  it  should  condemn  me.  Because  I  was  a  devil,  Hypatia ; 
and  hated  righteousness,  and  neither  wished  to  see  you  righteous, 
nor  God  righteous  either,  because  then  you  would  both  have 
been  unlike  myself.     God  be  merciful  to  me  a  sinner  I " 

She  looked  up  in  his  face.  The  man  was  changed  as  if 
by  miracle,  —  and  yet  not  changed.  There  was  the  same  gal- 
lant consciousness  of  power,  the  same  subtle  and  humorous 
twinkle  in  those  strong,  ripe,  Jewish  features  and  those  glittering 
eyes :  and  yet  every  line  in  his  face  was  softened,  sweetened ; 
the  mask  of  sneering  faineance  was  gone,  —  imploring  tender- 
ness and  earnestness  beamed  from  his  whole  countenance.  The 
chrysalis  case  had  fallen  off,  and  disclosed  the  butterfly  within. 
She  sat  looking  at  him,  and  passed  her  hand  across  her  ejes,  as 
if  to  try  whether  the  apparition  would  not  vanish.  He,  the 
subtle !  —  he,  the  mocker !  —  he,  the  Lucian  of  Alexandria  I  — - 
he,  whose  depth  and  power  had  awed  her,  even  in  his  most  pol- 
luted days And  this  was  the  end  of  him 
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^  It  is  a  freak  of  cowardly  superstitioii. .  • .  •  Those  Chris- 
tians have  been  frightening  him  about  his  sins  and  their  Tart*- 
rus. 

She  looked  again  into  his  bright,  dear,  fearless  face,  and  ins 
ashamed  of  her  own  calumny.  And  this  was  the  end  of  him, 
—  of  Synesius,  —  of  Augustine, — of  learned  and  unlearned, 

Goth  and  Roman The  great  flood  would  have  its  way, 

then Could  she  alone  fight  against  it  ? 

She  would !  Would  she  submit  ?  —  She  ?  Her  will  should 
stand  firm,  her  reason  free,  to  the  last, — to  the  death  if  need  be. 
....  And  yet  last  night!  —  last  night ! 

At  last  she  spoke,  without  looking  up. 

"  And  what  if  you  have  found  a  man  in  that  crucified  one  ? 
Have  you  found  in  him  a  Grod  also  ? 

^  Does  Hypatia  recollect  Glaucon's  definition  of  the  perfectly 
righteous  man  ?  . . . .  How,  without  being  guilty  of  one  un- 
righteous act,  he  must  labor  his  life  long  under  the  impotatioo 
of  being  utterly  unrighteous,  in  order  that  his  disinterestedness 
may  be  thoroughly  tested,  and,  by  proceeding  in  such  a  course, 
arrive  inevitably,  as  Glaucon  says,  not  only  in  Athens  of  old,  or 
in  Judaea  of  old,  but,  as  you  yourself  will  agree,  in  Christian  Al- 
exandria at  this  moment,  at  —  do  you  remember,  Hypatia  ?  — 
bonds  and  the  scourge,  and  lastly,  at  the  cross  itself. ....  If 
Plato's  idea  of  the  righteous  man  be  a  crucified  one,  why  maj 
not  mine  also  ?  If,  as  we  both,  and  old  Bishop  Clemens,  too, — 
as  good  a  Platonist  as  we,  remember, — and  Augustine  himself^ 
would  agree,  Plato,  in  speaking  those  strange  words,  spoke  not 
of  himself,  but  by  the  Spirit  of  God,  why  should  not  others 
have  spoken  by  the  same  Spirit  when  they  spoke  the  same 
words  ?  " 

*^  A  crucified  man Yes.    But  a  crucified  God,  Baphaell 

I  shudder  at  the  blasphemy." 

"  So  do  my  poor,  dear  fellow-countrymen.  Are  they  the  more 
righteous  in  their  daily  doings,  Hypatia,  on  account  of  their 
fancied  reverence  for  the  glory  of  One  who  probably  knows  best 
how  to  preserve  and  manifest  his  own  glory  ?     But  you  assent 
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to  the  definition  ?  Take  care ! "  said  he,  with  one  of  his  arch 
smiles,  ^^  I  have  been  fighting  with  Augustine,  and  have  become 
of  late  a  terrible  dialectician.     Do  you  assent  to  it  ?  " 

«  Of  course,  —  it  is  Plato's." 

"  But  do  you  assent  merely  because  it  is  written  in  the  book 
called  Plato's,  or  because  your  reason  tells  you  that  it  is  true  ? 
....  You  will  not  tell  me.  Tell  me  this,  then,  at  least  Is 
not  the  perfectly  righteous  man  the  highest  specimen  of 
men  ?  " 

"  Surely,"  said  she,  half  carelessly:  but  not  unwilling,  like  a 
philosopher  and  a  Greek,  as  a  matter  of  course,  to  embark  in 
anything  like  a  word-battle,  and  to  shut  out  sadder  thoughts  for 
a  moment 

<<  Then  must  not  the  Autanthropos,  the  archetypal  and  ideal 
man,  who  is  more  perfect  than  any  individual  specimen,  be  per- 
fectly righteous  also  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

^  Suppose,  then,  for  the  sake  of  one  of  those  pleasant  old 
games  of  ours,  an  argument,  that  he  wished  to  manifest  his 
righteousness  to  the  world The  only  method  for  him,  ac- 
cording to  Plato,  would  be  Glaucon's,  of  calunmy  and  persecu- 
tion, the  scourge  and  the  cross  ?  " 

^What  words  are  these,  Raphael?  Material  scourges  and 
crosses  for  an  eternal  and  spiritual  idea  ?  " 

"  Did  you  ever  yet,  Hypatia,  consider  at  leisure  what  the 
archetype  of  man  might  be  like  ?  " 

Hypatia  started,  as  at  a  new  thought,  and  confessed — as 
every  Neo-Platonist  would  have  done  —  that  she  had  never 
done  so. 

*^  And  yet  our  master,  Plato,  bade  us  believe  that  there  was  a 
substantial  archetype  of  each  thing,  from  a  fiower  to  a  nation, 
eternal  in  the  heavens.  Perhaps  we  have  not  been  faithful  Pla- 
tonists  enough,  heretofore,  my  dearest  tutor.  Perhaps,  being 
philosophers,  and  somewhat  of  Pharisees  to  boot,  we  began  all 
our  lucubrations  as  we  did  our  prayers,  by  thanking  God  that  we 
were  not  as  other  men  were ;  and  so  misread  another  passage  in 
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the  Republic,  which  we  used  in  pleasant  old  dajv  to  be  fond  of 
quoting." 

*'  What  was  that  ?  "  asked  HypatiAy  who  became  more  and 
more  interested  every  moment. 

"  That  philo30f)hers  were  men." 

'^  Are  you  mocking  me  ?  Plato  defines  the  philosopher  as 
the  man  who  seeks  afler  the  objects  of  knowledge,  while  others 
seek  after  those  of  opinion." 

'*  And  most  truly.  But  what  if,  in  our  eagerness  to  assert 
tliat  wherein  the  philosopher  differed  from  other  men,  we  had 
overlooked  that  in  which  he  resembled  other  men  ;  and  so  for- 
got that,  after  all,  man  was  a  genus  whereof  the  philosopher  was 
only  a  species  ?  " 

Hypatia  sighed. 

<*  Do  you  not  think,  then,  that  as  the  greater  contains  the  less, 
and  the  archetype  of  the  genus  that  of  the  species,  we  should 
have  been  wiser  if  we  had  speculated  a  little  more  on  the  arche- 
type of  man  as  man,  before  we  meddled  with  a  part  of  that  ar- 
chetype, —  the  archetype  of  the  philosopher  ?  . . .  .  Certainly  it 
would  ha  e  been  the  easier  course,  for  there  are  more  men  than 
philosophers,  Hjrpatia ;  and  every  man  is  a  real  man,  and  a  fair 
subject  for  examination,  while  every  philosopher  is  not  a  real 
philosopher, — our  friends  the  Academics,  for  instance,  and  even 
a  Neo-Platonist  or  two  whom  we  know  ?  You  seem  impatient 
Shall  I  cease  ?  " 

*^  You  mistook  the  cause  of  my  impatience,"  answered  she, 
looking  up  at  him  with  her  great,  sad  eyes.    "  Gro  on." 

^'  Now,  —  for  I  am  going  to  be  terribly  scholastic,  — is  it  not 
the  very  definition  of  man,  that  he  is,  alone  of  all  known  things, 
a  spirit  temi)orarily  united  to  an  animal  body  ?  " 

^*  Enchanted  in  it,  as  in  a  dungeon,  rather,"  said  she,  sighing. 

^^  Be  it  so,  if  you  will.  But  must  we  not  say  that  the  arche- 
type —  the  very  man  —  that  if  he  is  the  archetype,  he  too  will 
be,  or  must  have  been,  once  at  least,  temporarily  enchanted  into 

an  animal  body  ?  .  .  .  .  You  are  silent     I  will  not  press  you 

Only  ask  you  to  consider  at  your  leisure  whether  Plato  may  not 
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justify  somewhat  from  the  charge  of  absurdity  the  fisherman  of 
Galilee,  where  he  said  that  He  in  whose  image  man  is  made  was 
made  flesh,  and  dwelt  with  him  bodily  there  by  the  lake-side  at 
Tiberias,  and  that  he  beheld  his  glory,  the  glory  as  of  the  only 
begotten  of  the  Father." 

*^  That  last  question  is  a  very  different  one.  Grod  made  flesh ! 
My  reason  revolts  at  it." 

"  Old  Homer's  reason  did  not" 

Hypatia  started,  for  she  recollected  her  yesterday's  cravings 
after  those  old,  palpable,  and  human  deities.  And  —  '^  Gro  on," 
she  cried,  eagerly. 

"  Tell  me,  then — This  archetype  of  man,  if  it  exists  anywhere, 
it  must  exist  eternally  in  the  mind  of  God  ?  At  least,  Plato 
would  have  so  said  ?  " 

«  Yes." 

^  And  derive  its  existence  immediately  from  Him  ?  " 

"Yes." 

"  But  a  man  is  one  willing  person,  unlike  to  all  others." 

«  Yes." 

"  Then  this  archetype  must  be  such." 

"  I  suppose  so." 

"  But  possessing  the  Acuities  and  properties  of  all  men  in 
their  highest  perfection." 

"  Of  course." 

"  How  sweetly  and  obediently  my  late  teacher  becomes  my 
pupU  1 " 

Hypatia  looked  at  him  with  her  eyes  full  of  tears. 

*^  I  never  taught  you  anything,  Raphael." 

"  You  taught  me  most,  beloved  lady,  when  you  least  thought 
of  it.  But  tell  me  one  thing  more.  Is  it  not  the  property  of 
every  man  to  be  a  son  ?  For  you  can  conceive  of  a  man  as  not 
being  a  father,  but  not  as  not  being  a  son." 

«  Be  it  so." 

<<  Then  this  archetype  must  be  a  son  also." 

"  Whose  son,  Raphael  ?  " 

"  Why  not  of  '  Zeus,  &ther  of  gods  and  men '  ?    For  we 
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agreed  that  it  —  we  will  call  it  he,  now,  haying  agreed  that 
it  is  a  person  —  could  owe  his  existence  to  none  but  God  him- 

Bclf." 

*^  And  what  then  ?  "  said  Hjpatia,  fixing  those  glorious  ejes 
full  on  his  face,  in  an  agony  of  douht,  but  yet,  as  Raphael  de- 
clared to  his  dying  day,  of  hope  and  joy. 

<<  Well,  Hypatia,  and  must  not  a  son  be  of  the  same  species  as 
his  {ather  ?  ^  Eagles,'  says  the  poet,  *  do  not  beget  doves.'  Is 
the  word  son  anything  but  an  empty  and  false  metaphor,  unless 
the  son  be  the  perfect  and  equal  likeness  of  his  father  ?  " 

'^  Heroes  beget  sons  worse  than  themselves,  sajs  the  poet" 

^  TVe  are  not  talking  now  of  men  as  they  are,  whom  Homer^s 
Zeus  calls  the  most  wretched  of  all  the  beasts  of  the  field ;  we 
are  talking  —  are  we  not  ?  —  of  a  perfect  and  archetypal  eon, 
and  a  perfect  and  archetypal  father,  in  a  perfect  and  eternal 
world,  wherein  is  neither  growth,  decay,  nor  change ;  and  of  a 
perfect  and  archetypal  generation,  of  which  the  only  definition 
can  be,  that  like  begets  its  perfect  like  ?  •  .  •  •  You  are  siloit. 
Be  so,  Hypatia.  ....  We  have  gone  up  too  far  into  the 
abysses."  .... 

And  so  they  both  were  silent  for  a  while.  And  Raphael 
thought  solemn  thoughts  about  Victoria,  and  about  ancient  signs 
of  Isaiah's  which  were  to  him  none  the  less  prophecies  concern- 
ing The  Man  whom  he  had  found,  because  he  prayed  and 
trusted  that  the  same  signs  might  be  repeated  to  himself  and  a 
child  given  to  him  also,  as  a  token  that,  in  spite  of  all  his  base- 
ness, "  God  was  with  him." 

But  he  was  a  Jew,  and  a  man :  Hypatia  was  a  Greek,  and  a 
woman,  —  and  for  that  matter,  so  were  the  men  of  her  school 
To  her,  the  relations  and  duties  of  common  humanity  shone 
with  none  of  the  awful  and  divine  meaning  which  they  did  in 
the  eyes  of  the  converted  Jew,  awakened  for  the  first  time  in 
his  life  to  know  the  meaning  of  his  own  Scriptures,  and  become 
an  IsraeHte  indcM'd.  And  Raphael's  dialectic,  too,  though  it 
might  silence  her,  could  not  convince  her.  Her  creed,  like  those 
of  her  fellow-philosophers,  was  one  of  the  fimcy  and  the  relig* 
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ions  sentiment,  rather  than  of  the  reason  and  the  moral  sense. 
All  the  brilliant  ^cloud-world  in  which  she  had  revelled  for 
years,  —  cosmogonies,  emanations,  affinities,  symbolisms,  hie- 
rarchies, abysses,  eternities,  and  the  rest  of  it,  —  though  she 
could  not  rest  in  them,  not  even  believe  in  them,  —  though  they 
had  vanished  into  thin  air  at  her  most  utter  need,  yet  —  they 
were  too  pretty  to  be  lost  sight  of  for  ever ;  and,  struggling 
against  the  growing  conviction  of  her  reason,  she  answered 
at  last, — 

"  And  you  would  have  me  give  up,  as  you  seem  to  have 
done,  the  sublime,  the  beautiful,  the  heavenly,  for  a  dry  and 
barren  chain  of  dialectic,  in  which,  for  aught  I  know  —  for  after 
all,  Raphael,  I  cannot  cope  with  you,  —  I  am  a  woman,  —  a 
weak  woman ! " 

And  she  covered  her  face  with  her  hands. 

"  For  aught  you  know,  what  ?  "  asked  Raphael,  gently. 

"  You  may  have  made  the  worse  appear  the  better  reason." 

"  So  said  Aristophanes  of  Socrates.  But  hear  me  once 
more,  beloved  Hypatia.  You  refuse  to  give  up  the  beautiful, 
the  sublime,  the  heavenly?  What  if  Raphael  Aben-Ezra,  at 
least,  had  never  found  them  till  now  ?  Recollect  what  I  said 
just  now,  —  what  if  our  old  Beautiful,  and  Sublime,  and 
Heavenly,  had  been  the  sheerest  materialism,  notions  spun  by 
our  own  brains  out  of  the  impressions  of  pleasant  things,  and 
high  things,  and  low  things,  and  awful  things,  which  we  had 
seen  with  our  bodily  eyes  ?  What  if  I  had  discovered  that  the 
spiritual  is  not  the  intellectual,  but  the  moral;  and  that  the 
spiritual  world  is  not,  as  we  used  to  make  it,  a  world  of  our  own 
intellectual  abstractions,  or  of  our  own  physical  emotions,  relig- 
ious or  other,  but  a  world  of  righteous  or  unrighteous  persons  ? 
What  if  I  had  discovered  that  one  law  of  the  spiritual  world, 
in  which  all  others  were  contained,  was  righteousness ;  and  that 
disharmony  with  that  Liw,  which  we  called  unspirituality,  was 
not  being  vulgar,  or  clumsy,  or  ill-taught,  or  unimaginative,  or 
dull,  but  simply  being  unrighteous  ?  What  if  I  had  discovered 
that  righteousness,  and  it  alone,  was  the  beautiful,  righteousness 
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the  sublime,  the  heavenly,  the  Godlike^  —  ay,   Grod  himself? 
And  what  it  it  had  dawned  on  me,  as  bj  a  great  sunrise,  what 
that  righteousness  was  like?    AVhat  if  I  had   seen  a  human 
being,  a  woman  too,  a  young,  weak  girl,  showing  forth  the  glory 
and  the  beauty  of  God  ?  showing  me  that  the  beautiful  was  to 
mingle  unshrinking,  for  duty's  sake,  with  all  that  is  most  foul 
and  loathsome ;  that  the  sublime  was  to  stoop  to  the  most  menial 
offices,  the  most  outwardly  degrading  self-denials;  that  to  be 
heavenly  was  to  know  that  the  conunonest  relations,  the  most 
vulgar  duties,  of  earth,  were  Gk)d's  commands,  and  only  to  be 
performed  aright  by  the  help  of  the  same  spirit  by  which  He 
rules  the  Universe ;  that  righteousness  was  to  love,  to  help,  to 
sufler  for  —  if  need  be,  to  die  for  —  those  who,  in  themselves, 
seem  fitted  to  arouse  no  feelings  except  indignation  and  disgust? 
What  if,  for  the  first  time,  I  trust  not  for  the  last  time,  in  my 
life,  I  saw  this  vision ;  and  at  the  sight  of  it  my  eyes  were 
opened,  and  I  knew  it  for  the  likeness  and  the  glory  of  God? 
What  if  I,  a  Flatonist,  like  John  of  Galilee,  and  Paul  of  Tar- 
sus, yet,  like  them,  a  Hebrew  of  the  Hebrews,  had  confessed  to 
myself,  —  If  the  creature  can  love  thus,  how  much  more  its 
archetype  ?    If  weak  woman  can  endure  thus,  how  much  more 
a  Son  of  God  ?    If  for  the  good  of  others  man  has  strength  to 
sacrifice  himself  in  part,  Grod  wiU  have  strength  to  sacrifice 
himself  utterly.     If  He  has  not  done  it.  He  will  do  it :  or  He 
will  be  less  beautiful,  less  sublime,  less  heavenly,  less  righteous, 
than  my  poor  conception  of  Him,  ay,  than  this  weak,  playful 
girl !    Why  should  I  not  believe  those  who  tell  me  that  He  has 
done  it  already?    What  if  their  evidence  be,  after  all,  only 
probability?     I  do  not  want  mathematical  demonstration  to 
prove  to  me  that  when  a  child  was  in  danger  his  father  saved 
him,  —  neither  do  I  here.     ]My  reason,  my  heart,  every  faculty 
of  me,  except  this  stupid  sensuous  experience,  which  I  find  de- 
ceiving me  every  moment,  which  cannot  even  prove  to  me  my 
own  existence,  accepts  that  story  of  Calvary  as  the  most  natural, 
most  probable,  most  necessary  of  earthly  events,  assuming  only 
that  God  is  a  righteous  person,  and  not  some  dream  of  an  aU- 
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pervading  necessary  spirit,  —  nonsense  which,  in  its  very  terms, 
confesses  its  own  materialism." 

Hjpatia  answered  with  a  forced  smile. 

<'  Raphael  Aben-Ezra  has  deserted  the  method  of  the  severe 
dialectician  for  that  of  the  eloquent  lover." 

"  Not  altogether,"  said  he,  smiling  in  return.  "  For  suppose 
that  I  had  said  to  myself,  TVe  Platonists  agree  that  the  sight  of 
God  is  the  highest  good." 

Hypatia  once  more  shuddered  at  last  night's  recollections. 

"  And  if  He  be  righteous,  and  righteousness  be  —  as  I  know 
it  to  be  —  identical  with  love,  then  He  will  desire  that  highest 
good  for  men  far  more  than  they  can  desire  it  for  themselves. 
....  Then  He  will  desire  to  show  Himself  and  His  own 

righteousness  to  them Will  you  make  answer,  dearest 

Hypatia,  or  shall  I  ?  ....  or  does  your  silence  give  consent  ? 
At  least  let  me  go  on  to  say  this,  that  if  Grod  do  desire  to  show 
His  righteousness  to  men,  his  only  perfect  method,  according 
to  Plato,  will  be  that  of  calumny,  persecution,  the  scourge,  and 
the  cross,  that  so  He,  like  Glaucon's  righteous  man,  may  remain 
for  ever  free  from  any  suspicion  of  selfish  interest,  or  weakness 

of  endurance Am  I  deserting  the  dialectic  method  now, 

Hypatia  ?  .  .  .  .  Tou  are  still  silent.  Tou  will  not  hear  me,  I 
see At  some  future  day,  the  philosopher  may  conde- 
scend to  lend  a  kinder  ear  to  the  words  of  her  greatest  debtor. 
....  Or,  rather,  she  may  condescend  to  hear,  in  her  own 
heart,  the  voice  of  that  Archetypal  Man,  who  has  been  loving 
her,  guiding  her,  heaping  her  with  every  perfection  of  body  and 
of  mind,  inspiring  her  with  all  pure  and  noble  longings,  and 
only  asks  of  her  to  listen  to  her  own  reason,  her  own  philosophy, 
when  they  proclaim  Him  as  the  giver  of  them,  and  to  impart 
them  freely  and  humbly,  as  He  has  imparted  them  to  her,  to  the 
poor,  and  the  brutish,  and  the  sinful,  whom  He  loves  as  well  as 
He  loves  her Farewell ! " 

"  Stay ! "  said  she,  springing  up ;  "  whither  are  you  going  ?  " 

'<  To  do  a  little  good  before  I  die,  having  done  much  eviL 
To  farm,  plant,  and  build,  and  rescue  a  little  comer  of  Ormazd's 

37* 


Ml.  .»...;■.. 


"■rang  nun,  c„,'.'  '  •  1 


Tin:   ri;()iu<;Ai/s   ki.tikn'.  439 

^Miy  'ii.l  lii-  <.\\n  words  -niind  tu  him  strangely  pregnant,  all 
lut  •iiiii/i(,ii.^r  He  almost  fancied  that  not  he,  but  some  third 
person,  had  spoken  them.  He  kissed  Hjpatia's  hand.  It  was 
as  cold  as  ice :  and  his  heart,  too,  in  spite  of  all  his  bliss,  felt 
cold  and  heavj,  as  he  lefl  the  room. 

As  he  went  down  the  steps  into  the  street,  a  young  man 
sprang  from  behind  one  of  the  pillars,  and  seized  his  arm. 

''Aha!  mj  young  Coryphseus  of  pious  plunderers!  What 
do  you  want  with  me  ?  ** 

Philammon,  for  it  was  he,  looked  at  him  an  instant^  and 
recognized  him. 

^  Save  her !  for  the  love  of  Crod  save  her  I  ** 

«  Whom  ?  " 

«  Hypatia  I " 

*^  How  long  has  her  salvation  been  important  to  you,  my  good 
friend  ?  " 

'^  For  Grod's  sake,"  said  Philammon,  "  go  back  and  warn  her  1 
She  will  hear  you,  —  you  are  rich,  —  you  used  to  be  her  friend, 

—  I  know  you,  I  have  heard  of  you O,  if  you  ever  cared 

for  her, — if  you  ever  felt  a  thousandth  part  of  what  I  feel, — go 
in  and  warn  her  not  to  stir  from  home ! " 

"  I  must  hear  more  of  this,"  said  Raphael,  who  saw  that  the 
boy  was  in  earnest.  ''Come  in  with  me  and  speak  to  her 
fether." 

"No!  not  into  that  house!  Never  into  that  house  again! 
Do  not  ask  me  why :  but  go  yourself.  She  wiU  not  hear  me. 
Did  you  —  did  you  prevent  her  from  listening  ?  " 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  I  have  been  here  —  ages  !  I  sent  a  note  in  by  her  maid, 
and  she  returned  no  answer." 

Raphael  recollected  then,  for  the  first  time,  a  note  which  he 
liad  seen  brought  to  her  during  the  conversation. 

"  I  saw  her  receive  a  note.  She  tossed  it  away.  Tell  me 
your  story.  If  there  is  reason  in  it,  I  will  bear  your  message 
myself.    Of  what  is  she  to  be  warned  ?  " 

"  Of  a  plot — I  know  that  there  b  a  plot — against  her  among 
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the  monks  and  FarabolanL  As  I  lay  in  bed  this  momiDg  in 
Arsenius's  room,  —  they  thought  I  was  asleep * 

^  Arscnius  ?  Has  that  venerable  fanatic,  then,  gone  the  wtj 
of  all  monastic  flesh,  and  turned  persecutor  ?  ** 

*<  God  forbid !  I  heard  him  beseeching  Peter  the  reader  to 
refrain  from  something,  I  cannot  tell  what ;   bat  I  caught  her 

name I  heard  Peter  say,  *  She  that  hindereth  will  hinder 

till  she  be  taken  out  of  the  way.'  And  when  he  went  out  into 
the  passage  I  heard  him  say  to  another,  *  That  thou  doest,  do 
quickly!'" 

"  These  are  slender  grounds,  my  friend." 

^  Ah,  you  do  not  know  of  what  those  men  are  capable !  ** 

**  Do  I  not  ?     Where  did  you  and  I  meet  last  ?  " 

Philammon  blushed,  and  burst  forth  again.  ^  That  was  enough 
for  me.  I  know  the  hatred  which  they  bear  her,  the  crimes 
which  they  attribute  to  her.  Her  house  would  have  been  at- 
tacked last  night  had  it  not  been  for  CyriL  ....  And  I  knew 
Peter*s  tone.  He  spoke  too  gently  and  sofUy  not  to  mean  some- 
thing devilish.  I  watched  all  the  morning  for  an  opportonity  of 
escape,  and  here  I  am !  Will  you  take  my  message,  or  see 
her " 

"  What  ?  " 

^<  God  only  knows,  and  the  Devil  whom  they  worship  instead 
of  God/' 

Raphael  hurried  back  into  the  house,  —  ^  Could  he  see  Hy- 
patia  ?  "  She  had  shut  herself  up  in  her  private  room,  strictly 
commanding  that  no  visitor  should  be  admitted.  . . . .  "  Where 
was  Theon,  then  ?  "  He  had  gone  out  by  the  canal  gate  half 
an  hour  before,  with  a  bundle  of  mathematical  papers  nnder  his 

arm,  no  one  knew  wliither '*  Imbecile  old  idiot  I  **  and  he 

hastily  wrote  on  his  tablet,  — 

*'  Do  not  despise  the  young  monk's  warning.  I  believe  him 
to  s])cak  the  truth.  As  you  love  yourself  and  your  father,  Hy* 
patia,  stir  not  out  to-day." 

He  bribed  a  maid  to  take  the  message  up  stairs ;  and  passed 
his  time  in  the  hall  in  warning  the  servants.     Bat  they  woold 
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not  believe  him.  It  was  true  the  shops  were  shut  in  some  quar- 
ters, and  the  Museum  gardens  empty;  people  were  a  little 
frightened  after  yesterday.  But  Cyril,  they  had  heard  for  certain, 
had  threatened  excommunication  only  last  night  to  any  Chris- 
tian who  broke  the  peace ;  and  there  had  not  been  a  monk  to  be 
seen  in  the  streets  the  whole  morning.  And  as  for  any  harm 
happening  to  their  mistress,  —  impossible!  "The  very  wild 
beasts  would  not  tear  her,"  said  the  huge  negro  porter,  "  if  she 
were  thrown  into  the  amphitheatre." 

Whereat  a  maid  boxed  his  ears  for  talking  of  such  a  thing ; 
and  then,  by  way  of  mending  it,  declared  that  she  knew  for  cer- 
tain that  her  mistress  could  turn  aside  the  lightning,  and  call 

legions  of  spirits  to  fight  for  her  with  a  nod What  was  to 

be  done  with  such  idolaters  ?  And  yet  who  could  help  liking 
them  the  better  for  it  ? 

At  last  the  answer  came  down,  in  the  old,  graceful,  studied, 
self-conscious  handwriting. 

"  It  is  a  strange  way  of  persuading  me  to  your  new  faith,  to 
bid  me  beware,  on  the  very  first  day  of  your  preaching,  of  the 
wickedness  of  those  who  believe  it.  I  thank  you  :  but  your  af- 
fection for  me  makes  you  timorous.  I  dread  nothing.  They 
will  not  dare.  Did  they  dare  now,  they  would  have  dared  long 
ago.  As  for  that  youth,  —  to  obey  or  to  believe  his  word,  even 
to  seem  aware  of  his  existence,  were  shame  to  me  henceforth. 
Because  he  is  insolent  enough  to  warn  me,  therefore  I  will  go. 
Fear  not  for  me.  You  would  not  wish  me,  for  the  first  time  in 
my  life,  to  fear  for  myself.  I  must  follow  my  destiny.  I  must 
speak  the  words  which  I  have  to  speak.  Above  all,  I  must  let 
no  Christian  say,  that  the  philosopher  dared  less  than  the  fanatic 
If  my  Gods  are  Gods,  then  will  they  protect  me :  and  if  not, 
let  your  God  prove  his  rule  as  seems  to  him  good." 

Raphael  tore  the  letter  to  fragments The  guards,  at 

least,  were  not  gone  mad  like  the  rest  of  the  world.  It  wanted 
half  an  hour  of  the  time  of  her  lecture.  In  the  interval  he  might 
summon  force  enough  to  crush  all  Alexandria.  And  turning 
suddenly,  he  darted  out  of  the  room  and  out  of  the  house. 
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M  Quern  Deus  vnlt  perdcre !  **  cried  he  to  Phiknimon,  with  a 
gesture  of  grief.  ^  Stay  here  and  stop  her  I  —  make  a  last  ap- 
peal !  Drag  the  horses'  heads  down,  if  yoa  can  I  I  will  be 
back  in  ten  minutes."  And  he  ran  off  for  the  nearest  gate  of 
the  Museum  gardens. 

On  the  other  side  of  the  gardens  lay  the  court-jard  of  the 
palace.  There  were  gates  in  plenty  commanicating  between 
them.  If  he  could  but  see  Orestes,  even  alarm  the  guard  in 
time ! 

And  he  hurried  through  the  walks  and  alcoves,  now  deserted 
by  the  fearful  citizens,  to  the  nearest  gate.  It  was  fast,  and  bar- 
ricaded firmly  on  the  outside. 

Terrified,  he  ran  oh  to  the  next;  it  was  barred  alsa  He 
saw  the  reason  in  a  moment,  and  maddened  as  he  saw  it.  The 
guards,  careless  about  the  Museum,  or  reasonably  fearing  no 
danger  from  the  Alexandrian  populace  to  the  glory  and  wonder 
of  their  city,  or  perhaps  wishing  wisely  enough  to  concentrate 
their  forces  in  the  narrowest  space,  had  contented  themselves 
with  cutting  off  all  communication  with  the  gardens,  and  so 
converting  the  lofly  partition-wall  into  the  outer  enceinte  of 
their  marble  citadel.  At  all  events,  the  doors  leading  from  the 
Museum  itself  might  be  open.  He  knew  them  every  one,  every 
hall,  passage,  statue,  picture,  almost  every  book,  in  that  vast 
treasure-house  of  ancient  civilization.  He  found  an  entrance, 
hurried  through  well-known  corridors  to  a  postern  through 
which  he  and  Orestes  had  lounged  a  hundred  times,  their  lips 
full  of  bad  words,  their  hearts  of  worse  thoughts,  gathered  in 

those  records  of  the  fair  wickedness  of  old It  was  fast 

He  beat  upon  it ;  but  no  one  answered.  He  rushed  on  and 
tried  another.  No  one  answered  there.  Another,  still  silence 
and  despair !  .  . .  .  He  rushed  up  stairs,  hoping  that  from  the 
windows  above  he  might  be  able  to  call  to  the  guard.  The 
prudent  soldiers  had  locked  and  barricaded  the  entrances  to  the 
upper  floors  of  the  whole  right  wing,  lest  the  palace  court  should 
be  commanded  from  thence.  Whither  now?  Back,  —  and 
whither  then?    Back,  round  endless  galleries,  yaolted  haUs, 
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staircases,  doorways,  some  fast,  some  open,  up  and  down,  trying 
this  way  and  that,  losing  himself  at  whiles  in  that  enormous,  si- 
lent labyrinth.  And  his  breath  failed  him,  his  throat  parched, 
his  face  burned  as  with  the  simoon  wind,  his  legs  were  trembling 
under  him.  His  presence  of  mind,  usually  so  perfect,  failed  him 
utterly.  He  was  baffled,  netted ;  there  was  a  spell  upon  him. 
Was  it  a  dream  ?  Was  it  all  one  of  those  hideous  nightmares  of 
endless  pillars  beyond  pillars,  stairs  above  stairs,  rooms  within 
rooms,  changing,  shilling,  lengthening  out  for  ever  and  for  ever 
before  the  dreamer,  narrowing,  closing  in  on  him,  choking  him  ? 
Was  it  a  dream  ?  Was  he  doomed  to  wander  for  ever  and  for 
ever  in  some  palace  of  the  dead,  to  expiate  the  sin  which  he  had 
learnt  and  done  therein  ?  His  brain,  for  the  first  time  in  his  life, 
began  to  reel.  He  could  recollect  nothing  but  that  something 
dreadful  was  to  happen,  —  and  that  he  had  to  prevent  it,  and 
could  not. ....  Where  was  he  now  ?  In  a  little  by-chamber. 
....  He  had  talked  with  her  there  a  hundred  times,  looking 

out  over  the  Pharos  and  the  blue  Mediterranean What 

was  that  roar  below  ? ....  A  sea  of  weltering,  yelling  heads,  thou- 
sands on  thousands,  down  to  the  very  beach;  and  from  their  innu- 
merable throats  one  mighty  war-cry, — "  Grod,  and  the  Mother  of 
Grod  P'  Cyril's  hounds  were  loose He  reeled  from  the  win- 
dow, and  darted  frantically  away  again  ....  whither,  he  knew 
not,  and  never  knew  until  his  dying  day. 

And  Philammon  ?  • .  . .  Sufficient  for  the  chapter,  as  for  the 
day,  is  the  evil  thereof. 


Pel  AG  I A  had  passed  that  niglit  alone  in  sleepless  sorrow, 
which  was  not  diminished  by  lier  finding  herself  the  next  morn- 
ing j)al|)ably  a  prisoner  in  her  own  house.  Her  girls  told  her 
that  lliey  had  orders  —  they  would  not  say  from  whom  —  to 
prevent  her  leaving  her  own  apartments.  And,  though  some  of 
them  made  the  announcement  with  sighs  and  tears  of  condolence, 
yet  more  than  one,  she  could  see,  was  well  inclined  to  make  ber 
feel  that  her  power  was  over,  and  that  there  were  others  besides 
herself  who  might  aspire  to  the  honor  of  reigning  favorite. 

What  matter  to  her  ?  AVhispers,  sneers,  and  saucy  answers 
fell  on  her  ear  unheeded.  She  had  one  idol,  and  she  had  lost 
it ;  one  power,  and  it  had  failed  her.  In  the  heaven  above,  and 
in  the  earth  beneath,  was  neither  peace,  nor  help,  nor  hope ; 
nothing  but  black,  blank,  stupid  terror  and  despair.  The  little 
weak,  infant  soul,  which  had  just  awakened  in  her,  had  been 
crushed  and  stunned  in  its  very  birth-hour ;  and  instinctively 
she  crept  away  to  the  roof  of  the  tower  where  her  apartments 
were,  to  sit  and  weep  alone. 

There  she  sat,  hour  after  hour,  beneath  the  shade  of  the  large 
wind-sail,  which  served  in  all  Alexandrian  houses  the  double 
purpose  of  a  shelter  from  the  sun  and  a  ventilator  for  the  rooms 
below ;  and  her  eye  roved  carelessly  over  that  endless  sea  of 
roofs,  and  towers,  and  masts,  and  glittering  canals,  and  gliding 
boats:  but  she  saw  none  of  them,  —  nothing  but  one  beloved 
face,  lost,  lost  for  ever. 

At  last  a  low  whistle  roused  her  from  her  dream.     She 
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*<  And  will  it  ever  be  in  oar  hands,  my  fUend  ?" 

^  Certain.  We  were  round  at  every  picket  last  night,  ud 
the  very  notion  of  an  Amal's  heading  them  niade  them  so  eager, 
that  we  had  to  bribe  them  to  be  quiet  rather  than  to  rise." 

"  Odin  !     I  wish  I  were  among  them  now !  ** 

^  Wait  till  the  city  rises.  If  the  day  pass  over  withoat  a 
riot,  I  know  nothing.     The  treasure  is  all  on  board,  is  it  not?" 

^  Yes,  and  the  galleys  ready.  I  have  been  working  like  a 
horse  at  them  all  the  morning,  as  yon  would  let  me  do  notfaing 
else.  And  Goderic  will  not  be  back  from  the  palace,  you  sar, 
Ull  nightfall  ?  " 

'^  If  we  are  attacked  first,  we  are  to  throw  up  a  fire-signal  to 
him,  and  he  is  to  come  off  hither  with  what  Croths  he  can  mus- 
ter. If  the  palace  is  attacked  first,  he  is  to  give  us  the  signal, 
and  we  are  to  pack  up  and  row  round  thither.  And  in  the 
mean  while,  he  is  to  make  that  hound  of  a  Greek  prefect  as 
drunk  as  he  can." 

<<  The  Greek  will  see  him  under  the  table !  He  has  drugs,  I 
know,  as  all  these  Roman  rascals  have,  to  sober  him  when  he 
likes  ;  and  then  he  sets  to  work  and  drinks  again.  Send  off  old 
Smid,  and  let  him  beat  the  armorer  if  he  can !  " 

^  A  very  good  thought ! "  said  Wulf,  and  came  out  instantly 
for  the  purpose  of  putting  it  in  practice. 

Pclagia  had  just  time  to  retreat  into  an  adjoining  doorway; 
but  she  had  heard  enough  ;  and  as  Wulf  passed,  she  sprang  to 
him  and  caught  him  by  the  arm. 

<*  O,  come  in  hither !  Speak  to  me  one  moment ;  for  mercy's 
sake  speak  to  me  !  "  and  she  drew  him,  half  against  his  will,  into 
the  chamber,  and,  throwing  herself  at  his  feet,  broke  out  into  a 
childlike  wail. 

Wulf  stood  silent,  utterly  discomfited  by  this  unexpected  sub- 
mission, wlierc  he  had  expected  petulant  and  artful  resistance. 
He  almost  felt  guilty  and  ashamed,  as  he  looked  down  into  that 
beautiful,  imploring  face,  convulsed  with  simple  sorrow,  as  of  a 
child  for  a  broken  toy At  last  she  spoke. 

'<0,  what  have  I  done? — what  have  I  done?    Why  most 
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jou  take  him  from  me  ?  What  have  I  done  but  love  him,  honor 
him,  worship  him  ?  I  know  you  love  him  ;  and  I  love  you  for 
it.  —  I  do  indeed !  But  you,  —  what  is  your  love  to  mine  ?  O, 
I  would  die  for  him,  —  be  torn  in  pieces  for  him,  —  now,  this 
moment !".... 

Wulf  was  silent. 

*'  What  have  I  done  but  love  him  ?  What  could  I  wish  but 
to  make  him  happy  ?  I  was  rich  enough,  praised  and  petted ; 
....  and  then  he  came,  ....  glorious  as  he  is,  like  a  god  among 
men,  —  among  apes  rather,  —  and  I  worshipped  him  :  was  I 
wrong  in  that  ?  I  gave  up  all  for  him :  was  I  wrong  in  that  ? 
I  gave  him  myself:  what  could  I  do  more  ?  He  condescended 
to  like  me,  —  he,  the  hero  I  Could  I  help  submitting  ?  I  loved 
him:  could  I  help  loving  him?  Did  I  wrong  him  in  that? 
Cruel,  cruel  Wulf  I" 

Wulf  was  forced  to  be  stem,  or  he  would  have  melted  at  once. 

'^  And  what  was  your  love  worth  to  him  ?  What  has  it  done 
for  him  ?  It  has  made  him  a  sot,  an  idler,  a  laughing-stock  to 
these  Greek  dogs,  when  he  might  have  been  their  conqueror, 
their  king.  Foolish  woman,  who  cannot  see  that  your  love  has 
been  his  bane,  his  ruin  !  He,  who  ought  by  now  to  have  been 
sitting  upon  the  throne  of  the  Ptolemies,  the  lord  of  all  south  of 
the  Mediterranean,  —  as  he  shall  be  still ! " 

Felagia  looked  at  him  wide-eyed,  as  if  her  mind  was  taking 
in  slowly  some  vast  new  thought,  under  the  weight  of  which  it 
reeled  already.     Then  she  rose  slowly. 

"  And  he  might  be  Emperor  of  Africa  ?  " 

"  And  he  shall  be ;  but  not " 

"  Not  with  me  !  "  she  almost  shrieked.  "  No !  not  with 
wretched,  ignorant,  polluted  me  I  I  see  —  O  God,  I  see  it  all  I 
And  this  is  why  you  want  him  to  marry  her,  —  her " 

She  could  not  utter  the  dreaded  name. 

Wulf  could  not  trust  himself  to  speak ;  but  he  bowed  his  head 

in  acquiescence. 

«  #  «  #  « 

"  Yes,  —  I  will  go  —  up  into  the  desert  —  with  Philammon, 
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would  indeed  be  all  settled.  There  would  be  no  more  danger 
from  poor  little  Pelagia  then."  .... 

She  went  slowly,  firmly,  proudly,  into  the  well-known  cham- 
ber. ....  She  threw  herself  upon  the  bed,  and  covered  the 
pillow  with  kisses.  Her  eye  fell  on  the  Amal's  sword,  which 
hung  across  the  bed's-head,  afler  the  custom  of  Gothic  warriors 
She  seized  it,  and  took  it  down,  shuddering. 

'<  Yes  I  .  •  •  .  Let  it  be  with  this,  if  it  must  be.  And  it  must 
be.  I  cannot  bear  it !  Anything  but  shame  I  To  have  fancied 
all  my  life  —  vain  fool  that  I  was !  —  that  every  one  loved  and 
admired  me,  and  to  find  that  they  were  despising  me,  hating  me, 
all  along !  Those  students  at  the  lecture-room  door  told  me  I 
was  despised.  —  The  old  monk  told  me  so.  —  Fool  that  I  was  I 
I  forgot  it  next  day !  —  For  he  —  he  loved  me  still !  —  Ah, 
how  could  I  believe  them,  till  his  own  lips  had  said  it?  ...  . 
Intolerable !  .  .  .  .  And  yet  women  as  bad  as  I  am  have  been 
honored  —  when  they  were  dead.  What  was  that  song  which 
I  used  to  sing  about  Epicharis,  who  hung  herself  in  the  litter, 
and  Leaina,  who  bit  out  her  tongue,  lest  the  torture  should 
drive  them  to  betray  their  lovers  ?  There  used  to  be  a  statue 
of  Leaina,  they  say,  at  Athens,  —  a  lioness  without  a  tongue. 
....  And  whenever  I  sang  the  song,  the  theatre  used  to  rise, 

and  shout,  and  call  them  noble  and  blessed I  never 

could  tell  why  then ;  but  I  know  now !  —  I  know  now  I  Per- 
haps they  may  call  me  noble,  afler  all.  At  least,  they  may 
say, '  She  was  a  —  a  —  but  she  dare  die  for  the  man  she  loved ! ' 
....  Ay,  but  God  despises  me  too,  and  hates  me.  He  will 
send  me  to  eternal  fire.  Fhilammon  said  so,  —  though  he  was 
my  brother.  The  old  monk  said  so,  —  though  he  wept  as  he 
said  it.  ...  .  The  fiames  of  hell  for  ever !  O,  not  for  ever  I 
Great,  dreadful  God !  not  for  ever  I  Lideed,  I  did  not  know ! 
No  one  taught  me  about  right  and  wrong,  and  I  never  knew 
that  I  had  been  baptized,  —  indeed,  I  never  knew !  And  it  was 
so  pleasant,  —  so  pleasant  to  be  happy,  and  praised,  and  loved, 
and  to  see  happy  faces  round  me.  How  could  I  help  it  ?  The 
birds  there  who  are  singing  in  the  darling,  beloved  court,— 
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thej  do  what  they  like,  and  Thou  art  not  angry  with  them  for 
being  happy  ?  And  Thou  wilt  not  be  more  cruel  to  me  than 
to  them,  great  Grod, —  for  what  did  I  know  more  than  they? 
Thou  who  hast  made  the  beautiful  sunshine,  and  the  pleasant, 
pleasant  world,  and  the  flowers,  and  the  birds,  —  Thou  wilt  not 
send  me  to  bum  for  ever  and  ever  ?  Will  not  a  hundred  yean 
be  punishment  enough,  —  or  a  thousand  ?  O  God  !  is  not  this 
punishment  enough  already,  —  to  have  to  leave  him,  just  as  — 
just  as  I  am  beginning  to  long  to  be  good,  and  to  be  worthy  of 
him  ?  .  .  .  .  O,  have  mercy,  —  mercy,  —  mercy,  —  and  let  me 
go  after  I  have  been  punished  enough !  Why  may  I  not  turn 
into  a  bird,  or  even  a  worm,  and  come  back  again  out  of  that 
horrible  place,  to  sec  the  sun  shine,  and  the  flowers  grow  once 
more  ?  O,  am  I  not  punishing  myself  already  ?  Will  not  this 
help  to  atone?  ....  Yes,  —  I  will  die!  —  and  perhaps  so 
God  may  pity  me  I " 

And  with  trembling  hands  she  drew  the  sword  from  its  sheath, 
and  covered  the  blade  with  kisses. 

^  Yes,  —  on  thb  sword,  —  with  which  he  won  his  battles. 
That  is  right,  —  his  to  the  last !  How  keen  and  cold  it  looks ! 
Will  it  be  very  painful  ?  .  .  .  .  No,  —  I  will  not  try  the  point, 
or  my  heart  might  fail  me.  I  will  fall  on  it  at  once :  let  it  hurt 
me  as  it  may,  it  will  be  too  late  to  draw  back  then.  And  after 
all  it  is  his  sword,  —  it  will  not  have  the  heart  to  torture  me 
much.     And  yet  he  struck  me  himself  this  morning !  ** 

And  at  that  thought,  a  long,  wild  cry  of  misery  broke  from 
her  lips,  and  rang  through  the  house.  Hurriedly  she  &stened 
the  sword  upright  to  the  foot  of  the  bed,  and  tore  open  her 

tunic ^'  Here,  —  under  this  widowed  bosom,  where  hb 

head  will  never  lie  again  I    There  are  footsteps  in  the  passage  1 
Quick,  Pelagia !    Now " 

And  she  threw  up  her  arms  wildly,  in  act  to  falL  .  .  .  • 

"  It  is  his  step  I  And  he  will  find  me,  and  never  know  that 
it  is  for  him  I  die  I  " 

The  Amal  tried  the  door.  It  was  fast  With  a  single  bk>w 
he  burst  it  open,  and  demanded,  — 
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^What  was  that  shriek?  What  is  the  meaning  of  this? 
Pelagia ! " 

Pelagia,  like  a  child  caught  playing  with  a  forbidden  toj,  hid 
her  face  in  her  hands,  and  cowered  down. 

"  What  is  it  ?  "  cried  he,  lifting  her. 

But  she  burst  from  his  arms. 

"  No,  no  !  —  never  more  !  I  am  not  worthy  of  you !  Let 
me  die,  wretch  that  I  am !  I  can  only  drag  you  down.  You 
must  be  a  king.     You  must  marry  her,  —  the  wise  woman  I  ** 

"Hypatia?    She  is  dead!" 

"  Dead  ?  "  shrieked  Pelagia. 

^  Murdered,  an  hour  ago,  by  those  Christian  devils." 

Pelagia  put  her  hands  over  her  eyes,  and  burst  into  tears. 
Were  they  of  pity  or  of  joy  ?  .  .  .  •  She  did  not  ask  herself; 
and  we  will  not  ask  her. 

"  Where  is  my  sword  ?  Soul  of  Odin  I  why  is  it  fastened 
here  ?  " 

"  I  was  going  to  —  Do  not  be  angry !  .  .  •  .  They  told  me 
that  I  had  better  die,  and " 

The  Amal  stood  thunderstruck  for  a  moment. 

^  O,  do  not  strike  me  again  !  Send  me  to  the  milL  Kill  me 
now  with  your  own  hand !    Anything  but  another  blow  I " 

'<  A  blow  ?  —  Noble  woman ! "  cried  the  Amal,  clasping  her 
in  his  arms. 

The  storm  was  past ;  and  Pelagia  had  been  nestling  to  that 
beloved  heart,  cooing  like  a  happy  dove,  for  many  a  minute  be- 
fore the  Amal  aroused  himself  and  her.  .... 

"  Now  I  —  quick  I  We  have  not  a  moment  to  lose.  Up  to 
the  tower,  where  you  will  be  safe ;  and  then  to  show  these  curs 
what  comes  of  snarling  round  the  wild  wolves'  den  1 " 
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And  wa^  tli(^  Amal's  news  true,  ther 

Philammon  saw  Raphael  rush  aci 
Museum  gardens.  Ilis  last  words  h 
stay  Avhere  he  was ;  and  the  boy  obeye 
who  let  Kapliacl  out  told  him,  somi; 
mistress  would  see  no  one,  and  reeei 
had  made  up  his  mind ;  eomplained  of 
himself  behind  a  buttress,  and  sat  co 
ready  ibr  a  desperate  spring.  The  i 
he  was  accustomed  to  the  vagaries  of  y 
in*j  the  sods  that  he  was  not  born  in  t 
to  his  porter  s  cell,  and  forgot  the  whoL 

There  IMiilaramon  wailed  a  full  half 
hours,  days,  years.     And  yet  Raphael 
no  guards  appeared.    Was  the  strange 
ble  !  —  his  face  had  shown  a  desperate 
hUense  as  Philammon's  own Yet 

Perhaps  he  had  found  out  that  the 

mutual  fears  groundless What 

of  men  some  two  hundred  yards  otf,  h 
of  the  side  street,  just  opposite  the  door 


liurrf'-  gallopt:J  piL-t  him  madly  huiiu 
ria;j«-. 

AVliiili'T  w«.'r«j  thev  drajrjriiiir  her 
Church   ol'   God   hhnstdf  ?     Impossih 
place?  on  the  earth  ?     Why  did  the  in 
by  hundreds,  jKJur  down  upon  the  bca 
flints,  shells,  fragments  of  pottery  ? 

She  was  uf)on  the  church  steps  bef< 
visible  among  the  crowd ;  but  he  co 
ment>  of  her  dress. 

"Where  were   lier  gay  pupils   now 
caded  themselves  shamefully  in  the 
which  swept  her  from  the  door  of  the 
he  would  save  her  ! 

And  he  struggled  in  vain  to  pierce 
lani  and  monks,  who,  mingled  with 
workers,  leaped  and  yelled  an^md  t 
could  not  do,  another  and  a  weaker  di 
Furiouslv  —  no  one  knew  how  or  wl 
from  the  gr(»un«l  in  the  thickest  of  ti 
and  nails,  like  a  venomous  wild-cat, 
idol.  Alas  !  he  was  torn  down  him 
and  lay  then*  half  dead,  in  an  agony 
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"To  the  Cinaron!  Bum  the  bone^  to  iisbes!  Scatter  them 
into  ihe  sen !"....  And  the  mob  poured  pail  liirn  again 

He  turned  to  flee :  but,  onoe  oulside  the  church,  lie  sank  ex- 
hausted, and  lay  upon  the  steps,  watching  with  stupid  horror  the 
glaring  of"  the  fire,  and  the  mob  who  leaped  and  yelled  like  de- 
mons round  their  Moloch  sacridce. 

A  hand  grasped  liis  arm  ;  he  looked  up  ;  it  was  the  porter. 

"  And  tlii^,  young  butcher,  is  the  Catholic  and  Apostolic 
Church ! " 

"  Ko !  Euda;mon,  it  is  tlie  church  of  tlie  devils  of  hell ! " 
And  gathering  himself  up,  he  fat  upon  the  steps  and  buried  his 
head  within  his  hands.  He  would  have  given  life  itself  for  the 
power  of  weeping :  but  Ins  eyes  and  brain  were  hot  and  dry  as 
the  desert. 

EudiemoTi  looked  at  him  awhile,  f  he  shock  had  sobered  the 
poor  fop  for  once. 

"  I  did  what  I  could  lo  die  with  her  ! "  said  he. 

''  I  did  what  I  could  to  save  her !  "  answered  Philammon. 

'•  I  know  il.  Forgive  Ihe  words  which  I  just  spoke.  Did 
we  not  both  love  her?" 
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aboTe  the  altar,  the  ooloesal  Christ  watching  unmoTed  from 
off  the  wall,  his  right  hand  raised  to  give  a  blessing,  —  or  a 
curse? 

On,  up  the  nave,  fresh  shreds  of  her  dress  strewing  the  holy 
pavement,  —  up  the  chancel  steps  themselves,  —  up  to  the  altar, 
—  right  underneath  the  great,  still  Christ :  and  there  even  those 
hellhounds  paused. .... 

She  shook  herself  free  from  her  tormentors,  and,  springing 
back,  rose  for  one  moment  to  her  full  height,  naked,  snow-white 
against  the  dusky  mass  around,  —  shame  and  indignation  in 
those  wide,  clear  eyes,  but  not  a  stain  of  fear.  With  one  hand 
she  clasped  her  golden  locks  around  her ;  the  other  long,  white 
arm  was  stretched  upward  toward  the  great  still  Christ,  appeal- 
ing —  and  who  dare  say,  in  vain  ?  —  from  man  to  Grod.  Her 
lips  were  open  to  speak ;  J[)ut  the  words  that  should  have  come 
from  them  reached  Grod's  ear  alone ;  for  in  an  instant  Peter 
struck  her  down,  the  dark  mass  closed  over  her  again  ....  and 
then  wail  on  wail,  long,  wild,  ear-piercing,  rang  along  the  vaulted 
roofs,  and  thrilled  like  the  trumpet  of  avenging  angels  through 
Philammon's  ears. 

Crushed  against  a  piDar,  unable  to  move  in  the  dense  mass, 
he  pressed  his  hands  over  his  ears.  He  could  not  shut  out  those 
shrieks  !  When  would  they  end  ?  What  in  the  name  of  the 
God  of  mercy  were  they  doing?  Tearing  her  piecemeal? 
Yes,  and  worse  than  that  And  still  the  shrieks  rang  on,  and 
still  the  great  Christ  looked  down  on  Philammon  with  that  calm, 
intolerable  eye,  and  would  not  turn  away.  And  over  hb  head 
was  written  in  the  rainbow,  *'  I  am  the  same,  yesterday,  to-day, 
and  for  ever  I "  The  same  as  he  was  in  JudsBa  of  old,  Philam- 
mon ?  Then  what  are  these,  and  in  whose  temple  ?  And  he 
covered  his  face  with  his  hands,  and  longed  to  die. 

It  was  over.  The  shrieks  had  died  away  into  moans,  the 
moans  to  silence.  How  long  had  he  been  there  ?  An  honr,  or 
an  eternity  ?  Thank  God,  it  was  over  I  For  her  sake,  —  but 
for  theirs  ?  But  they  thought  not  of  that  as  a  new  cry  rose 
through  the  dome. 
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^  To  the  Gnaron  I  Barn  the  hones  to  ashes !  Scatter  them 
into  the  sea !"....  And  the  mob  poured  past  him  again. .... 

He  turned  to  flee :  but,  once  ootside  the  church,  he  sank  ex- 
hausted, and  lay  upon  the  steps,  watching  with  stupid  horror  the 
glaring  of  the  fire,  and  the  mob  who  leaped  and  yelled  like  de- 
mons round  their  Moloch  sacrifice. 

A  hand  grasped  his  arm ;  he  looked  np  ;  it  was  the  porter. 

"And  this,  young  butcher,  is  the  Catholic  and  Apostolk 
Church ! " 

''No!  Eudaemon,  it  is  the  church  of  the  devils  of  hell  I' 
And  gathering  himself  up,  he  sat  upon  the  steps  and  buried  his 
head  within  his  hands.  He  would  have  given  life  itself  for  the 
power  of  weeping :  but  his  eyes  and  brain  were  hot  and  diy  tf 
the  desert. 

Eudaemon  looked  at  him  awhile,  ^e  shock  had  sobered  the 
poor  fop  for  once. 

^  I  did  what  I  could  to  die  with  her  I "  said  he. 

^  I  did  what  I  could  to  save  her  I "  answered  Philammon. 

*^  I  know  it.  Forgive  the  words  which  I  just  spoke.  Did 
we  not  both  love  her  ?  " 

And  the  little  wretch  sat  down  by  Philammon's  side,  and,  as 
the  blood  dripped  from  his  wounds  upon  the  pavement,  broke 
out  into  a  bitter  agony  of  human  tears. 

There  are  times  when  the  very  intensity  of  oar  misery  is  s 
boon,  and  kindly  stuns  us  till  we  are  unable  to  tortare  oorselres 
by  thought*  And  so  it  was  with  Philammon  then.  He  nt 
there,  he  knew  not  how  long. 

"  She  is  with  the  gods,"  said  Eud»mon  at  last 

^  She  is  with  the  God  of  gods,"  answered  Philammon ;  and 
they  both  were  silent  again. 

Suddenly  a  commanding  voice  aroused  them.  They  looked 
up,  and  saw  before  them  Raphael  Aben-Esra. 

He  was  pale  as  death,  but  calm  as  death.  One  look  into  hii 
face  told  them  that  he  knew  alL 

''  Young  monk,"  he  said,  between  his  closed  teeth,  ^'you  seem 
to  have  loved  her  ?  " 
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Philammon  looked  up,  but  coald  not  speak. 

"  Then  arise,  and  flee  for  your  life  into  the  farthest  comer  of 
the  desert,  ere  the  doom  of  Sodom  and  Gomorrha  fall  upon  this 
accursed  city.  Have  you  father,  mother,  brother,  sister,  —  ay, 
cat,  dog,  or  bird  for  which  you  care,  within  its  walls  ?  " 

Philammon  started ;  for  he  recollected  Pelagia.  ....  That 
evening,  so  Cyril  had  promised,  twenty  trusty  monks  were  to 
have  gone  with  him  to  seize  her. 

"  You  have  ?  Then  take  them  with  you,  and  escape,  and  re- 
member Lot's  wife.  Eudaemon,  come  with  me.  You  must  lead 
me  to  your  house,  to  the  lodging  of  Miriam  the  Jewess.  Do 
not  deny  !  I  know  that  she  is  there.  For  the  sake  of  her  who 
is  gone  I  will  hold  you  harmless,  ay,  reward  you  richly,  if  you 
prove  faithfuL     Rise  !  '* 

Eudaemon,  who  knew  Raphael's  face  well,  rose  and  led  the 
way  trembling ;  and  Philammon  was  lefl  alone. 

They  never  met  again.  But  Philammon  knew  that  he  had 
been  in  the  presence  of  a  stronger  man  than  himself,  and  of  one 
who  hated  even  more  bitterly  than  he  himself  that  deed  at 
which  the  very  sun,  it  seemed,  ought  to  have  veiled  his  face. 
And  his  words,  "  Arise  and  flee  for  thy  life,"  uttered  as  they 
were  with  the  stem  self-command  and  writhing  lip  of  compressed 
agony,  rang  through  his  ears  like  the  trump  of  doom.  Yes,  he 
would  flee.  He  had  gone  forth  to  see  the  world,  and  he  had 
seen  it.  Arsenius  was  in  the  right,  afler  all.  Home  to  the  des- 
ert!  But  first  he  would  go  himself,  alone,  to  Pelagia,  and  im- 
plore her  once  more  to  flee  with  him.  Beast,  fool,  that  he  had 
been,  to  try  to  win  her  by  force,  —  by  the  help  of  such  as  these  I 
God's  kingdom  was  not  a  kingdom  of  fanatics  yelling  for  a  doc- 
trine, but  of  willing,  loving,  obedient  hearts.  If  he  could  not 
win  her  heart,  her  will,  he  would  go  alone,  and  die  praying  for 
her. 

He  sprang  from  the  steps  of  the  Caesareum,  and  turned  up 
the  street  of  the  Museum.  Alas !  it  was  one  roaring  sea  of 
heads  I  They  were  sacking  Theon's  house,  —  the  house  of  so 
many  memories !     Perhaps  the  poor  old  man  too  had  perished ! 

39 


In'iucs  o!  nil  .\n:iii  licrclic  ;  and  dc-livt 

'•  An  Arian  ?  "   laniilied  tlu;  Anial. 
and  t<  11  llir  trulli,  \ourirr  lor,]  \     AN'ill  ^ 
ami  turn  nun  in  llic  saiiil-lu'a}>s  ?  " 

PclaLiia  sprang  towards  Iicr  lover;  . 
tlie   iivm   for  one   Ia>t  de-pairin;^   a})| 
licit liur  knew  how,  iIk;   CJotli   and   th< 
deudlv  .'^irntrirle,  wliilc  Pelaii;ia  ttood 
lliat  a  call  lor  liuli)  would  l)ring  iustani 

It  was  over  in  a  lew  seconds.  Tin 
like  a  baby  in  bis  arms,  and,  bearing  hi 
ed  to  burl  bini  into  tbe  canal  below, 
wouild  biniself  like  a  snake  around  1 
tbroat  Avitli  tbe  strength  of  de>pair.  'J 
tered  on  tbe  parapet;  and  twice  recoik 
—  tlu;  earthen  wall  gave  way;  and  d 
locked  in  each  other's  Jirins,  fcdl  CJoth 

l*chiu:ia  rushed  to   the  brink,  and  i 
gloom,  (bnnb  and  dry-ey<Ml  with  horror. 

together  in  mid-air The  foot  of  t 

Egypt,  slop(;d  outwards  towards  the  '^ 
ui)on  that,  —  and  then  I  ....  It  seei 
touched  the  masonry The  Amal 
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lie  was  about  two  thirds  down,  when  Le  shook  the  rope,  and 
ca\M  in  a  stifled  voice  to  tho^P  above, — 

'■  IIiiil  up.     I  have  seen  cnouch." 

IJrciitliljts  with  curiosity  and  fear,  they  hauled  him  up.  He 
stood  amonjr  tlicm  for  a  few  moments,  silent,  as  if  stunned  by 
the  weijrhl  of  i^omc  enormous  woe. 

'■  Is  Ijc  ilea.l  ?  " 

"  OcJin  has  (.ikon  hi=  son  home,  wolves  of  the  Got bs  ! "  And 
lie  helil  out  liis  ri;;li(  hand  to  the  awe-struck  ring,  and  burst  into 
an  agony  of  weeping. ....  A  clotted  tress  of  long,  fiur  hair  lay 

It  was  snatflied ;  handed  from  man  to  man One  after 

anollier  reco;:;nized  the  beioTcil  polden  locks.  And  then,  to  the 
ullcr  aslonishmont  of  the  pirb  who  stood  round,  t'.c  great  simple 
liearl.5,  loo  brave  to  be  ashamed  of  ic'ars,  broke  out,  and  wailed 

like  chJldn^u Their  Amal!     Their  lieavenly  man!     Odin's 

own  son.  Ilieir  joy,  nnd  ]>i-i<le,  and  phiry  !  Tlieir  "  Kingdom  of 
heaven."  iis  his  name  deeliired  him,  who  was  all  that  each  wished 
lo  be,  ami  nioi-e,  and  yet  belonged  to  tliem,  bone  of  tlicir  bone, 
flesh  of  tbi'ir  flesh  1     All,  it  is  biiter  to  .ill  true  human  hearts  lo 
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He  was  about  two  thirds  down,  whea  he  shook  the  n^pe,  and 

called  in  a  stifled  voice  to  those  above, — 

"  Haul  up.     I  have  seen  enough." 

Breathless  with  curiosity  and  fear,  they  hauled  him  up.  He 
stood  among  them  for  a  few  moments,  silent,  as  if  stunned  bj 
the  weight  of  some  enormous  woe. 

« Is  he  dead  ?  " 

"  Odin  has  taken  his  son  home,  wolves  of  the  Groths  ! "  And 
he  held  out  his  right  hand  to  the  awe-struck  ring,  and  burst  into 

an  agony  of  weeping A  clotted  tress  of  long,  fair  hair  lay 

in  his  palm. 

It  was  snatched ;  handed  from  man  to  man One  after 

another  recognized  the  beloved  golden  locks.  And  then,  to  the 
utter  astonishment  of  the  girls  who  stood  round,  t^^e  great  simple 
hearts,  too  brave  to  be  ashamed  of  tears,  broke  out,  and  wailed 

like  children Their  Amal!     Their  heavenly  man!     Odin's 

own  son,  their  joy,  and  pride,  and  glory !  Their  "  Kingdom  of 
heaven,"  as  his  name  declared  him,  who  was  all  that  each  wished 
to  be,  and  more,  and  yet  belonged  to  them,  bone  of  their  bone, 
flesh  of  their  flesh !  Ah,  it  is  bitter  to  all  true  human  hearts  to 
be  robbed  of  their  ideal,  even  though  that  ideal  be  that  of  a  mere 
wild  bull,  and  soulless  gladiator. .... 

At  last  Smid  spoke  :  — 

^'  Heroes,  this  is  Odin's  doom;  and  the  Allfather  is  just  Had 
we  listened  to  Prince  Wulf  four  months  ago,  this  had  never  been. 
We  have  been  cowards  and  sluggards,  and  Odin  is  angry  with 
his  children.  Let  us  swear  to  be  Prince  WulTs  men,  and  fbUow 
him  to-morrow  where  he  will  I " 

Wulf  grasped  his  outstretched  hand  lovingly,  — 

"  No,  Smid,  son  of  Troll !  These  words  are  not  yours  to 
speak.  Agilmund,  son  of  Cniva,  Groderic,  son  of  Ermenric,  you 
are  Baits,  and  to  you  the  succession  appertains.  Draw  lots  here, 
which  of  you  shall  be  our  chieflain." 

"  No  !  no  I  Wulf !  "  cried  both  the  youths  at  once.  "  You 
are  the  hero  !  you  are  the  Sagaman  I  We  are  not  worthy ;  we 
have  been  cowards  and  sluggards,  like  the  rest     Wolves  of  the 
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GrothSj  follow  the  Wolf,  even  though  he  lead  you  to  the  land  of 
the  giants  I " 

A  roar  of  applause  followed. 

^  Lifl  him  on  the  shield,"  cried  Goderic,  tearing  off  his  buck- 
ler. "  Lift  him  on  the  shield  I  Hail,  Wulf  king !  Wulf,  king 
of  Egypt ! " 

And  the  rest  of  the  Groths,  attracted  by  the  noise,  rushed  up 
the  tower-stairs  in  time  to  join  in  the  mighty  shout  of  ^  Wul^ 
king  of  Egypt  I "  —  as  careless  of  the  vast  multitude  which 
yelled  and  surged  without,  as  boys  are  of  the  snow  against  the 
window-pane. 

^  No ! "  said  Wulf,  solemnly,  as  he  stood  on  the  uplifted 
shield.  '^  If  I  be  indeed  your  king,  and  ye  my  men,  wolves  of 
the  Groths,  to-morrow  we  will  go  forth  of  this  place,  hated  of 
Odin,  rank  with  the  innocent  blood  of  the  Alruna  maid.  Back 
to  Adolf;  back  to  our  own  people !    Will  you  go  ?  " 

'^  Back  to  Adolf ! "  shouted  the  men. 

^  You  will  not  leave  us  to  be  murdered  ?  "  cried  one  of  the 
girls.    "The  mob  are  breaking  the  gates  already  ! " 

"  Silence,  silly  one !  Men,  we  have  one  thing  to  do.  The 
Amal  must  not  go  to  the  Valhalla  without  fair  attendance." 

"Not  the  poor  girls? "  sidd  Agilmund,  who  took  for  granted 
that  Wulf  would  wish  to  celebrate  the  Amal's  funeral  in  true 
Grothic  fashion  by  a  slaughter  of  slaves. 

"  No One  of  them  I  saw  behave  this  very  afternoon 

worthy  of  a  Vala.  And  they,  too,  —  they  may  make  heroes' 
wives  after  all,  yet ....  Women  are  better  than  I  ftmcied,  even 
the  worst  of  them.  No.  Gro  down,  heroes,  and  throw  the  gates 
open  ;  and  call  in  the  Greek  hounds  to  the  funeral  supper  of  a 
son  of  Odin." 

"  Throw  the  gates  open  ?  " 

"  Yes.  Groderic,  take  a  dozen  men,  and  be  ready  in  the  east 
hall.  Agilmund,  go  with  a  dozen  to  the  west  side  of  the  courts 
—  there  in  the  kitchen ;  and  wait  till  you  hear  my  war-cry. 
Smid  and  the  rest  of  you,  come  with  me  through  the  stables 
close  to  the  gate, —  as  silent  as  Hela." 


EVKRY    MAN    TO    HIS    < 

It  Avas  iioar  inidni^lit.  Ivapluiel  1 
hours  in  ^liriam's  inner  chamber,  wa 
To  recover,  if  possible,  his  ancestral 
out  a  clay's  tlelay,  to  Cyrene  ;  and,  i 
poor  old  Jewess  to  accompany  hir 
guide,  perhaps  to  convert  Iut,  was 
events,  with  or  without  his  wealth, 
city.  And  he  counted  impatiently  t 
which  detained  him  in  an  atmosph 
with  innocent  blood,  black  with  the  lo 
God.  More  than  once,  unable  to  b 
depart,  and  leave  his  wealth  behind  : 
by  the  thouizht  of  his  own  past  life 
own  sin  to  the  <rreat  heap  of  Ah'x: 
had  he  tem|)ted  otlu'rs,  pampered  ot 
how  IumI  he  not  only  done  evil  with  i 
ure  in  those  who  did  the  same  !  An 
the  fruit  of  his  own  devices.  For  y 
liis  lust  of  power,  his  mi>anthro|)ic  :- 
that  wicked  Orestes  wicked^n*  than  Ik 
will  and  nature;  and  his  ]>u])]>et  Ikk 


NEMESIS.  465 

against  the  walls  and  pillars  in  aimless  fury.  And  then,  from 
under  the  archway  on  each  side,  rushed  a  body  of  tall,  armed 
men,  driving  back  all  in-comers  more ;  the  gates  slid  together 
agiiin  upon  their  grooves ;  and  the  wild  beasts  of  Alexandria 
were  trapped  at  last 

And  then  began  a  murder  grim  and  great.  From  three  dif- 
ferent doors  issued  a  line  of  Groths,  whose  helmets  and  mail- 
shirts  made  them  invulnerable  to  the  clumsy  weapons  of  the 
mob,  and  began  hewing  their  way  right  through  the  living  mass, 
helpless  from  their  close-packed  array.  True,  they  were  but  as 
one  to  ten  ;  but  what  are  ten  curs  before  one  lion  ?  .  . . .  And  the 
moon  rose  higher  and  higher,  staring  down  ghastly  and  unmoved 
upon  that  doomed  court  of  the  furies,  and  still  the  bills  and  swords 
hewed  on  and  on,  and  the  Goths  drew  the  corpses,  as  they  found 
room,  towards  a  dark  pile  in  the  midst,  where  old  Wulf  sat  upon 
a  heap  of  slain,  singing  the  praises  of  the  Amal  and  the  glories 
of  Valhalla,  while  the  shrieks  of  his  lute  rose  shrill  above  the 
shrieks  of  the  flying  and  the  wounded,  and  its  wild  waltz-time 
danced  and  rollicked  on  swifler  and  swifler  as  the  old  singer 
maddened,  in  awful  mockery  of  the  terror  and  agony  around. 

And  so,  by  men  and  purposes  which  recked  not  of  her,  as  is 
the  wont  of  Providence,  was  the  blood  of  Hypatia  avenged  in 
part  that  night. 

In  part  only.  For  Peter  the  reader  and  his  especial  asso- 
ciates were  safe  in  sanctuary  at  the  Csesareura,  clinging  to  the 
altar.  Terrified  at  the  storm  which  they  had  raised,  and  fear* 
ing  the  consequences  of  an  attack  upon  the  palace,  they  had 
left  the  mob  to  run  riot  at  its  will ;  and  escaped  the  swords  of 
the  Groths,  to  be  reserved  for  the  more  awful  punishment  of 
impunity. 


It  was  Dear  nudnight 
hours  in  Miruua'i  ionn 
To  recover,  if  powble,  h 
oat  ft  day's  delay,  to  C^ 
poor  old  Jewess  to  accc 
guide,  perha[»  to  conT«rt 
events,  with  or  withoat  k 
dtj.     And  he  counted  imj 
which  detained  him  in  bd 
with  innocent  blood,  black  i 
God.     More  than  once,  on 
deport,  and  leave  his  wealtl 
by  the  thought  of  his  own 
own  do  to  the  great  heap 
had  he  tempted  others,  pan 
how  had  he  not  only  ^'^*  ^ 
nre  in  thoso  who  did  the  sa 
the  fruit  of  hia  own  devicoa 
his  lust  of  power,  his  misai 
that  wicked  Orwf"  "'  ' 
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be  Dot  meant  for  her  worse  than  death  ?  He  had  never  fore- 
seen  No ;  but  only  because  he  did  not  choose  to  fore- 
see. He  had  chosen  to  be  a  god  ;  to  kill  and  to  make  alive  by 
his  own  will  and  law :  and  behold,  he  had  become  a  devil  by 
that  very  act.  Who  can  —  and  who  dare,  even  if  he  could  — 
withdraw  the  sacred  veil  from  those  bitter  agonies  of  inward 
shame  and  self-reproach,  made  all  the  more  intense  by  his  clear 
and  undoubting  knowledge  that  he  was  forgiven  ?  What  dread 
of  punishment,  what  blank  despair,  could  have  pierced  that 
great  heart  so  deeply  as  did  the  thought  that  the  God  whom  he 
had  hated  and  defied  had  returned  him  good  for  evil,  and  re- 
warded him  not  according  to  his  iniquities  ?  That  discovery,  as 
Ezekiel  of  old  had  warned  his  forefathers,  filled  up  the  cup  of 
his  self-loathing.  ....  To  have  found  at  last  the  hated  and 
dreaded  name  of  Grod :  and  found  that  it  was  Love !  ....  To 
possess  Victoria,  a  living,  human  likeness,  however  imperfect, 
of  that  God ;  and  to  possess  in  her  a  home,  a  duty,  a  purpose, 
a  fresh,  clear  life  of  righteous  labor,  perhaps  of  final  victory. 
....  That  was  his  punishment ;  that  was  the  brand  of  Cain 
upon  his  forehead ;  and  he  felt  it  greater  than  he  could  bear. 

But  at  least  there  was  one  thing  to  be  done.  Where  he  had 
sinned,  there  he  must  make  amends ;  not  as  a  propitiation,  not 
even  as  a  restitution ;  but  simply  as  a  confession  of  the  truth 
which  he  had  found.  And  as  his  purpose  shaped  itself,  he  longed 
and  prayed  that  Miriam  might  return,  and  make  it  possible. 

And  Miriam  did  return.  He  heard  her  pass  slowly  through 
the  outer  room,  learn  from  the  girls  who  was  within,  order  them 
out  of  the  apartments,  close  the  outer  door  upon  them ;  at  last 
she  entered,  and  said  quietly,  — 

**  Welcome  !  I  have  expected  you.  You  could  not  surprise 
old  Miriam.  The  teraph  told  me,  last  night,  that  you  would 
be  here."  .... 

Did  she  see  the  smile  of  incredulity  upon  RaphaeFs  face,  <a 
was  it  some  sudden  pang  of  conscience  which  made  her  cry 
out, — 

^.  ...  No!    I  did  not!    I  never  expected  you!    I  am  a 
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liar,  a  miserable  old  liar,  who  cannot  speak  the  tmth,  even  if  I 
try  !  Only  look  kind !  Smile  at  me,  Raphael !  —  Raphael 
come  back  at  last  to  his  poor,  miserable,  yillanous  old  mother ! 
Smile  on  me  but  once,  my  beautiful,  my  son !  mj  son !  ** 

And  springing  to  him,  she  clasped  him  in  her  arms. 

«  Your  son  ?  " 

<*  Tes,  my  son  I  Safe  at  last  I  Mine  at  last !  I  can  proTe  it 
DOW  !  The  son  of  my  womb,  though  not  the  son  of  my  vows ! " 
And  she  laughed  hysterically.  "  My  childy  my  heir,  for  whom 
I  have  toiled  and  hoarded  for  three^and-thirty  years  !  Quick ! 
here  are  my  keys.  In  that  cabinet  are  all  my  papers,  —  all 
I  have  is  yours.  Your  jeweb  are  safe,  —  buried  with  mine. 
The  negro-woman,  Eudaemon's  wife,  knows  where-  I  made 
her  swear  secrecy  upon  her  little  wooden  idol,  and.  Christian 
as  she  is,  she  has  been  honest.  Make  her  rich  for  life.  She 
hid  your  poor  old  mother,  and  kept  her  safe  to  see  her  boy 
come  home.  But  give  nothing  to  her  little  husband ;  he  is  a 
bad  fellow,  and  beats  her.  —  Go,  quick  I  take  your  riches,  and 
away! ....  No,  stay  one  moment, — just  one  little  moment, 
that  the  poor  old  wretch  may  feast  her  eyes  with  the  sight  of 
her  darling  once  more  before  she  dies  I " 

"  Before  you  die  ?  Your  son  ?  Grod  of  my  fathers,  what  is 
the  meaning  of  all  this,  Miriam  ?  This  morning  I  was  the  son 
of  Ezra  the  merchant  of  Antioch  I " 

<'  His  son  and  heir,  his  son  and  heir  I  He  knew  all  at  last 
We  told  him  on  his  death-bed  1  I  swear  that  we  told  him,  and 
he  adopted  you  !  " 

«WeI    Who?" 

'^  His  wife  and  I.  He  craved  for  a  child,  the  old  miser,  and 
we  gave  him  one,  —  a  better  one  than  ever  came  of  his  family. 
But  he  loved  you,  accepted  you,  though  he  did  know  alL  He 
was  afraid  of  being  laughed  at  after  he  was  dead,  —  afraid  of 
having  it  known  that  he  was  childless,  the  old  dotard !  No,  — 
he  was  rights  —  true  Jew  in  that,  after  all ! " 

"  Who  was  my  father,  then  ?  "  interrupted  Raphael,  in  utter 
bewilderment. 
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The  old  woman  laughed  a  laugh  so  long  and  wild,  that 
Raphael  shuddered. 

'^  Sit  down  at  your  mother's  feet     Sit  down just  to 

please  the  poor  old  thing !  Even  if  you  do  not  believe  her,  just 
plaj  at  being  her  child,  her  darling,  for  a  minute  before  she  dies ; 
and  she  will  tell  you  all ... .  perhaps  there  is  time  yet !".... 

And  he  sat  down <<  What  if  this  incarnation  of  all 

wickedness  were  really  my  mother?  ....  And  yet  —  why 
should  I  shrink  thus  proudly  from  the  notion  ?  Am  I  so  pure 
myself  as  to  deserve  a  purer  source?"  ....  And  the  old 
woman  laid  her  hand  fondly  on  his  head,  and  her  skinny  fingers 
played  with  his  sofl  locks,  as  she  spoke  hurriedly  and  thick. 

^  Of  the  house  of  Jesse,  of  the  seed  of  Solomon ;  not  a 
rabbi  from  Babylon  to  Home  dare  deny  that !  A  king's  daughter 
I  am,  and  a  king's  heart  I  had,  and  have,  like  Solomon's  own, 
my  son  I  ....  A  kingly  heart.  ....  It  made  me  dread  and 
scorn  to  be  a  slave,  a  plaything,  a  soulless  doU,  such  as  Jewish 
women  are  condemned  to  be  by  their  tyrants,  the  men.  I 
craved  for  wisdom,  renown,  power  —  power  —  power ;  and  my 
nation  refused  them  to  me ;  because,  forsooth,  I  was  a  woman  I 

So  I  left  them.    I  went  to  the  Christian  priests They 

gave  me  what  I  asked.  ....  They  gave  me  more  .... 
they  pampered  my  woman's  vanity,  my  pride,  my  self-will,  my 
scorn  of  wedded  bondage,  and  bade  me  be  a  saint,  the  judge 
of  angels  and  archangels,  the  bride  of  Grod!  Liars!  liars! 
And  so  —  if  you  laugh,  you  kill  me,  Raphael  —  and  so,  Miriam, 
the  daughter  of  Jonathan  —  Miriam,  of  the  house  of  David  — 
Miriam,  the  descendant  of  Ruth  and  Rachab,  of  Rachel  and 
Sara  —  became  a  Christian  nun,  and  shut  herself  up  to  see 
visions  and  dream  dreams,  and  fattened  her  own  mad  self- 
conceit  upon  the  impious  fancy  that  she  was  the  spouse  of  the 
Nazarene,  Joshua  Bar-Joseph,  whom  she  called  Jehovah-Ishi 

SHence  I    If  you  stop  me  a  moment,  it  may  be  too  late. 

I  hear  them  calling  me  already ;  and  I  made  them  promise  not 
to  take  me  before  I  had  told  all  to  my  son,  —  the  son  of  my 
shame!" 

40 
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<<Who  calls  yon?^  asked  Rapliael;  bat  after  one  straag 
shudder  she  ran  on,  unheeding,  — 

'<  But  they  lied,  lied,  lied !  I  found  them  oat  that  day.  .... 
Do  not  look  up  at  me,  and  I  will  tell  you  alL  There  was  a 
riot,  —  a  fight  between  the  Christian  devils  and  the  Heathen 
devils,  —  and  the  convent  was  sacked,  Raphael,  my  son! 
Sacked!  ....  Then  I  found  out  their  blasphemy.  .  .  .  .  0 
God !  I  shrieked  to  him,  Raphael !  I  called  on  him  to  rend 
his  heavens  and  come  down,  —  to  pour  out  his  thundeibolts 
upon  them,  —  to  cleave  the  earth  and  devour  them,  —  to  save 
the  wretched,  helpless  girl  who  adored  him,  who  had  given  up 
father,  mother,  kinsfolk,  wealth,  the  light  of  heaven,  womanhood 
itself,  for  him,  —  who  worshipped,  meditated  over  him,  dreamed 

of  him  night  and  day And  Raphael,  he  did  not  hear 

me  ....  he  did  not  hear  me  ...  •  did  not  hear  me ! . . . .  And 
then  I  knew  it  all  for  a  lie !  a  lie ! " 

'<  And  you  knew  it  for  what  it  is  I  **  cried  Raphael  throogfa 
his  sobs,  as  he  thought  of  Victoria,  and  felt  every  vein  homing 
with  righteous  wrath. 

—  "  There  was  no  mistaking  that  test,  was  there  ?  .  . . .  For 
nine  months  I  was  mad.  And  then  your  voice,  my  baby,  my 
joy,  my  pride,  —  that  brought  me  to  myself  once  more !  And 
I  shook  off  the  dust  of  my  feet  against  those  Galilaean  priests, 
and  went  back  to  my  own  nation,  where  Grod  had  set  me  from 
the  beginning.  I  made  them  —  the  Rabbis,  my  father,  my 
kin  —  I  made  them  all  receive  me.  They  could  not  stand  be- 
fore my  eye.  I  can  make  people  do  what  I  will,  Raphael !  I 
could  —  I  could  make  you  emperor  now,  if  I  had  but  time  left ! 
I  went  back.  I  palmed  you  off  on  Ezra  as  his  son,  I  and  his 
wife,  and  made  him  believe  that  you  had  been  bom  to  him 

while  he  was  in  Byzantium And  then  —  to  live  for  you! 

And  I  did  live  for  you.  For  you  I  travelled  from  India  to 
Britain,  seeking  wealth.  For  you  I  toiled,  hoarded,  lied,  in- 
trigued, won  money  by  every  means,  no  matter  how  base, — for 
was  it  not  for  you  ?  And  I  have  conquered !  Ton  are  the 
richest  Jew  south  of  the  Mediterranean,  you,  my  son!    And 
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but  his  better  angel  conqaered,  and  he  obeyed  the  Bonunoos  of 
the  deacon  who  ushered  him  in. 

Cjril  was  walking  up  and  down,  according  to  his  custom,  with 
great  strides.  When  he  saw  who  was  his  visitor,  he  stopped 
short  with  a  look  of  fierce  inquiry.  Baphael  entered  on  busi- 
ness at  once,  with  a  cold,  calm  voice. 

^  You  know  me,  doubtless ;  and  jou  know  what  I  was.  I  am 
now  a  Christian  catechumen.  I  come  to  make  such  restitution 
as  I  can  for  certain  past  ill  deeds  done  in  this  city.  You  will 
find  among  these  papers  the  trust  deeds  for  such  a  yearly  sum  of 
money  as  will  enable  you  to  hire  a  house  of  refuge  for  a  hundre4 
fallen  women,  and  give  such  doynries  to  thirty  of  them  yearly 
as  will  enable  them  to  find  suitable  husbands.  I  have  set  down 
every  detail  of  my  plan.  On  its  exact  fulfilment  depends  the 
continuance  of  my  gifl." 

Cyril  took  the  document  eagerly,  and  was  breaking  out  with 
some  commonplace  about  pious  benevolence,  when  the  Jew 
stopped  him. 

^  Your  holiness's  compliments  are  unnecessary.  It  is  to  your 
office,  not  to  yourself,  that  this  business  relates." 

Cyril,  whose  conscience  was  ill  enough  at  ease  that  momingi 
felt  abashed  before  Raphael's  dry  and  quiet  manner,  which  be- 
spoke, as  he  well  knew,  reproof  more  severe  than  all  open  up- 
braidings.  So,  looking  down,  not  without  something  like  a 
blush,  he  ran  his  eye  hastily  over  the  paper;  and  then  said,  in 
his  blandest  tone,  — 

^^  My  brother  will  forgive  me  for  remarking,  that  while  I  ac- 
knowledge his  perfect  right  to  dispose  <^  his  charities  as  he  will, 
it  is  somewhat  startling  to  me,  as  Metropolitan  of  Egypt,  to  find 
not  only  the  Abbot  Isidore  of  Felusium,  but  the  secular  De- 
fender of  the  Plebs,  a  civil  officer,  implicated,  too,  in  the  late 
conspiracy,  associated  with  me  as  co-trustees." 

^  I  have  taken  the  advice  of  more  than  one  Christian  bishop 
on  the  matter.  I  acknowledge  your  authority,  by  my  presence 
here.  If  the  Scriptures  say  rightly,  the  civil  magistrates  are  as 
much  God's  ministers  as  you ;  and  I  am  therefore  bound  to  ao- 

40* 
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dom  wliich  bred  those  passions  in  them,  and  blame  not  mj 
teaching,  bat  the  teaching  of  their  forefathers.  That  very  Peter. 
....  What  if  he  haye  for  once  given  place  to  the  Devil,  and 
avenged  where  he  should  have  forgiven  ?  Has  he  no  memories 
which  may  excuse  him  for  fancying,  in  a  just  paroxysm  of  dread, 
that  idolatry  and  falsehood  must  be  crushed  at  any  risk  ?  —  He 
who  counts  back  for  now  three  hundred  years,  in  persecution 
after  persecution,  martyrs,  sir  I  martyrs  —  if  you  know  what  that 
word  implies  —  of  his  own  blood  and  kin ;  who,  when  he  was 
but  a  seven  years'  boy,  saw  his  own  father  made  a  sightless  crip- 
ple to  this  day,  and  his  elder  sister,  a  consecrated  nun,  devoured 
alive  by  swine  in  the  open  streets,  at  the  hands  of  those  who 
supported  the  very  philosophy,  the  very  gods,  which  Hypatia 
attempted  yesterday  to  restore.  Grod  shall  judge  such  a  man ; 
not  I,  nor  you  I " 

'^  Let  Grod  judge  him,  then,  by  delivering  him  to  Grod's  min- 
ister." 

^  God's  minister  ?  That  heathen  and  apostate  prefect  ? 
When  he  has  expiated  his  apodtasy  by  penance,  and  returned 
publicly  to  the  bosom  of  the  Church,  it  will  be  time  enough  to 
obey  him :  till  then  he  is  the  minister  of  none  but  the  Devil. 
And  no  ecclesiastic  shall  suffer  at  the  tribunal  of  an  infidel. 
Holy  Writ  forbids  us  to  go  to  law  before  the  unjust.  Let  the 
world  say  of  me  what  it  will.  I  defy  it  and  its  rulers.  I  have 
to  establish  the  kingdom  of  Grod  in  this  city,  and  do  it  I  will, 
knowing  that  other  foundation  can  no  man  lay  than  that  which 
is  laid,  which  is  Christ" 

*^  Wherefore  you  proceed  to  lay  it  afresh.  A  curious  method 
of  proving  that  it  is  laid  already." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  "  asked  Cyril,  angrily. 

'*  Simply  that  Grod*s  kingdom,  if  it  exist  at  all,  must  be  a  sort 
of  kingdom,  considering  who  is  the  King  of  it,  which  would 
have  established  itself  without  your  help  some  time  since ;  prob- 
ably, indeed,  if  the  Scriptures  of  my  Jewish  forefathers  are  to 
be  believed,  before  the  foundation  of  the  world ;  and  that  your 
business  was  to  believe  that  God  was  King  of  Alexandria,  and 
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had  put  the  Roman  law  there  to  crucify  all  murderers,  ecclesias- 
tics includeil,  and  that  crucified  ihey  must  he  accordingly,  as  high 
as  Ilanian  himself." 

"  I  will  hear  no  more  of  this,  sir !  I  am  responsihle  to  God 
alone,  and  not  to  you :  let  it  he  cnougli  Ihat,  hy  virtue  of  the 
authority  committed  to  me,  I  shall  cut  off*  tliese  men  from  the 
Cliurcli  of  GoJ,  hy  eolenm  excommuuication  for  three  years  to 

"  They  are  not  cut  off,  then,  it  seems,  aa  yet  ?  " 
"  I  tell  you,  sir,  that  I  shall  cut  them  off!     Do  you  come  here 
to  ilouht  my  word?" 

"  Not  in  tlie  least,  most  august  sir.  But  1  should  have  fan- 
cied that,  according  to  my  carnal  notions  of  God's  kingdom  and 
the  Church,  they  had  cut  off  lliemselves  most  effectually  already, 
from  the  moment  when  tliey  cast  away  tlic  Spirit  of  God,  and 
took  10  themselves  the  spirit  of  murder  and  cruelly ;  and  that  all 
wliicli  j'our  rao^t  just  and  laudahle  exconimunicalion  could  effect, 
would  be  to  inform  the  puhUc  of  lliat  fact.  However,  farewell  I 
My  money  sliall  he  forthcoming  in  due  time ;  and  that  is  the 
most  imj)orlant  matter  hetween  us  at  tliig  moment.  As  for  your 
cl 
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d&jf  with  Eudsemon  and  his  negro  wife,  went  to  his  own  place ; 
there  to  labor  and  to  succor,  a  sad  and  stem,  and  yet  a  loving 
and  a  much-loved  man,  for  manj  a  year  to  come. 

And  now  we  will  leave  Alexandria  also,  and,  taking  a  forward 
leap  of  some  twenty  years,  see  how  all  other  persons  mentioned 
in  this  history  went,  likewise,  each  to  their  own  place. 
«  «  «  «  « 

A  little  more  than  twenty  years  after,  the  wisest  and  holiest 
man  in  the  East  was  writing  of  Cyril,  just  deceased :  — 

^  His  death  made  those  who  survived  him  joyful ;  but  it 
grieved,  most  probably,  the  dead;  and  there  is  cause  to  fear,  lest, 
finding  his  presence  too  troublesome,  they  should  send  him 

back  to  us May  it  come  to  pass,  by  your  prayers,  that 

he  may  obtain  mercy  and  forgiveness,  and  that  the  immeasurable 
grace  of  God  may  prevail  over  his  wickedness." .... 

So  wrote  Theodoret,  in  days  when  men  had  not  yet  intercalated 
into  Holy  Writ  that  line  of  an  obscure  modem  hymn,  which  pro- 
claims to  man  the  good  news  that  '^  There  is  no  repentance  in 
the  grave."  Let  that  be  as  it  may,  Cyril  has  gone  to  his  own 
place.  What  that  place  is  in  history  is  but  too  well  known. 
What  it  is  in  the  sight  of  Him  unto  whom  all  live  for  ever,  is  no 
concern  of  ours.  May  He  whose  mercy  is  over  all  his  works 
have  mercy  upon  all,  whether  orthodox  or  unorthodox.  Papist  or 
Protestant,  who,  like  Cyril,  begin  by  lying  for  the  cause  of  truth; 
and,  setting  off  upon  that  evil  road,  arrive  surely,  with  the  Scribes 
and  Pharisees  of  old,  sooner  or  later  at  their  own  place. 

Tme,  he  and  his  monks  had  conquered :  but  Hypatia  did  not 
die  unavenged.  In  the  hour  of  that  unrighteous  victory,  the 
Church  of  Alexandria  received  a  deadly  wound.  It  had  admit- 
ted and  sanctioned  those  habits  of  doing  evil  that  good  may  come, 
of  pious  intrigue,  and  at  last  of  open  persecution,  which  are  cer- 
tain to  creep  in  wheresoever  men  attempt  to  set  up  a  merely 
religious  empire,  independent  of  human  relationships  and  civil 
laws; — to  "establish,"  in  short,  a  "theocracy,"  and  by  that  very 
act  confess  their  secret  disbelief  that  God  is  ruling  already. 
And  the  Egyptian  Church  grew,  year  by  year,  more  lawless 
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and  inhuman.     Freed  from  enemies  without,  and  from  the  nnion 

which  fear  compels,  it  turned  its  ferocity  inward,  to  prey  on  its 
own  vitals,  and  to  tear  itself  in  pieces,  by  a  volunlary  suicide, 
with  mutual  anathemas  and  exclusions,  till  it  ended  as  a  mere 
chaos  of  idolatrous  sects,  persecuting  each  other  for  metaphysi- 
cal )>rc>pi>sition$,  which,  true  or  false,  were  equally  heretical  in 
their  mouths,  because  tliey  used  lliem  only  as  watchwords  of 
division.     Orthodox  or  unorthodox,  they  knew  not  God,  for  they 

knew  neither  righteousness,  nor  love,  nor  peace They 

"hated  their  brethren,  and  walked  on  still  in  darkness,  not  know- 
ing wbither  they  were  going,"  ....  till  Amrou  and  his  Moham- 
medans aiipeared;  and,  whether  lliey  discovered  the  fact  or  not, 
they  went  to  their  own  place 

Thouc'i  the  mills  of  God  irrind  slowly,  yet  they  grinil  exceeding  small ; 
Tliouyh  lie  itflnds  and  wails  with  patience,  wiih  exactness  grinds  He  all. 

And  so  found,  in  due  time,  the  philosophers  as  well  as  the 
ecclesiastics  of  Alexandria. 

Twcniv  years  after  Ilypntia's  death,  philosophy  wjis  flickering 
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leaving  behind  them,  as  their  last  legacy  to  mankind,  Simplicius's 
Comnicnlaries  on  Epictetus's  Enchiridion,  an  essay  on  the  art 
of  egotism,  by  obeying  which,  whosoever  list  may  become  aa 
perfect  a  Pharisee  as  ever  darkened  the  eartli  of  God.  Peace 
be  to  ibcir  ashes  ! . . . .  Tbey  are  gone  to  iheir  own  place. 

Wiilf,  loo,  had  gone  to  his  own  place,  wheresoever  tliat  may 
be.  lie  died  in  Spain  full  of  years  and  honors,  at  the  court  of 
Adolf  and  Placidia,  having  resigned  his  sovereignty  into  the 
hands  of  liis  lawful  chieftain,  and  having  lived  long  enougli  to 
sec  Godoric  and  his  younger  companions  in  arms  settled  with 
their  Alexandrian  brides  upon  the  sunny  slopes  from  which  they 
had  expelled  the  Vandals  and  ihe  Sucvi,  to  be  the  ancestors  of 
"  bluest-blooded  "  Castilian  nobles.  Wulf  died,  as  he  had  lived, 
a  heathen.  Placidia,  who  loved  him  well,  as  she  loved  all  right- 
eous and  noble  souls,  had  succeeded  once  in  persuading  him  lo 
accept  baptism.  Adolf  himself  acted  as  one  of  his  sponsors ; 
and  the  old  warrior  was  in  the  act  of  stepping  into  the  font, 
when  he  turned  suddenly  lo  the  bishop,  and  asked,  Where  were 
the  soub  of  his   heathen  ancestors?     "In  hell,"  replied  the 
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but  those  wlio  are  sick." 

Never  was  the  vounix  abbot  lieart 
liunian  beinj^.  "  When  thou  hast  trit 
he  used  to  say,  ''  to  convert  a  sinner, 
right  to  suspeet  him  of  being  a  worse 
there  is  a  seed  of  good  in  all  men,  ji 
striving  with  all  men,  a  gospel  and  gc 
the  hearts  of  all  men,  if  abbots  and 
aright,  was  his  favorite  doctrine,  and 
fend,  when,  at  rare  intervals,  he  allo\ 
subject,  from  the  writings  of  his  favoi 
Alexandria,  Above  all,  he  stopped,  b) 
to  revile  either  heretics  or  heathens, 
alone,"  he  used  to  say,  "  lies  the  blan 
lief:  for  if  she  were  but  for  one  day  t 
the  world  would  be  converted  before 
of  sins,  indeed,  he  was  inexorable,  — 
sins,  namely,  of  religious  persons.  I 
reputation  for  orthodoxy  and  sanctity, 
him  was  stern  and  pitiless.  More  tht 
to  have  been  unjust :  when  he  saw  hii 
confess  his  mistake  more  frankly,  oi 
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cliaracters,  wliieh  no  one  could  decipher.  The  which  bracelet, 
being  taken  liome  to  the  Laura  of  Scetis,  and  there  dedicated  in 
tlie  eliaptl  to  the  memory  of  ilie  holy  Amma,  proved  bejond  al) 
doubt  tlie  sanctity  of  its  former  possessor,  by  the  miracles  which 
its  virtue  worked  ;  the  fame  whereof  gpreading  abroad  through- 
out the  whole  Thebaid.  drew  innumerable  crowds  of  suppliant* 
to  that  holy  relic  But  it  came  lo  pass,  after  the  Vandalic  per- 
secution wherewith  Huneric  and  Genseric  the  king  devastated 
Africa,  and  enriched  the  Catholic  Church  with  innumerable 
martyrs,  that  certain  wandering  barbarians  of  the  Vandahc  race, 
imbued  with  the  Arian  pravity,  and  made  insolent  by  success, 
boiled  over  from  the  parts  of  Mauritania  into  the  Tbebaid  re- 
gion. Who,  plundering  and  burning  all  monasteries,  and  iosult- 
ing  the  consecrated  virgins,  at  last  arrived  even  at  the  monastery 
of  Scetis,  where  they  not  only,  according  lo  their  impious  cus- 
tom, dclilcd  the  altar,  and  carried  off  the  sacred  vessels,  but  also 
bore  away  that  most  holy  relic,  the  chief  glory  of  the  Laura, — 
namely,  tlie  bracelet  of  the  holy  Amma,  impiously  pretending 
that  it  had  belonged  to  a  warrior  of  their  tribe,  and  thus  ex- 
pounding the  writing  thereon  engraven :  — 


